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PkEFAC E. 


*irHE present volume^orms t}le third of the Standard Libraiy 
e'dition of Schiller’s works, and comprise!^ four of his most 
admifed^dramas. • 

Don Cargos is translated by R. D. Boylan, Esq., and, in 
the opinion of competeitf. judges, the version is eminently 
successful. Mr. Theodore Martin kindly assisted Ihe publisher 
in conducting through the press, and, it is hut justice to 
state, has enhaiR ed the value of the work by his judicious sug- 
gestions. This play, from its great length and difificulty, has 
betu a source of coilsiderabld an'iiety to the several part'i^jf 
coiicenied, but, it is hoped, not without a satisfactory result. 

Mary S'jruART^is the translation of the late Joseph Mellish, 
EsqT, who appears to have been on terms of intimate friend- 
s^iip with Schiller ’5'; and mentions, in his preface, that he 
h commissioned to iutroduee this tragedy on the Efiglish 
^3tage. Ilis version was made from the prompter’s copy, be- 
fdii/ the. plaj was published, and, like Coleridge’s Wallen- 
stein, contains many passages noj found in the printed 
editi^. Tliese curious and interesting morceaux are dis- 
tinguished by brackets. On the other hand, Mr. Mellish 
omits many passages which now form pai’t of the printed 
drama, all of which are added. The translation, as a whole, 
stands out^rom its compeers of4ho time (1800) in almost 
^ marked a degree as .Coleridge’s Wallenstein, aiid some 
passages exhibit pow’efaip,f a high order; a few, however, 
especially in the eaviief scenes, seemed capable of improve- 
ment, and these have been revised, but, in d^erence to the 
translator, with a very sparing hand. 

* Mr. Mellish was on Etonian, the schoolfellow, and, in after the 
friend and companion of Canning aifid Frere. With these distinguished 
scholars he assisted to plan and support that ingenimis miscellany the Micro- 
cwTrt, published Eton, in 1786-7, by Me. Charles Knight, fether of the 
pi-eseiit well-known peiblisher. Mr. Mellish, in his maturer yearn, held tlic 
appointment of Consid-Cencral at Hamburgh, and, during that period, ac- 
quiwd the frieiilship and esteem of many of the O^an literati, especially 
CoAhe. w'ho has d^icated a poem to him. 
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PHEFACJK. 


The Maid of Orleans is contribulcjd by Miss Anua Swan- 
wick. Specimens of her translation have already appeared in 
a volume entitled ■'* Selections from the Dramas of Goethe 
and Schiller,” which obtained the favourable notice of several 
reviewers. It has been carefully revised for this edition, and 
is now, for the first time, published complete. 

The Bride of*Mkssina, wliich has been regarded as the 
poetical ^nasterpiece of Schiller, and perhaps of all his works 
presents the greatest difiiculties to the translator* is rendered 
by A. Lodge, Esq., M.A. This vergion on its first publica- 
tion, a few y^ars ago, was receiyed with deserved eulogy l)y 
several distinguished critics, more especialU’ in the Examiner 
and Aihenmim, where it formed the subject of elaborate 
notices. To the present edition has been added Scl fillers 
Essay on the Use of the phoitis in Trftgedy, in which the 
author s favourite theory of the “ Ideal of Art ” is enforced 
with’ great iiigenuitj" and eloi|uencc. TJiis piece has not 
before appeared in an JJnglish dress. , * 

Neither labour nor expense Inis been spat'ed in the produc- 
tion of the present volume, and scarcely any sale of it, in th.is 
popular form, can reimburse the publisher ; but, if he should 
succeed in diffusing amojig Ifis countrymen a more (enlarged 
appreciation of the beauties of Scliillor, he will feel abund- 
antly requited. ’ * 

The next volume (the fourth; will contain The IIodbeiis, 
and the remainder of Scdiiller’s dramatic i)ieces, with some 
miscellanies. 

The fifth volume will comprise the Poems, translated by 
various liands. Many manuscript jti*auslations have already 
been placed at the disposal of the prblisher in an unsolicited 
and obli^ng manner; and he takes’^thio occasion to say that 
he will feel grateful for any addition to his store, reserving 
to himself, however, the right tt> select those whu;h he may 
judge to be the most successful. The names of tbo trans- 
lators, excepting in u few instances where they are anoiiymous, 
will be atfixed. 


H. G, B. 



KRllATA. 


Page 9, lino 3K, for fixed, read established, and dele Rome's. 

10, „ 1, read Rome's featful laws. 

12, „ 4, /or niglitly, read still. 

26, „ 14, read then you haYe*never loved. 

20, „ 10, anvit him. 

28, 13, /or out of, read fiy from. 

32, „ 1 8, otatV mo. 

32, 22, and. ^ 

128, „ 1 6, />r 0 well enough ! rea^ Yes, of course 

176, „ 10, /or hmr, read heaft. 

2.”»6, „ 16, a^er friends, msert a brachl. 

371, „ 1% from hoUom, read ma\e»t Km. 

5^0, „ 3, read. Burgundy' ! I>o words. 

^82, „ 1 from bottom, read lAust t^'ido. 

333, „ 10,/o)- ere, read here. 

414, „ 15, read pealing. 

iii Mary Stiuirt; the following passages should have Iteen distinguished ht’ 
brackets ns among those not included in the printed editions. Set‘ Preface. * 

Page 232, line 2 from bottom, etc. 

[Ho ever was an honest man, but weak 
* in understanding ; and his^ubtile commde, 

* Whose fiiitli, observe, I never answer'd for, 

Might ea8i4y seduce him t * write down 
• More than he should.] 

244, line 1 from bottom, 

[Desire you but to know, most gracious Queen,] 

248, lines 15, etc. ^ 

• [Who, in the fairest dajis of freedom, was 
But thy despised puppet.] 

248, lines 22, etc. * * 

^ [Did then 

Thy people's loyal fealty await 
Tiiese Guises’ approbation.] 

25 j, line 1 from bottom, 

j. [As sickness flies the health dispensing hand.] 

2.5HfliTie 7 from bottom, 

[Eacli remnant of distrdst bi* benc<‘forth banished.] 

278, lines 2, etc., .from bottom, 

[Who.se whole figurcij 
false and painted, hear* ns well as face.] 
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ELr/.ATt£Tii i>e Valois, Qveen of Spain. 

IsiiANTA Clara P^rnesk, a Child 
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Duciiesh i>'Oi n'AREz, At- 
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PltlNCKSS KmoLI. ( 
COUKTESh Fi'FA'TKS. J 


Ladies attend- 
ant Oil the 
Queen. 


St oemt Lado'^y Nohks, Pages, Ofdcers 
of the Jlodg Cmrdf and nivLie 
Characters. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

The liotial Gardens if! Araujuez, 

Cahi.os and Domingo. 

POMINGO. 

Oar pleasant sojourn in Araiijnez 
la over Sow, and yet yoiii Ifi<(l!ncss quits 
These joyous smie.s lu/ happier than Ijofore. 

Our visit hatli hcon l!5iitJoss. O, my lTin»;i'', 

Dreak this mysterious and gloomy silence ! 

Open your heart to your own father's lu*arl ! 

A monarch luwor can too dcarlv huv 
The of his own son — Jiis only son 

[OaIvLos looks on the finnind in silence. 
Is there one dearest wish, that, bounteous Heaven 
Hath e'er withheld from Iier most fa\otrM child? 

I stood besMo, wlien in Toledo’s w’aDs 

'Idle lofty Ohaiies received his vassals’ homage, 

JiYlicn conquer'd princes throng’d to kis^liis^liaud, 

•And there at once six mighty Idngdotus fell 
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DOK CARLOS. 


[act I 


& 

In fealty at his feet : — I stood and m^i'k’d i 
The young proud blood mount to his glowing cheek, 

I saw his bosom swell with liigh resolves, 

His eye, all radiant with triumphant pride, 

Flash thro\igh the assembled throng ; and that same eye 
Confess’d, “ Noweam I wholly satisfied 

[Carlos turns aveay* 

This silent sorrow, which for eight long moons 
Hath hung its shadows, Prince, upon your brow,— 

The myst’iy of the court, the nation s grief, — 

Hath cost your father many a sleepless night. 

And many a tear of anguish to your mother 
CARLOS {turning hastily round). 

My mother !— Grant, O Heav^, I may forget 
How she became my motlfer ! 

DOillNGO. 

Gracious Piince ! 

CARLOS (passing his hand thoughtfully over Jm brow), 
Alas^! alas ! a fruitful source of woe 
Have mothers been to me. My youngest act, 

When first these eyes beheld the light of day. 

Destroyed a mother. 

' 450AaRG0. 

Is it possible, 

That tliis reproach disturbs your conscience, Prince? 

CARLOS. 

And my new mother ! Hath she not already ^ 

Cost me my father’s heart'? Scai’ce lov’d at best, 

My claim to some small favour lay*jn this — 

I was his only child ! Tis over ! She 

Hath blest liim with a daughter — and who knows 

What slumbering ills the future hath in store ? 

noMiKoo. 

, You jest, my Prince. All Spain adores its Queen.^' - 
! Shall it be thought that you, of all the world, 

, Alone should view her with the eyes of hate,— 

( Gaze on her chartiis, an^ yet be coldly wise ? 

' J How, Prince ? The loveliest lady of her 
A Queen withal, and once your own betrothed : 

No, no, impossible— it cannot be ! 

^ Where all men love, "you surely cannot hate. 



DON CABLOS. 
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sc. J.] 

Carlos cooj*! neve? so belie himself. 

I prithee, Prince, take heed she do not leani. 

That she hath lost her son’s regard. The news 
Would pain her deeply. 

CARLOS. 

Ay, sir ! tliink you so ? 

DOMINGO. 

Yoltr H^hness doubtless will remember how’, 

At the late tournament in Saragossa, 

A lance’s splinter stmek our gracious Sire. ^ 

The Queen, attended by her ladies, sat 
High in tlfst centre gallery of the palace, 

And looked u)^oii the fight. A cry arose, 

‘ The King ! ho bleeds ! * • S(wn through the general din, 
A rising murmur strikes upon ner ear. 

“ The Prince — The Princo ! ” she cries, and forward rushed, 
tliough tf) leap down from the balcony. 

When a voice answer’d, “ No, the King himself ! ’* 

“ Then send for hia physicians ! ” she replied, • 

And straight regain’d her former self-composure. 

^ [After a short pause 
But’ you «eem wrapp’d in thought ? 

CARLOS. • 

• In wonder, sir, 

That tlio King’s merry confessor should own 

So rare a skill in the romancer’s art. [Austerely. 

Yet hav^ I ever heard it said, that those 

Who wittch men’s looks, and c&rry tales about, 

Have done more misijjiief in this world of ours, 

Than the assassin’s knife, ^ or poison’d bowl. 

Your labour, sir, hath been but ill-bestow’d ; 

Would you win thanks, go seek them of the King. 

DOMINGO. 

This^laution, Prince, is wise. Be circumspect 
With men — but not with every man alike. 

Repel not friends and hypocrites tocetber : 

I mean you well, believe me ! 

• • CARLOS. 

Say you so ? 

iefnot Ay father mark it, then, or else 
TareweU your hopes for ever of the purple 

• B 3 



DON CAKLOS. 


Fact 


DOMINGO (starts). 

How! 

CARLOS. 

Even so ! Hath he not promised you 
The earliest purple in the gift of Spain ^ 

® DOMINGO. 

You mack me, Prince ! 

CARLOS. 

Nay ! Heayen forefend, that ] 
Should mock that awful man, whose fateful lips 
Can doom my father or to heaven or hell I 

DOMINGO. 

I dare not, Prince, presume to penetrate 
The sacred mystery of you** secret grief, 

Yet I implore your Highness to romemher, 

That, for a conscience ill at ease, the Church 
Hath opened *an asylum, of which kings ^ 

Hold not the key — where even crimes are purged 
Beueath the holy Sacramental seal. 

You know my meaning, Prince — IVe said enough. 

CARLOS. 

No! he it never said, lUempted so 
The keeper of tliat seal. 

DOMINGO. 

Prince, this mistrust— 

You wrong the most devoted of your servants, 
cArlos. 

Then give me up at once without thought! 

Tliou art a holy man, — the world laiows that,— 

But, to speak plain, too zealous far for me. 

The road to Peter’s chair is long and rough, 

And too much knowledge might encumber you. 

Go, tell this to the King, who sent thee hither I 

DOMINGO. 

Who sent me hither ? 

<^ARLOS. 

Ay ! Those were loy wordi^, 

Too well — ^too w^ll, I know, thalt I’m betray’d, 
Slander’d on every hand — ^that at this court 
A hundred eyes^arc hired to watch my steps. 
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so. 11.] 

I know, tliiit royal^hilip to his slaves 
Hath sold his only son, and ev’ry wretch, 

Who takes account of each half-utter’d word. 

Receives such princely guerdon, as was ne’er 
Bestowed on de^s of honour. O, I know— 

But hush ! — no more of that ! My heatt will else 
Overflow, and I’ve already said too much. 

* , DOMINGO. 

The King is minded,, ere tlie set of sun, 

To reach Madri4 * I Court is mustering. 

Have I permission. Prince ? 

^ CARLOS. 

Ill follow stKiight. 

[Exit Domingo. 

CARLOS {after a short sUence). 

O, wretched Philip ! wretched as thy son ! 

8oon shall thy ^losom bleed at ev ry pore, 

Tom by suspicion’s poisonous ser];>erit fang. - 
Thy fell sagacity full soon shall pierce 
The fatal secret it is bent to kjiow, 

An4 thou wilt madden, when it b^-ealis upon thee 1 

Scene IT.* 

Carlos, Marquis of Posa. 

CARLOS. 

Lo ! Who comes here ? Tis he ! O, ye kind heavens. 

My Ro^prigo ! ^ 

. MARQUIS. 

Carlfs ! 

CARLOS. 

Can it be ? 

And is it truly thou V 0 yes, it is ! 

I pr^ thee to my bosom, and I feel 
Thy throbbing heart beat wildly ’gainst mine own 
And now all’s well again. In this embrace 
hdy sickj sad heart is comforted. I hang 
Upon my i^derigo’s neck ! • ^ 

• MARQUIS. 

Thy hearfj 

••Thy sickt sad heart ! And what is well again — 

What needeth to be well ? Tliy words aiyaze me. 
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DON CADDOS. 


[act I. 

CAItLOS. 

What hvings thee back so sudcleuly from Brussels ? 

Whom must 1 thank for this most glad surprise? 

And dare 1 ask ? ^'hom should T thank but thee, 

Thou gracious and all bounteous ProvicV?nco ? 

Forgive me, HeSven ! if joj hath cmzed my brain. 

Thou knew st, no angel watch’d at Carlos’ side, , 

And sent me this ! And yet I ask ^vho sent iiimi'’ 

:»IABQUJS. 

Pardon, den r Prince, if I can only meet* 

With wonder those tumultuous ccstacies. 

Not thus I look’d to find Don Plulip’s son. 

A hectic red hums on your pallid cheek. 

And your lijis quiver with* a feverish lieat. 

What must I think, dt‘ar Prince ? No more I see 
The youth of lion heart, to whom 1 come 
The envoy of a bnive and suifering peox>re. 

For, now 1 stand not liere as lloderigo, — 

Not as the playmate of the stripling Carlos, — 

But, as tlie deputy of all mankind, 

I clasp thee thus : — ’Us Flanders that clings hero 
Around thy^ neck, appealing with my tears 
To theo for succour in her bitter need. 

This land is lost, this land so dear to thee, 

If Alva, bigotry’s relentless tool. 

Advance on Brussels with his Spanish laws. 

This noble countr^-'s last faint hope depends 
On thee, lov’d scion of Imperial Charles ! 

And, should thy noble heart forget'to beat. 

In human nature’s cause, Flanders is lost ! 

CARLOS. 

Then it is lost ! 

HARQUIS. 

W'liat do I hear ? Alas 1 


•CARLOS. 

Thou speak’st of times, that long have pasll’d away. 
I, too, have had wy visions of a Carlos, t 

Whose cheek would fre at freedom’s glorious name. 
But he, alas ! has long Been in his grave. ‘ 



DON CABLOS. 


SC. n.] 

He, tliou iieest h(^e, no longer is that Carlos. 

Who took his leave of thee in Alcala, 

Who, in the fervour of a youthful heart, 

Kesolv’d, at some no distant time, to wako 
The golden age in Spain ! O the conceit, 

Though but a cBild s, was yet divinely /air! 

Those dreams are past ! 

MAEQtriS 

Said you, those dreams, my Prince ! 
And were they only 'dreams ? 

• CABLOS. 

% 0 let me weep. 

Upon thy bosom weep these burning tears. 

My only friend ! Not oi^ have T — not one~ 

In the wide circuit of this eaAh, — not one 
Far as the sceptre of my sire extends, 

•Far as his tiavies hear the flag of Spain, 

There is no spbt — ^none — none, where I dare yield 
An outlet to my tears, save only this. 

I chai'ge thee, Koderigo ! 0, by all 
The hopes we both do entertain of heaven, 

Cast me not off from thee, my fiSend, my friend : 

[PosA hendmover him in silent emotion, 
•Look on me, Posa, as an orphan child. 

Found near the throne, and nurtured by thy love. 

Indeed, I know not what a father is. 

I am jLnionarch’s son. — 0, were it so, 

As my^eart tells me that it ^i^ly is, 

That thou from millions hast been chosen out 
To comprehend my oeing ; if it be true, 

That all-creating natoe nas designed 
In me to reproduce a Roderigo, 

And ^n the morning of our Ihfe attuned 
Cm* souls’ soft concords to the selfsame key; 

If one poor tear, which gives my heart relief, 

•To thee were dearer than my father’s favour— 

MABQTJI^. 

O, it k detrej; far than all the world 

CABLOS. 

• I’m fallen so low, have grown so poor Hrithal, 

I must. Recall to thee our childhood^ years,— 
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DOH CAELOS* 


[ACX I. 


Must ask thee payment of a debt incnh’’d 
When thou and I were scarce to boyhood grown* 
Dost thou remember, how we grew together, 

Two daring youths, like brothers, side by side ? 

I had no sorrow but to see myself 
Eclipsed by thy bright genius. Bo I vcfw’d, 

Since 1 might never cope with thee in power, 

That I would love thee with excess of love. 

Then with a thousand shows of tenderness, 

And warm qilection, I besieged thy* heart, 

Which cold and proudly still repulsed them all. 

Oft have 1 stood, and — yet thou saw'st it nevf'r — 
Hot bitter tear-drops brimming in mine eyes. 

When I have mark'd thee^ passing me unheeded. 
Fold to thy bosom youths of humbler birth. 

Why only these T' in anguish onco I asked — 

“ Am I not kind and good to thee as they?'’ • 

But dropping on thy knees, thine answer came, 
With an unloving look of cold reserve, 

“ This is my duty to the monarch s son ! ” 

‘MARQUIS. 

0 spare me, dearest Prince, nor now recall 
Those boyish acts that make me blush for shame 

CARLOS. 

1 did not merit such disdain from thee — 

You might despise me, cruSh my heart, but never'- 
Alter my love. Three times didst thou repulse 
The Prince, and thrice he came to thee again, 

To beg thy love, and force on tKee his own. 

At length chance wrought what Carlos never could. 
Once we were playing, when thy shuttlecock 
Glanced off and struck my aunt, Bohemia's Queen,. 
Full in the face ! She thought ’twas with intent, 
And all in tears complain’d unto the l^ing. 

The palace youth Tj^ere summoned on the spot, 

And charged to name the culprit.— High in*wfath, 
The King vow’d vengeauco for the deed : “ Althougl 
It were his son, y8t still should he be made 
A dread example ! ’* •! look’d around, and mark’d . 



DOK CABLOS. 


0 


80. n.] 

Thee stand gloof, alf trembling with dismay. 

Straight I stepp’d forth ; before the royal feet 
I ilung myself, and cried — “ ’Twas I who did it, 

Now let thine anger fall upon thy son ! ’* 

• HAKQriS. 

Ah ! wherefore, Prince, remind me ? 

CABLOS. 

Heax tne farther ! 

Before the face of the lissemblcd Court, 

Tliat stood, all pale with pity, round about. 

Thy Carlos "Vas tied up, whipt like a slave — 

I look’d on thee and wept not. Blow lain’d on blow ; 
•I gnash’d my teeth with pain^ yet wept I not I 
My royal blood stream’d ’iieath the pitiless lash ; 

1 look’d on thee, and wept not. Then you came. 

And fell half«choked with sobs before my feet : 

“ Carlos,” you cried, my pride is overcome ; 

I will repay thee when thou art a king.” 

MARQUIS (stretching forth his hand to CABLOS). 
Carlos, I’ll keep my word : my boyhood’s vow 
^ I now as man renew. I will repay thee. 

Some day, perchance, the hour may come 

CABLOS. 

Now! now! 

The hour has come ; thou canst repay me all. 

I have stjre need of love. A fei^tful secret 
Bums in my breast ; it must — ^it must be told. 

In thy pale looks my (Jeath-doom will I read. 

Listen — be petrified — but answer not. 

I love— I love my mother ! 

HABQUIS. 

O my God 

CABLOS. 

Nay, no forbearance ! Spare mo not I ^Speak ! speak*— 
Proclaim aloud, that on this earth’s grdlit round 
There is no fni^ery to compare with mine. 

Speak, speak ! — I know all — all that thou canst say ! 
yhe'son aoth love his mother. All tlxe Vorld’s 
c it’d usages,— the course of nature, -^-Rome’s 
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DON CAIILOS. 


fAcr u 


Fearful lai;vs, denounce my fatal pasSon. 

My suit conflicts witli my own father’s rights : 

I feel it all, and yet I love. This path 
Leads on to madness, or the sc^old. I 
Love without hope— love guiltily — love madly, 

With anguish, and with peril of my lifJ ; 

I see, I see it all, and yet 1 love. 

MAHQUTS. 

The Queen, — does she linow of yonr pf*«ei 

CABLOS. 

Could I 

Reveal it to her ? She is Philip’s wife, — 

She is the Queen, and tliis i^Spanisli ground, 

Watch’d by a jealous father, hemm’d around 
By ceremonial forms, how, hpw could I ^ 

Approach her unobserved ? *Tis now eight months, 
Eight maddening months, since the King summoned me 
Hme from my studies, — sinc/e I have been doom’d 
To look on her, — adore her, day by day, 

And all the while lie silent as the grave ! 

Eight maddening Aioijfhs, Roderigo, — think of this J— - 
This fire has seethed and raged within my breast! 

A thousand, thousand times, the dread confession 
Has mounted to my lips, — yet evermore 
Shrunk, like a craven, back upoto my heart. 

O Roderigo ! — for a few brief moments 
Alone wifli 

MASQUIS. e 'i 

Ah ! and your father, JPiince I 

CABLOS. 

Unhappy me I Remind me not of him. 

T^ ine of all file torturing pangs of conscience, 

But sjpeak not, 1 implore jou, of my father t 

^.HASQniS. 

Tl[en|do you hate your f 

I 

. No,^iio! 



3>0N CABLOS. 


SC. XL] 

I do not hafc my falhor ; but the fear 
That guilty creatures feel.'^a shudderilig dread, — 
Comes o’er me ever at that terrible name 
Am I to blame, if slavish nurture crush’d 
Love’s tender germ within my youthful heart? 

Bix years I’d nuifibered, ere 4ie fearful man. 

They told me was my father, met mine eyes. 

On^ moijiing ’twas, when with a stroke 1 saw him 
Sign four death warrants After, that I ne’er 

Beheld him, save when, for some childish faujt, 

I was brought out for chastisement. O God ! 

1 feel my l^art grow bitter at the thought. 

Let us away ! away ! 

Nay, Carlos, nay, 

You must, you shall give all your sorrow vent 
l90t it have ^Vor^s ! ’twill ease your o’er&aught heart. 

CABLOS. , 

Oft have I struggled with myself, and oft 
At midnight, when my guards we^e sunk in sleep, 

, With floods of burning tears IVe sunk before 
The image of the ever-blessed Vif^gin, 

And craved a hlial heart, but all in vain. 

I rose with prayer unheard. O Eoderigo 1 
Unfold this wondrous mystery of Heaven, 

Why of a thousand fathers omy this 
Should mil to me — and why to^him this,acm, . 

Of many |housand bel^r ? Nature could 
In her wide orb have found two opposites 
More diverse in their elements How could 
She bind the two extremes of human kind — 

Myself and him — in one so holy bond? 

O dreadful fate 1 Why was it so decreed ? 

Why should two men, in all things else apart, 

Concur so fearfully in one d^ire ? 

Bodei^o, Imre thou seest two hcf tile Aars, 

That in the^afse of ages, onl^ mice. 

As they ^weep onwards in their orbM ootme, 

wrth a crash that shakes them toTthe eentxiOt 
Then rush for ever and for er&t 
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MARQUIS. 

I feel a dire foreboding. 

CARLOS. 

So do I. 

Like helVs grim furies, dreams of dreadful shape 
Pursue me nightly. My better genius strives 
With pthe fell projects of a dark despair. 

My wildered subtle spirit cm^ls through maze 
On maze of sophistries, until at length 
It gains a pawning precipice's brink. 

O, Koderigo ! should I e’er in him 
Forget the father — ah ! thy deathlike look 
Tells me I’m understood— should I forget 
The father — what were then die King to me ? 

MARQUIS [after a pause). 

One thing, my Carlos, let me beg of you ! 

Whate’er may be your plans, do nothing. — ^nothing,— 
Without your friend’s advice. You promise this ? 

^ CARLOS. 

All, all I promise that thy love can ask ! 

I throw myself entirefy upon thee ! 

* * MARQUIS. 

The King, I hear, is going to Madrid. 

The time is short. If mth the Queen you would 
Converse in private, it is only here, 

Here in Aianjuez, it can be dono. 

The quiet of the place, t&e freer manners, 

All ftivour you. 

CABLQS. 

And such, too, was my hope ; 

But it, alas . was vain. 

MARQUIS. 

Not wholly so. 

I wait upon her. If she be ^ 

The^ame in Sps&i sh^was in Henry’s Coun, 

Slbe Vill be frank at least. And if I cano " 

Beal any hope for Carlos in her looks^-*-* 

FinI her inoiinW to urant an interview— 

Getlier attendant lames sent away^ 
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* CABLOS. 

Most of them are my friends— especially 
The Countess Mondecar, whom 1 have gain'd 
By service to her son, my page. 

MABQUIS. 

Tis weil ; 

Be you at hand, and ready to appear, 

Whene'er J! give the signal. Prince. 

CABLOS. 

I will,-J^ 

Be sure, I v^^ll : — and all good speed attend thee ! 

IfABQUIS. 

4 will not lose a moment ; go, farewell. 

* [Exeunt 60 vei-aUy. 


Scene III. 

The Queen^s Besidence in Aranjuez* — The Pleasure Grounds, 
intersected hy an Avenue, terminated by the Queen's Pcdace, 

The Queen, Duchess of Olivarez, Princess of Eboli, and 
Mabchioi^ess of Mondecar, all adsancing from the avenue, 

QUEEN (to the Marchioness), 

I «dll have you beside me, Mondecar. 

The Princess, with these merry eyes of hers, 

Has plagued me all the morning., See, she scarce 
Can hide^the joy she feels to leave the country. 

EBOLI.* 

'T were idle to conceal, #ny Queen, that I 
Shall be most glad to see J^adrid once more. 


MONDECAR. 

And will your Majesty not be so, too ? 
Are yod so griev’d to quit Aranguez? 


QUEEN. 

‘Bo quit — tl^ lovely spot at least, I a.m. 

This is my world. Its sweetness oft ami oft 
Has twined fts^f around my inmost heart 
Here, nature, simple, rustic nature greets me, 
The -sweef companion of my early years-^ 

TSere I indulge once my childhood's sports. 
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And in;\ dear Fmnca’s gales come blowing b^re. 
Bljine not this partial fondness — all hearts yearn 
For tlioir own native land. 

EBOIX. 

But then how lone, 

How dull and lifeless is it here ! We might 
As well be in La Trappe. 

QUEEN. 

I esannot see it 

To me Madrid alone is lifeless. But 
What saith our Duchess to it? 

OLIVABEZ. 

Why, metliinks, 

Tour Majesty, since kin^s ha\o ruled in Spain, 

It hath been still the custom for the Court 
To pass the summer months alternately 
Here and at Pardo, — in Madidd, the winter. 

, QUEEN. 

Well, I suppose it has ! Duchess, you know 
IVe long resign'd all argument with you. 

^ MONDECAR, 

Next month, Madrid ^ill be all lif# bustle. 
They’re lilting up the Plaza Mayor now, 

And wo shall have rare bulbhghts ; and, besides, 
A gfond Auto da Fe is promised us. 

QUEEN. t 

Promised ? This from my gentle Mondecar I 

MONDEGAB. 

Why not ? Tis only heretics they hum ! 

QUEEN. 

I hope my Eboli thinks otherwise ! 

EEOLl, 

yfh^U I ? I beg your Mfi^esty may think me 
As |ood a Christen as tho Marchioness. 

QUEEN. ^ 

Ala$ ! I had forgotten where T am, — 

No inore of thist were sj^eaking, I thinks 
Abc^t the countiy?* And methinks this month 
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Has flown Sfay witlf rapidity. 

I counted on much pleasure, “^ery mucli, 

From our retirement here, and yet I have not 
Found that which I expected. Is it Ihus 
With all our hopes ? And yet 1 cannot say 
One wish of miners left ungratihed. 

OLIVAREZ. 

You have not told us, Princess Eboli, 

If there be hope for Gomez, — and if we may 
Expect ere long to greSt you as his bride ? 

QUEBN. 

True — ^thanfl^you, Duchess, for reminding me ! 

[Addressing the^ Princess. 
T have been ask’d to urge his sujt with yon. 

But can I do it? The man, whom I reward 
With my sweet Eboli, must bo a man 
Of^oble staiilp indeed. 

OLIVAREZ. 

And such he is, 

A man of mark and fairest fame, — a man 
Whom our dear monarch signally Ij^s graced 
%Wiili his most royenphvour. 

• ^ He’s happy in 

Such high good fortune ; hut we hiin would know, 

If he can love, and win return of love. 

This Eboli must answer. ^ 

BOLi {stamis sj^okless and confused, %er eyes bent an Ae 
groiAa; at last dke faUs at the queen’s 
• Gracious Queen I 

Have pity on me ! Let me — let me not, — 

For Heaven’s sake, let me not be sacrificed. 

• QUEEN 

Be sacrificed ! I need no more Arise ! 

*1$s a bard fortune to be sacrificed 
1 do believe you. Bise. And is , it long 
Since you rejected Gomez’ suit ? • 

EBOLI. 

• • * SomewnonfIis-<-«. 

mioie Prince Carlos came from Aleak. 
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OtXBRN {fiarU and looks at her with^an inqni^tivc glome). 
B^ve you tried 'well the grounds of your refusal? 

SBOLi {with energy). 

It cannot be, my Queen, no, never, never, — 

For a thousand reasons, never! 

QUSBN. 

One s enough. 

You do not suffices me. 

Kow let it paaM^F c [To her other ladies. 

* not seen the Tnfanta 

Yet this ndf^ming. Pray bring her, Marchioness. 

> OLIVAREZ (tooMng at the clock). 

It is not yot the hour, your Miyesty. 

QUEEN. 

Not yet the hour for me to be a mother ! 

Tliat's somewhat hard. Forget not, then, to tell me « 
When the right hour does come. ‘ 

Page etiters and whirrs to the first lady^ who there- 
upon turns to the Queen. 

* ^OLIVAREZ. 

r ^ The<itta3:q.ujs Posa, 

May ’t please yo4r , 

QUEEN. 

The Marquis Posa ! 

A OLIVAREZ. 

He ooilieo fromwiance, nfid from the Netherlands, 

And erdves the honom* to present some letters 
Entitoted to him by your royal Mother. 

QUEEN. 

Is this allow'd 9 

* OLIVAREZ {hesitating). 

A case so unforeseen 
provided for in my instructions, 

a a Oaatilian grandee, with despatches 
fore^ OouRts, shall in her garden find 
hnen of Spain, aAd tender them- 

QUEEN. 

£!iiou$i 1 * 

VOt isantana, tihan» on mine own proper porit ^ 



W. IV.] I>OK jCAMiOS. 

OXtYAW. 

May I, your Majesty, vdfhdraw the^ while? 

> QUBSW. 

E*en as you please, good Buchessl 


en as you please, gooa Xlucnessi 

[Eicit the Ducvbss, the QtrsBN gives the Page a Vfho 
thereupon retiree. 


SCEVE IV. 


The Qubsn, Prxkcsss^ Eboli, Marc£(H|||P'% Mondscab, 
•and Marquis op * 

QUB$I^|L 

I bid you weleoine, sir, tp^SpahSsf ^omid ! 

Ground, which I never with so just a pride 
Hail*d for the countty of my sires, as now. 

• • ^QUBBK {to the two ladiee), . 

The Mar<][uis Pbsa, ladies, who at Hheims 
Coped with my &ther in tlie lists, and made 
My colours thrice victorious; the first, 

That made me feel how proud a U was 
To be fise Queeit^of^ Spain an(i;ft|8m|fcmen.. 

* ■ ’ , *** Minam ' 

When we last parted in the^mnpp, 

You scarcely dreamed that 1 should ever be 
Your hostess in C|»tiie; 

xxmms ’'Wr' 

Mosf true, my uegepf' 

For at that time I ne^er could have di^amu 
That France should lose to us the only thing 
We envied her possessing*. 

QUBBN. 

^ ^ How, proud Spaniard ! 

The only thing ! And you can venture 
Thie, ^ a daughter of the House of Valms T- > ’ 

• / ' MARQUIS. 

I vtoture now to say it, gnaciou^Quedh* 

Sini^ now yoi* are dur own, 

QUBRW, 

Yonr jourd^ hither 
Has led you, as I hear, thro* Franod ii^s 

% , ' 0 
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Have you brought ^th you from my honour*3 mother, 

And from my dearest bikers ? 

« icABQUis {handmg Utters), 

I left your Boyal Mother side at heart, 

Beieft of every ^oy, save only this, rj 
To know her daughter happy on the throne 
Of ouredmperial Spain. 

QUSfilf. 

Could she be aught 
But happy in the dear remembrances 
Of relatiTes so kind— in the sweet thou^hjto 

Of the old time, when Sir, you’ve vis|||a 

Full many a court in the&e your various travels, 

And seen strange lands a!ud ctlstoms manifold ; 

And now, they say, you mean to kee^ at home, 

A greater prince, in your retired domain, ^ 

Than is King Philip on his throne — a freer. 

You’re a philoso|>her : but much I «doubt 
If dur Madrid will please you. We are so— 

So quiet in Madrid. 

; l^tilmore 

Than all the rest of FSurope has' to boast. 

QUEEN. 

I’ve heard as much. But all this world’s conoerns 
Are well nigh blotted from mf memory. 

« [To PaiifeEss Eboli. 

Princess, methinks I see a hyacinth 
fonder, in bloom. Wilt bring it m me, sweet? 

[The Princess goes toward the ptaeCf the QuiSV 
, to the Marquis. « 

I’m much mistaken, sir, or your arrival 

made one heart more happy here at coctrt. 

1 blive found a sad cme^one that in this world 
A |ay pf sunshin#— » 

I As Msi gentlemaii 

H» seen so xtaiS^ countiies, he, no doubt, 
mmh of npte t5 tell tis. 
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IfARQtriS. 

BoubtleBS, and 

To seek adventures, is a knigkt’s first duty — 

But bis most sacred is to shield the £g^. 

• MONDSCAR. • 

From giants I But there are no giants novr! 

• MARQUIS. 

Power is*a giant ever to the weak 

QUERN. » 

The chevalier sa^ well. There still ore giants , 
But there J^^hts no more. 

^ MARQUn. 

• • Not long ago, 

On my return from! Naples, ^ became 
The witness of a vSry touching story, 

‘Which ties of f^endship almost make my own. 
Were I not fearful its recital might 
Fatigue your Majesty 

QUEEN. 

• ^ .Have I*a choice? 

The Princess is not to be4^htly^alked. 

[proceed. I too, sir, lovd a sltory dearly. 

MARQUIS. ' 

Two noble houses in Mirondola, 

Wearied of jealousies and i^dly feudst 
Transmitted down from Gueipks and Ghibellines, 
Through centuries of hate, from sire to son. 
Resolved to ratify a lifitiug peace 
By the sweet ministry of nuptial ties. 

Fernando, nephew of the gppeat Pietro, 

And fmr Matilda, old Colonna's child, 

Were chosen to cement this holy bond. 

Nattffe had never for each other form'd 
Two fairer hearts. And never had the world 
Approved a wiser or a happier choice. • 

Still had the y^uth adoredf his lo^ly brido 
In the 'dull liinner's portraiture alone. 

How thrii^rd his lieart, then, in the hop# to find 
The truth of all that e'en his fondest dreams , 
Had scardfely dared to credit in her pictufe ! 

c a 
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T n Padua, where his studiob held him bound, 

Fernando panted for the joyful hour, 

When he might murmur at Jdatildas feot 
The first pure homage of his fer\ ent love. 

\T)i€ Quy^en grows more attenth »; the Mabquis ron- 
tinne^, after a short addressing himself 

*» chief! ij to PaiNCii&s Eboli. 

Meanwhile the sudden death of Pietro s wife, 

Had left him free to wed. With the hot glow 
Of youthful blood the hoary lover Jrinjss 
The fame that reach’d him of Matilda s charfus 
He comes — he secb — he loves ! The new desire 
Stifles the voice of nature in his heart. 

The uncle woos his nephbw’s destined bride, 

And at the altar consecrates his theft. 

QUEEN. 

And what did then Fernando? 

• MARQULS. 

On die wings 

Of love, unconscious (d the feaififul change, 

Delirious with Uie promis’d joy, ho bpeods 
Pack to Mirandola. Mis fljiug steed 
Ily star-light pains thp gfite. Tuijnultuous i^unds 
(If music, daiic(', and jocund rev^jj^ 

King from the walls of the illumm u palace. 

With faltering steps he mounts the stair ; and now 
Behold him in the crowded nuptial haJl, 

Unrecognised ! Amid the reeling guests 
Pietro sat. An angel at his side — 

An angel, whom he knows, apH ’who to him, 

Even in his dn^arns, 6eem’4»^’^^ beautiful, 

A single glance reveal’d what once was his,— - 
Reveal’d what now w'as lost to him for ever. 

EBOLI. 

0 j)oor Fernando ! 

* ^ QUEEN. 

* i Surely, sir, your tale* 

Is ended ? Nav, it must he. 

MABQUIS. 

No, not quite* ‘ 
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QUEEN. 

Did you not say, Fernando was your friend? 

MARQUIS, 

I liave no dearer in the world. 

EBOLI. 

But i^raj^ 

Proceed, sir, with your story. 

MARQUIS. 

Nay, the rest 

Is very sad — and, to recall it sets * 

My sorrow ^esh abroach. Spare me the sequel. / 

general siUm^ 

QUEEN {turning to the princess eboli). 

Surely the time is come to^see ftiy daughter, 

1 prithee, princess,* bring her to me now ! 

^The pRiNj3KSS mthdraws. The Marquis beckons a Page, 
The QvEm bpens the letters, and appears surprised 
The Marquis talks with Marchioness Mondecail 
The Queen having read the leUerSy turns to the^AiSr 
Quis with a penetrating look, 

• ^ QUEEN. 

You have not spoken of Matilda !^-She 
IJaply was i^^^rant of Fernando’s^rief? 

4 , ^il^ARQUIS. 

Matilda's heiByrt^as noone fathom'd yet — 

Great souli Mime in silence. 

. • 

QUEEN. 

You look aroimd you. ♦ Wio is it you seek? 

MiCRQUIS. 

Just then the thought can^ite^r me, how one, 

Whose name I dare not m^mon, would rejoice. 

Stood ne where I do now. 

QUEEN. 

• And who's to blame. 

That he does not ? • 

Ar^uis {intern^ting^BT eagerly). 

My liege ! And dare I ventoine 
To interpret thee, as fain I would? Ht’d find " 
^orgiven^s, then, if now he shonldnppqftr. 
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QUEEN (alnmied). ^ 

Now, Marquis, now ? What do you mean by this ? 

MARQUIS. 

Might he, then, hope ? 

QUEEN. ^ 

*■ You terrify me, Mai’quis. 

Surely, he will not 

MARQUIS. 

Ho is herc^/ilready. 


Scene V. 

The Queen, Carlos, Marquis Posa. MARciiiONiSss Mondecar. 
The two latter go towards the Avenue. 

CARLOS (on his hKiees i^ejore the queen). 

At length ’tis come — the happy moment's come, 

And Charles may touch this all-beloved hand. 

QUEEN. 

What headlong folly’s tliis ? And dare you break 
Inti* my presence thus? Arise, rash man ! 

We are observed ; my suite are close at hand. 

r CARLOS. 

I will not rise. ; Here will I kneel for j^ver, 

Here will I lie enchanted at your feet, 

And grow to the dear ground you tread on ? 

QUEEN. 


Madman \ 


To what rude boldness my indulgence leads ! • 

Know you, it is the Queen, your mother, sir, 
Whom you address in such presuAiptuous strain ? 
Know, that myself will to the JCing, report 
This bold intrusion 


CARLOS. 

And tliat I must die ! 

Let, them come here, and drag me to the scaffold! 
A moment spent in paradise, like this, 

Is not too dearly purchased by a life. 

^ QUEEN. 

feut then your Queen ?— 

CARLOS {rising). 

^ ^ OGod, rilgo.nigb! 

Ca:^ I refuse tc bend to that appeal ? 
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I am your ^ry plajiliing. Mother, mother, 

A sign, a transient glance, one broken word 
From those dear lips can bid me live or die. 

What would you more ? Is there beneath the sun- 
One thing I wou]^ not haste to sacriiicey 
To meet your lightest wish ? * 

QUEEN. 

Then fly ! 

CARLOS. 

O Gbd! 


QUEEN. 

With tears T do conjure j'ou, Ctirlos, fly ! 

I ask no moi*c. O fly ! before my court, 

My guards, detecting us albne iogether, 

Bear the dread tidings to your father’s ear. 

CARLOS. 

I bide my lioom, or be it life or death. 

Have I staked every hope on this one moment, 
Which gives thee to me, thus at length alone, 

That idle fears should balk me of my purpose ? 

No, .Queen! The world may roumd its axis roll 
A hundred thousand times, ere prance again 
Yield to my prayers a moment such as this, 

QUEEN. 

It never shall to all eternity. 

Unhappy man ! What would you ask of me ? 

• CARLOg. 

Heaven is my witness. Queen, how I have struggled, 
Struggled as mortal rftver did before. 

But all in vain ! My manhood fails — I yield. 

QUEEN. 

No more of this — for my 9 »ke — for my peace— 

• CARLOS, 

You were mine own,— in face of all the world, — 
Affianced to me by two mighty croxvns, 
by Heaven and nature plighted as bride, 

But Philip,*cruel Philip, stole yeti from me. 

• • QUEEN. 

He,is your father ! 


CARLOS. 

And he is your'husliand 1 
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QUEEN, 

And gives to you, for an inheritance, 

The mightiest monarchy in all the world ! 

CABLOS. 

And you, as mo&er ! 

QUEEN. 

Mighty Heavens ! You rave I 

CABLOS. 

And is he fjven conscious of his treasure ? 

Hath he a heart to feel and value yours ? - 
111 not complain — no, no, I will forget, 

How happy, past all utterance, I might 
Have been with you, — ^if he v^ere only so. 

But he is not— there, there the anguish lies ! 

He is not, and he never — never con be. 

O, 3 "ou have robb’d me of my paradise, 

Only to blast it in King -Philip's arms ! 

, QUEEN. 

Horrible thought ! 

^ CABLOS. 

O yes, right well I know 
Who ’twas that knit this ill-starr’d marriage up 
I know how Philip loves, and how he wooed. 

What are you in this kingdom — tell me, what ? 
Regent, belike ! Oh, no ! If such you were. 

How could fell Alvas act their murderous deeds^ 

Or Flanders bleed a marfyr for her faith ? 

Are you e’en Philip’s wife ? Impcssible — 

Beyond belief. A wife doth still possess 

Her husband’s heart. To whom doth his belong ? 

If e’er, perchance, in some hot feverish mood; 

He yields to geulder impulse, begs he not 
Forgiveness of his sceptre and grey hairs ? 

QUEEN, 

Who told you that my lot, at Philip’s side, 
yV'as one for men fo pitj^ ? 

CABLOS, 

^ My own heart ! * 

Which feels, with burning pangs, how at my side 
It iWl been to be envied, • 
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QUEEN. 

Thou vain man [ 

Wliat if my heart should tell me the reverse? 

How, sir, if Phi]i[)’s watchful tenderness. 

The looks that silently proclaim his love, 

Touch’d me more deeply, than his haughty son^s 
Presumptuous elocpience? "What, if an old man's 
J\Iatflred jsteem • 

CARLOS. 

lliat makes a difference! Then. 
Why then,* forgiveness ! — I’d no thought of this ; 

1 had no thought that you could love the King. 

QUEEN. 

• To honour him’s mj pleasiyQ aigd my wish. 

CARLOS. 

Then vou have never loved ? 

QUEEN. 

Singular question ! 

CARLOS. 

You have never loved ? 

QUEEN. 

I love no longer ! 

CARLOS. • 

Because your heart forbids it, or your oath? 

QUEEN. 

Leave me ; nor ever touch this theme again. 

^ CARLOS. 

Because* your oath forbids it, of your heart? 

# QUEEN. 

Because my duty — but, alas, alas \ 

To what avails this scrutiny of fate. 

Which we must both obey? 

CARLOS. 

Must — must obey ? 

QUEEN. 

\Vliat means this solemn tone? 

CARLOS.^ 

Thus much it meaner 
That Oados is not one to yield to must, 

••Where he hath power to willl It mealis, besides. 

That Cados is not minded to live on, ^ 
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The most unhappy man in all this realm, 

When it would only cost the overthrow 
Of Spanish laws to be the happiest. 

QUEEN. 

Do I interpret rightly ? Still you hoj^e ? 

Dare you hope bn, where all is lost for ever? 

CARLOS. 

I look'on nought as lost — except the dead. 

QUEEN. ^ 

For me— your mother, do you dare to Ijope *? 

[Sh^i fixes a pemtratlng look on kimy fhen continues 
with dignity and earnestness. 

And yet why not ? A new elected monarch 
Can do far more— 6oufires of the laws 
His father left him — o*erthrow his monuments — 

Nay, more than this — for what shall hinder him ? — 

Drag from his tomb, in the Escurial, 

Tlie sacred corpse of his departed sire, 

Malte it a public spectacle, and scatter 
Forth to the winds hi6 desecrated dust. 

tlien, at last, to hU the measine up, 

. ; CARLOS. 

Merciful Heavens, finish not the picture ! 

QUEEN. 

End ell by wedding with his mother. 

CARLC«3. 

Acci^'edson! 

[He remnim for some paralysed and speechless. 

Yes, now ’tis oat» ’tis out ! : 

I see it clear as day. O, would it had 
Been veil’d from me in everlastfng darkness I 
Yes, thou ai’t gone from me — ^g(>ne»^gone for ovol 
The die is cast; and thou art lost to me. 

Oh In that thought lies hell; and, a hell, too, 

Lie^ in the other thought, to call thee mine. 

Qhtniseiy! 1 can* hear (Uiy fate no longer, i 
j?ery heart-strings strain as they would burst. . 

I QUBIN. .. t 

Ala^, alas 1 dear Charl|p, I feel it all, 

The nameless ];^g that rages in your breast^ « 
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Your pangs tre infinite, as is your love, 

And infinite as both will be the gloiy 
Of ovcnna&tering both. Up, be a man, 

Wrestle with them boldly. The prize is worthy 
Of a young ivarricjjr’s high, heroic heart ; 

Worthy of him in whom the \irtues llowfc 
Of a long ancestry of mighty kings. 

Courage !« my noble Prince 1 Great Charles’s grtftxdson 
Bogins the contest with undaunted heart, 

Where bous of ii:y?aiior men would yield at on^e 

, CARLOS. 

Too late, loo hto ! O God, it is too Lite I 

QUEEN. 

Too Lite to bo a man ! OOarlf>s, Carlos ! 
llow nobly bhowa our virtue, when the heart 
Breaks in itg o>orcise ! The hand of Heaven 
Hus set you up high, — ^far higher, Prince, 

Than millions of your brethren. All she took 
LVora others, ahe bi^stow’d with partial hand 
On thee. Lor favourite ; and millions ask, 

What w|is your merit, thus befor<» your birth 
To bo endowed so fai*‘ above mankind? 

JJp, then, and justify the ways o^licaven; 

Deserve to lalio the lead of all the world, 

And make a sacrifice nc’or made before. 

CARLOS. 

I will, t will J Jhaye a giants strength 
To win your favo^; Jjiit to lose you, none. 

t QUEEN, 

Confess, my Carlos, I liave harshly read thee ; 

It is but spleen, and vraly warduess, and pride, 

Attract you thus so madly to your mother I 
The heart you lavish on myself, belongs 
To the great empire you one day shall rule. 

Tjook, that you sport not with your sacred tnist ! 

Love is yojr high vocation; uii^l now 
It hath becnsvrongly bent upon your mother: 

Oh, l6a4 it back upon your future realms, 

And so; instead of the fell stings of conscience, 

Eiyoy the bliss of being more tmm*man. 
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PON CARLOS. 


[act !• 


Elizabeth has been your earliest lov8, ^ 

Your second must bo Spain. How gladly, Carlos, 

Will I give place to this more worthy choice ! 

CARLOS {overpowered by emotion^ throws himself at her feet). 
How great thou art, my angel ! Yes, I'll do 
All, all thou CEKst desire. So lot it bJ. 

[He rises. 

Here, th the sight of heaven I stand, and swe^r — ' 

I swear to thee, eternal — no, great Heaven !— 

Eternal silence only, — not oblivion. 

QUEEN. 

How can I ask from you, what I myself 
Am not disposed to grant ? 

MARQUIS {haslfinin^ from the alley). 

'The King! 

QUEEN. 

Oh Goal 


MARQUIS, 

AwRy, away ! out of these precincts, Prince. 

QUEEN. 

His jealousy is dread|^l — should he see you- 


111 stay. 


CARLOS. 


QUEEN. 

And who will be the victim, then ? 


CARLOS {seizing the marquis by the arm), 

Awayf away ! Come, RoderigOi come f 

[Goes and returns. 

What may I hope to carry hencA mp 9 


QUEEN. 

Your mother’s friendship. 

CAELO^ 


Mother ! 


QUEEN.^ 

V' And' 

^h^e tears with it—th^’re from the Netherlands* 

gives him 8<me mters.^lEoB^ Caei^ ^isith the Mar 
f QU 28 . The Queen holes restlessly royg^ £n 'sedrth of 
^ her ladies^ are nowhere to be seen^ As%k$ is*abotU 
; to retire up, the emerSi ^ * 



sc. VI.] 


DON CARLOS. 


2d 


Scene VI. 

The King, the Queen, Duke Alva, Count Lerma, Domingo, 
Ladies, Grandees, who remain at a little distance. 

KINO. 

How, Madam, alone ? — not even one of all 

Your ladies in attendance ? Strange ! Where are Jihey ? 

• QUEEN. 

My gracious lord ! • 

KING 

Why thus alone, I say ? 

[To his Attendants. 

I’ll take a strict account of* this# neglect. 

’Tis not to he forgiven. Who has the charge 
Of waiting on your Majesty to-day ? 

• • 

• QUEEN. 

0 be not angry ! Good, my Lord, ’tis 1 
Myself that am to blame — at my request 
The Princess Eboli went hence but now. 

• • KING. 

At your request ! 

QUEEN. 

To call the nurse to 
With the Infanta, whom I long'd to sej 

" ^ , KING« 

And was your retinue dismiss’d for t^, , 

This only clears thsi first in waiing. 

Where was the secoa^r? * 

MONDEGAR {wJio kdi^lh^fned and mixed with the 
othi^lai^s^teps forward), < 

- 4 Yom' Majesty, I feel 

1 am to blame for tll&. 


KING. 

You ars, and so 

i give you ten’jrears to reflect upon it, 

At a tranquil distance from Madrii}. 

•* [The Marchioness steps hack weeping. Gmeral silmce. 
The bystanders all look in confusion towards the Queen. 
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DON CARLOS. 


Tact r. 


QUERN. 

What weep you for, dear Marchioness ? 

[To ihe Kino. 
If I 

Have err’d, my gracious Liege, the crrwn I wear. 

And which I n^ver sought, should save my blushes. 

Is thefe a law in this your Mngdom, Sire, 

To summon monarchs’ daughters to the bar ? ' 

Does force alone restrain your Spanish ladies ? 

Or need they stronger safeguard than their virtue ? 

Now pardon me, my Liege ; ’tis not my wont 
To send my ladies, who have served me still 
With smiling cheerfulness, away in tears. 

Here, Mondecar. '* 

\She takes off her ffxrdle and presents it to the MARCHtONESS. 

You have displeased the King, 

Not me. Tale this remembrance of my favour. 

And of this hour. I’d have you quit the kingdom. 

YeuVe only err’d in Spain. In my dear France, 

All men are glad to \np0 such tears away. 

And must I ever he Reminded thus ? 

In my dear France it, had been otherwise. 

[Leaninrj on the Marchionkss and covering her face 

KINO. 

Can a reproach, that in my love had birth, 

Alflict you so ? A word so trouble you, , 

Which the most anxious®tendemess did prompt ? 

[He tkirns ttmards the Grandees, < 
Here stand the assembled vassals of my throne. 

Did ever sleep descend upon these eyes, “ 

Till at the close of the returning day 

I’ve pondered, how the hearts of all my subjects^ 

Were beating ’neath the furthest cope of Heaven ? 

And should I feel more anxious for my tbreme, 

Than for the partner of my bosom ? Nat 
sword and Aka can protect i^y people^^” 
eye alone assures uiy love. , 

QUEEN* 


If Iliave**offended~ 


My liege, 



C. VlJ 


HON CABLOS. 


U 

KING^ 

I am caird 

The richest monarch in the Christian world ; 

The sun in my dominions never sets. 

All this another h|th possess'd before* 

And many another will possess hereafter.’ 

That is mine own. All that the monarch hath 
Belongs t# chance — Elizabeth to Philip. 

This is the point in w]}k:h 1 feel I m mortal. 

• QUEEN. 

What fear you. Sire ? 

KINO. 

Should Jjiese grey hairs not fear ? 
But the same instant that fetir begins, 

It dies away for ever. [To tJie Grandees, 

^ 0 I run o er 

The nobles of my Court, and miss the foremost. 

Where is my son, Don Carlos ? one angers. 

He begins 

To give me cause of fear. He shuns my presence, 

^ Since he ^same back from school at* Alcala. 

His blood is hot. Why is his look so cold ? 

His bearing all so stately and reserved ? 

Be watchful, Duke, I charge you. 

ALVA. 

^ So I am : 

Long as -a heart against this cofklet beats, 

So long may Philip sliwnl)er undisturb’d ; 

And as God’s Cherub guards the gates of heaven. 

So doth Duke Alva guard your royal throne. 

LEBMA. 

Dare I? in all humility, presume 

To oppose the judgment ef earth’s wisest King? 

Too deeply I revere his gracious sire. 

To judge the son so harslily. I fear much 
From Ms h^ blood, but nothing from nis heart. 

• • King. 

Lenpa, your speech is fair, to soothe th€w father, 

•But Alva*liei*e will be the monarch’s^ 8hield*-^f«« 

No more «f this. • 



DON CARLOS. 


sa 


[act I. 


\Titrkw{f to his Suite 

* Mow speed \^e to Madiid, 

Our royal duties summon us. 'Fhc jdague 
Of heresy is rife amoiip; iny ])eople ; 

Hobcllion stalks within my XeOiorlapds—- 
The times are'immineut Wo must arrest 


Thesj^ erring spirits by some dread e\einplo. 
The solemn oath which every Christian Kniff 
Hath sworn to keep, I will redeem to-morrow. 
Twill be* a day of doom unparalloVd 
Our Court is bidden to the festival 


iHe leads off the Qulkn, the rest follow. 


bcKNu. VII. 

)N Carlos {Mcith letters in his hand), arid Marquis Posa, 
en ter f torn oiqiosu c k id es. 

CARLOS. * 

J am resolved — Flanders shall jot be saved : 

So runs her suit — and that’s enougli for me I 

MA HQUIS. 

There’s not anotlwr moment to hr* lost : 

Tis said Duke Alva, ‘'in the Cabinet, 

Is named already as the Governor. 

CARLOS 

Betimes, to-morrow, will i Keek the King, 

And ask this office for mj’stlf It is 
The lirst request I ever made to him, ^ ^ 

And he can scarce refuse me. My pre^e here 
Has long been irksome to lijm. lie 
This fair pretence my absence to secuitk^ 

Shall 1 confess to theo, Jhiderigo? - 
My hopes go furthei. Face to face with mm. 

Tie possible, the pleading of a son ^ 

May reinstate him in his 

lie ne’er liath hj^ard j^aiSwe q^ak ; 

TBien let me try for ^1% 

What power she hath wlfbn tmeatWiig ftom my.lipa. 
jmarquis. 

Now do 1 hear my, Carlos* voice once moiw 
Now aro you till yourself ^igain ! 



B0. T3C.] 


WS CARLOS*. 


0 


ScENS VIIL 

The preceding. Count Lsrma. 

COUNT. 

Your <3rrace, 

His Majesty has l«ft Aranjue^ ; 

And 1 am bidden— ~ 

CARLOS. 

Vety well, my lord— 

I shall o’ertake the King — • 

MAUQuia {(iffkcting to take have with ceremony). 

• Your Highness, then/ 

Has nothing further to intrust to me ? 

'CARLOS. ^ 

Nothing. A ^^mant journey to Madrid! 

You may, boroi^er, tell me more of Flanders. 

. f Jb Lkrn A, who is waiting for him. 

Proceed, my lord^ I’ll follow thee anon. 


Scene IX. 

Don Carlos, Marquis Posa. 

, ^ CARLOS. f 

I understood thy hint, and tliank t^ee for it. 

A stranger’s presence can alone excuse 
Tfiis forced and measured tone. Are we not brothers ? 
In future, let this puppet-play of rank 
Be banish’d from bur friendship. Think that we 
Had met ait ^ 

Thou in f 
Bobed, ic^ i 
Throu 
And 


Trippb 
But sb 
Thou'dst pre^ 
And we shoula 


, the^mperial par|)le* 

1^1 we respect the cheat, 
s with sportive earnestness, 
rith the merry tlmmg : 

i ^kon through his mask, 
dence as he pass'd, 


t s aivmei 

But aieyou su^, Sor ever? 

Is CayloB, Amu so eer^^df himself, • 

As to dmiseiho (^a»dis of hotmiS^ 

A da5 irm come-^an all-important ^ 
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DON GAELOS 


[act I 


When this heroic mind~I warn you now-f. 

Will sink o’erwhelm’d by too severe a test. 

Don Philip dies ; and Carlos mounts the throne, 
The mightiest throne in Christendom. How vast 
The gulph that yawns betwixt mankind and him, 
A god to-day, ^ho yesterday was man^ 

Steel’^ to all human weakness — to the voice 
Of heavenly duty deaf. Humanity, — 

^ To-day a word of import in his ear, — 

Barters iftelf, and grovels *mid tfie throng 
Of gaping parasites ; — ^his sympathy * 

For human wo is turn’d to cold neglect, 

His virtue sunk in loose voluptuous joys. 

Peru supplies him riches foa his folly. 

His court engenders devils for his vices, 
iiuird in this heaven, the work of crafty slaves, 
He sleeps a charmed sleep ; and while hi^dream 
Endures, his godhead lasts. And wo £o him, 
Who’d break, in pity, this lethargic trance ! 

What could Boderigo do ? Friendship is true. 
And bold as true. J^ut her bright flashing beams 
Were much too fierce for sickly miyesty : 

You would not brook\ subject^ stem appeal, 

Nor 1, a monarch's pride ! 


CABLOS. 


Fearful and true. 

Thy portraiture of oMaaite. Yes — tfaoiiH right. 
But 'tis their lusts tl^t coigupt; their hearts^ 
And hurry them to vice. I still am Imr#. . 

A youth scarce numbering three-afiMiiresiiy years. 
What thousands waste in riotous del|fb£s^ 

Without remorse— ^the mrud’s more preeioim 
The bloom and strength of manhood— I have kqpt. 
Hoarding their treasurea'&r the fatom hmg. 

Whft co^d uns^ my Poea fixan my 
If women fidl to '^o it ? 

yaimiris. 



Garka, warn i# mu 



sc. IX.] 


DON CAEL05. 


CARLOS. 

That will never be. 
What need hast thou of me ? What cause hast thou 
To stoop thy knee, a supplmnt at the throne? 

Does gold aJlure thee ? Thou’rt a richei; subject. 
Than 1 shall be a king ! Dost covet honours? 

E’en in thy youth, fame's brimming chalice slood» 
Full in iky grasp — ^thou £ung*at the toy away. 

Which of us, then, must be the other's debtor^ 

And which the caeditor? Thou standest mtfte. 

Dost tremble for the trial? Art thou, then* 
Uncertain of thyself? 

UARQUIS, 

CaAos, 1 yield I 

Here is my hand. 


CARLOS. 

Is it mine own ? 

MARQUIS. 


For ever— 

In the most pregnant meaning of the word ' 

• , CARLOS. * 

And wilt thou prove hereafter to iiie King, 
j\8 true and warm as to the Prince to-day? 

MARQUIS. 


I swear ! 


CARLOS. 

/ And when roun<ymufl||^tarded heart 
The serpent flfitteiy wii|ids coil. 

Should e^r tmelsyes of' mane foiget the tears 
They omm were^fjcmt^to shed ; or should these earn 
Be closed to plea, — say, wilt thoo, tbent 

The fe^less guardian of my virtue, throw 
Thine iron gn^p upon me, and eaU up 
Hy nenius hy its miuhty namcr? 

MARQUm. 

I will. 

CARLOS. • 

And now one o^er iayptdr let me beg. 

Do call thoui tk^ng have I eirvied this 
Tbear privilege frienmitp to , 

tiia KviAt;^Rar*A than KAmtibm ]QQy ecx, lieit% 

n 3 



m 


DOK CAULOS. 


Faot It 


With sweet suggestions of equality. 

Nay» no reply: — I guess what thou wouldst 8ay~ 

To thee this seems a trifle-^but to me, 

A monarch's son, 'tis much. Say, wilt thou be 
Abrother to me? « 

MABQUIS. 

Yes ; thy bbther, yes ! 

CAELOS. 

. Now to th^> King — my fears are at an end : 

Thus, arm arm with thee, I dare defy 

The universal world into the lists. f [EjveimL 

ACT. 11. 

Scene I. 

The Royal Palace at Madrid, 

King Philip uftder a canopy; Duke Alva, at some distance, 
with his head covered ; Cablos. 

CABLOS. 

The kingdom takes precedence — willingly 
Doth CAdos to the Minister give place — 

He spc^jpfbr Spain ; fl am but of the household. 

' ' ^ [Bows and steps backward 

KING. 

The Duke remmns— the Infanta may proceed. 

CABLOS {fuming to alva). 

Then must I put it to yeur Aononr, sir, ' 

To yield my father for a wMe tq^me. 

A son, yon know, may to a father's oar 
Unbosom much, in fulness of his heart; 

That not bdits a stranger s ear. The King 
Sh^l not be taken from you, sir— I seek 
The father only Ifnr oimvUttle hour. 

, - . XING*, , . , 

He:^ stands his friend* 

CAULOS. 

, ' And hai^e IVfrsdeseitved 

think th# Dube should be a friend olmihe? « 

■' ' '• ' •-' - % 

tried one tm -1^^' ' ; 

Thise sons w&> dioose more wisek than theh» tyhm 



sc. n.] 


DON CABL08. 




CABLOS. 

And can Duke Alvars kuightly spirit brook 
To look on such a scene? Now, as I live, 

I would not play the busy med<Uer*s part, 

Who thrus^ himself, una^k'd, *twixt sire and son. 

And there intruddb without a blush, condemn'd 
By hib own conscious insignificance, 

No,aiot, by Heaven, to Win a diadem ! 

KINO {natug. With an angry look at the Prince). 

Hodre, my lord ! 

{Alva ifoes to the principal door^ through which (J^IILOS 
had entered t the King pdntB to the o^ier. 

No, to the Cabinet. 

' Until I call you. 


Scene II. 

*Kiv 6 PniLir. Don Caki^os. 

CABLOS {a$ soon as the duke has left the Apartment^ adtanees 
to the KING, throws himself at Ms feeU ond then^ with great 
emotion) 

My father once again I v 
Thanks, endless thanks, for this unwonted favra ( 

W)ur hand, my father ! O delightful day ! 

The rapture of this kiss has long been strange 
To your poor Carlos. Wherefore have I been 
Shut froy my father's heart? What have I done? 

^ KIKO. 

Carlos, thou art a novice in these arts— 

Forbear, 1 like them not—* — 

CABLOS (rising;. 

And is it so ! 

I hear your courtiers in those words, my fkther ! 

All is not well, by Heaven, all is not trae, 

That a priest sa^s, and a priest's creatures plot. 

I am not sricke^ &tli6r; ardent blood* 

Is all ray fiuthig my crime is youth 
Wicked l am hot— no, in truth, n<^ wicked - 
Tho^marf an impulse wiM assails my hfaurt^ 

Tet is it still untainted* 



CiLRLOS. 


[ACT II. 


Ay, ’Us pure — 

I know it — like thy prayers— 

CABLOS. 

Now, then, or never !— 

We ere, for onee, alone — ^the bajrrier * 

Of courtly form, that sever’d sire and son, 

Has fahen ! Now a golden ray of hope 
Illumes my soul— a sweet presentiment 
Pervades my heart — and heaven itself inclines 
With choirs of joyous angels, to the earth, 

And full of soft emoUon, the thrice blest 
Looks down upon this great, this glorious scene ! — 
Pardon, my father ! i 

[He falh on his knees before him. 
KING. 

Rise, and leave me. 

CARLOS. 

Father ! 

KINO (tearint; himself from him). 

This trifling grows to^^ bold. 

CABLOS. 

A son’s devotion 

Too hold ! Alas 

KING. 

And, to crown all, in team ! 

Degraded boy ! Away, and quit my sight I 

tABLOS. 

Now, then, or never I — Pardon, 0 my father ! 

KING. 

Away, and leave my sight ! *'Retum to me 
Disgraced, defeated, from the battle-field. 

Thy sire shall meet thee with extended arms : 

But thus in tears, I spurn Uiee from my feet 
A coward's guilt alone should wash its stains 
In such ignoble streams. The man who weeps 
Without a blushf will pe’er want cause fer Jew f 

CABLOS/ • 


liar 




Hal he thus stlay’d amongst mankind? A tedr 
is plan’s unersing, lasting attribute. 



DON pANDOfi. 
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8 » 


Whose eye v dry was ne’er of woman bom ! 

O ! teach the Oye l^t ne^er hath overflowed, 

The timely science of a tear — thoult need 
The moist relief in some dark hour of woeu 
KIND. 

Think’st thou to ^ake thy fkther’s strong mistrust 
With specious words? 

CARLOS. 

Mistrust! Then IH nemore it — 
Here will I hang upon my ^sither's breast, * 

Strain at his heart with vigour, till eadi shred 
Of Uiat mistrust, whi<d), with a rock^s endurance, 

Clings firmly round it, piecemeal fall away. 

And who are they who drive me from the King 
My father’s favour ? — What requital hath 
A monk to give a father for a son ? — 

What compensation can the Duke supply 
For a deserted and a childless age ? 

Wouldst thou be loved? Here in this bosom springs* 

A fresher, purer fountain, than e er flowed 
From those dark, stagnant, muddj reservoirs, 

Which Philip's gold must first unlock. 

KINO. • 

• No more. 

Presuming boy ! For know the hearts thou slanderest. 

Are the approved, true servants of my choice. 

Tis meet that thou do honour to them. 

" CARLO#. 

• Never ! 

I know mj worth— all that, your Alva dares — 

That, aiid much more, can Caiios. What cares be, ‘ 

A hireling ! for the wel&re of the realm 
That rifever can be his ? What careth he. 

If Philip’s hair grow gray with hoary age ? 

Your Gmos would have knred you ! I dread 
To think that y6u tha royal throne must fill 
'Desert$d>an^ ^one. * • ^ 

by tku idea, stands in de^ tfmtjfiUl 

t )§rafaus0). 
am alone ! 

C 4 RL 0 S {approoMng him mih 
Yop have been so tiH now. Hate me no more, 
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BOH CABIX>8. 


[act U. 


And I will love you dearly* as a hou : 

But hate mo now no longer ! O ! how sweet, 
Divinely sweet it is, to feel our being 
Beilected in another's beauteous emu ; 

Tq. see our joys gladden another's cheek. 

Our pains bring anguish to another's iJosom, 

Our sorrows hll anotlier's eye witjbrtears ! 
flow S’Sreet, how glorious is it, hand in hand, , 
With a dei^r child, in inmost soul beloved, 

To tread once more the rosy paths of youth. 

And "dream life’s fond illusions oer again ! 

t iow proud to live through endless centuries, 
mmortal in the virtues of a son ; 
f low sweet to plant wha» his.dear hand shall reap ; 
To gather what will yield him rich rotum. 

And guess how high his thanks will one day lise t 
ilkfy father, of this early paradise ’ 

Your monks most wisely speak not. 

KrNO (not mthovt emotion), 

O, my son, 

Thou hast condemn'd thyself, in painting thus 
A bliss this heart hatu ne'er enjoyed from thee"! 

* CAltLOS. 

U’h* Omniscient be my judge ! You till this hour 
Have still debarr'd me from your heart, and all 
Participation in your royal cares. 

The heir of Spain has been a very stranger ^ 

In Spanish land — a prisdlier in the realm 
Where he must one day rule. Sliy, was this just, 
Or kind? And often have 1 blush'd for shame, 
And stood with eyes abash'd, to leam^xcbailBa^' 
From foreign envoys, or the general rtimour, 

Thy courtly doings at Ararjuez. ' 


I’hy blood flows for too hotly hr thy veins* 

ThoSi wouldst but ruin all. 

e CAIUWMI. . ^ 

'Tiastrue my blood flows hotly in my wM, ' 

Full tbree-and^fwenty years I 

An4 tiought aohioved for immoitality.*^ " 

1 auk aroused-—! feel my inward p 9 werw— 



DON OABLOS. 


»0. u^i 

My title to ib# throne arouses mo 
From slumbor^^ itfko an angry creditor ; 

And all the mis-'SjpOnt hours of early youth, 

Like debts of h^jpiM^^' 4dmour^m ears 

It comes at moment comes, 

That claims !^|hftr0at^n the ontrusled'^ent. 
The annals W^i^anoestral fimio, 

And gloiy'i echoing trutiipet u^o mo on. 

Now is the blessed hour at length arrivei 
That opens wide to me \h6 lists of bdnom^ 

My King, my fathhrl — dare I irtter now 
The suit wh&i led me hither? 


Unfold U. 


KING. 

• btill a suit? 


g GABLOS. 

The»rebcllion in Brabant 
Increases to a height — ^the traitom’ madness 
By stem, but prudent, vigour must be met* ^ 
The Duke, to quell th^ wild enthusiasm, 
^Invested.mth the sovereign's powef, will lead 
An army into Flanders. 0, how iull 
^igloiy is such office! — and how suited 
To open wide the temple of renown 
To me^our son ! To my hand, then, O King, 
EntrusLihe army ; , in thy Flemish lands 
1 am welMoved, and I will freely gage 
My life, for their fidelitj^and truth. 


V joqa. 

Thou speakest like a dfwmner. This high office 
Deman^ a not a stripling^s arm* 




It but deiMds a hui^bi^ b^g> &ther : 

Ai)d that m what l>|t;iite<i^a ne'er hath been. 


Humanity y ere 

S lider# eon; 
esifrt 



jqme. 

'shaiidis; 
soft soul 
the Duke. 
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DON OABIiOS. 


[act n. 


GARLOS. 

Despatch me, Sire. 

To Flajaders vdth the army — dare rely 
E*en on my tender soul. The name of PrincOi 
The royU name emblazoned on my s^dard, 

Conquers where Alva’s butchers but oismay. 

Here on my knees I crave it — ^this the first 
Petition of my life. — Trust Flanders to me. ^ 

Kmi>^{contemplating cablos mth a piercing look). 
Trust my best army to thy thirst for ^ule. 

And put a dagger in my murderer’s hand \ • 

CABLOS. 

Great God ! and is thi^ all — is this the fruit 
Of a momentous hour so long desired ! 

[After sofne thought, in a milder tone. 
Oh, speak to me more kindly — ^send me npt 
I'hus comfortless away — dismiss me not 
With this afHicting answer, oh, my father! 
f'se me more tenderly, indeed I need it. 

This is the last resource of wild despair-— 

It conquers eveiy pok^’r of firm resolve 
To bear it as a man-«« this deep contempt— 

My ev’ry suit denied : Ijet me away — 

Unheard and foil’d in all my fondest hopes, 

I take my leave. Now Alva and Domingo 
May proudly sit in triumph, where your son 
Lies weeping in the dust Your crowd of couliMers, 

And your long train of cringing, itrembling nobles, 

Your tribe of sallow monks, so deadly pale, 

Alt witness’d how you grants me this audience. 

Let me not be disgraced — 0, strike me imt 
With this most deadly wound — nor lay me bare . 

To sneering insolence of menial taunts! 

** That strangers riot on your bounty, whilst 
Carlos, your son, may supplicate in vain.’* 

And as a pledge that you would have me honour’d, 
l^ei^tch me straight fe Flanders with t|}6 tony* 

KINO, ^ 

Ur^ thy request no lurther^-ae thou ironldat * 

Aroiid the King's displeasure. 



60. in.] 


BON CABLOS. 


4^«-i 


CABLOS. 

I must brave 

My King’s displeasure, and prefer my suit 
Once more, it is the last. Trust Flanders to me ! 

I must away from S(pain. To linger here 
Is to draw breatb beneath the headsmui’s axe : 

The igr lies heavy on me in Madridjt!^ 

Like murd«r on a guilty soul — a change, 

An instant change of clime alone can cure me. . 

If you would save my life, despatch me stwght* 

Without delay to ETianders. 

KING {with affected coldness). 

• Invalids, 

Like thee, my son — ^need to he tended close, 

And ever watched by the physician’s eye — 

Thou^stay'st Spaui — the Duke will go to Flanders. 

* CABLOS {wildly). 

Assist me, ye good angels ! 

KING {startiny). 

« ^ Hold, mrbat mean 

^'hese loolts so wild ? 

CABLOS. 

Father, do you abide 
Immoveably by this determination? 

KING. 

It was th^King’s. 

^ABLOS. 

Then my commission's done. 

[ExU in vwlmt motim- 


^ Scene III. 

King^ sunk in gloomy contemplation^ walks a few steps up and 
dawn; Alva approaches with embarrassment. 

• KING. 

Hold yourself ready to depart for ^russ^ls, 

Upon a paom&tk notice^' 

• lam ready 

All is prepared, my Li^e. . 
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KING. 

And your credentials 
Lie ready seal’d 'within my cabinet,— 

Meanwhile obtain an audience of the Queen, 

And bid the Prince farewell. 

ALYA. 

As I came in« 

1 met him 'with a look of frenzy^ wild 
Quitting the chamber; and your Miycsty 
Is strangely moved, methinks, and bears t];ie marka 
Of deep excitement— oan it be the theme 
Of your discourse 

zSkg. 

Concerned the Duke of Alva. 

[The King keeps his eye stedfastly fixed pn him. 
I’m pleas’d that Carlos hates my councillors, 

J3ut I’m disturb’d that he — despises them. 

[Alva, colouring deeply, is about to speak. 
No answer now : pr^itiate the Prince. 

ADVA. 

Sire! 

JUNG. 

Tell me, who it was that warn’d me first 
Of my son’s dark designs? I listened then 
To you, and not to him» I will have proof. \ 

And for the future, mark me, G|rlos stands 
Nearer the throne — now Duke — you may retire. 

[The King retires into his cabinet. ExU Dues by 
another door. 

Scene IV, 

The Anteehainiber to the Queen s Apartments. Dos Gaelos 
enters in conversa^n teith a Page. The Attendants f^sHre 
at hU appihaoh.^ ^ ^ 

CABtOS. • 

For mo this letter? And a keyl How% this j 
And both delivered^ with such mysteiyl ♦ 

Come nearer Boy from whom didst ^ou reeeive them ! 
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rA(5E {mysteriously). 

It seem'd to me the Ijady would be guess'd 
Kather than be described. 

CABLOS (starting), 

• The Lady, what ! 

Who art thou, Boy ? [Looking earnestly at the Page. 

PAGE. 

A, Page that serves the Queen. 
CARLOS (affrighted^ gutting his hand to the Page's mouth). 
Hold, on youi;lifc ! I know enough : no more. 

[He tears open the letter hastily^ and retires to read it : 
meanwhile Duke Alva comes, and passing the Prince, 
goes unperceived by himdnto^the Queen s apartment. 
Carlos trembles violently and changes colour ; when Iw 
has read the letter he remains a long time sjieechless, lits 
eyes steadfhstly Jixed on it, at last he turns to the Page. 
She gave you this herself? 

PAGE. 

With her own hands. 

_ CARLOS. • ^ 

She gave tliis letter to you then herself ? 

Deceive me not : I ne’er have seen her writing. 

And I must credit thee, if thou eanst swear it ; 

But if thy tale be false, confess it straight. 

Nor put this fraud on me. 

PAGE. 

• This fraud, on whom? 

OABLOS {looking once more at the letter, then at the PAGE urith 
doubt and earnestness). 

Your parents— arc they living? and your father — 

Serves h^ the King? — Is he a- Spaniard bom?— 

PAGE. 

He fell a Colonel on St. Quentin’s field. 

Seized in the chivalry of Savoy's Duke — 

His name Alo^o, Count of Henareir.. 

CARLOS, {takingehis hand, and looking fixedly m hU 
The King qp.ve you this letter ? 

• PAGE {wUM'mnotion).^ 

• Gracious ^Prince, 

Have -I deserved tBese doubts? 
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CARLOS {reading the letter).^ 

This key unlocks 

The bark apartments in the Queen’s pavilion. 

The furthest room lies next a cabinet 
Wherein no listener’s foot dare penetrate ; 

Here may the voice of love without restraint 
Confers those tender feelings, which till now 
The heart with silent looks alone hath spokef*. 

The timjd lover gains an audience here. 

And sweet reward repays his secret sorrow.” 

[As if awakening from a reverie, 
I am not in a dream, I do not rave, — 

This is my right han(L this my sword — ^and these 
Are written words. T*is tAie — it is no dream. 

I am beloved, I feel I am beloved. 

\Unahle to contain himself he rushes hastily through the 
room^ and raises his arms to heaven, 

PAGE. 

"follow me, Prince, and I will lead the way. 

CARLOS. 

Then lot me first collect my scatter’d thoughts. . 

The alarm of joy stifl trembles in my bosom. 

Did I e’er lift my fondest hopes so high, 

Or trust my fancy to so bold a flight V 
Show mo the man can learn thus suddenly 
To be a god. 1 am not what 1 was. 

I feel another heaven— pother sun 
That was not here before. Sh^ loves — she loves mej 
PAGE {leading him forward). 

But this is not the placo : Prince ! you forget* 
cablos. 

The King ! My father ! « 

[Hia amis sink, he casts a timid look around, then col* 
lecting himself 

This is dreadful !-— Yea, 

You’re right, my friend. I thank you ; I was not 
Just thei^ myself. To be compell’d to aileftce, 

And bui 7 heart this mighty bliss. 

Is terrible ! • . i . , 

[Takmg ike Page by the hand, and leading him aAde, 
Now hear ! What thou bast seen. 

And what not aeon, must be within thy breast 
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Entomb’d as in the grave. So now depart ; 

I shall not need thy guidance ; they must not 
Suq)rise us here ! Now go. 

[Tke Page is about to depart. 
Yet hold, a word ! 

Y^he Page rcfums.— C aklos lays his hand on his 
shoulder j and looks him steadily in the face. 

A diriful secret hast thou in thy keeping, 

Which, like a poison of terrific power, 

Shivers the cup that holds it into atoms. 

Guard every look olT thine, nor let thy head 
Guess at thy bosom’s secret. Be thou like 
The senseless speaking trumpet that receives 
5Vnd echoes back the voice, but hd&rs it not. 

Thou art a boy ! Be ever so — continue 
The pranks of youth. My correspondent chose 
Her messenget of love with prudent skill ! 

The King will ne’er suspect a serpent here. 

PAGE. 

And I, my Prince, shall feel right proud to know 
am one secret richer than the King. 

CARLOS. • 

Vain, foolish boy ! — ’tis this should make tliee tremble. 
Approach me ever with a cold respect : 

Ne’er be induced by idle pride to boast 
How gracious is the Prince ! No deadlier sin 
Canst thou*commit, my son, than pleasing me. 

What’er thou hast in futsire for my ear, 

Give not to words — entrust not to thy lips. 

Ne’er on that common higli food of the Noughts 
Permit thy news to travel, — Speak with an eye, 

A finger^r-I will answer with a look. 

The veiy air, the light, are Philip’s creatures, 

And the deaf walls around are in his pay. 

Some one approaches ; fly, well meet again. 

[The Queen's Chamber opens, and Duikk Alva comes out, 

PAGE. 

Be ^careful, prince, to find the right apartment. [EasU. 

It is tho Duke ! Fear not, 111 find the way. 
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Scene V. 

Don Cablos. Duio-i of Alva. 

ALVA (meetivij hhu). 

Two words, most gracious Prince. 

CABLOS. 

Some other time. [Ooing. 

ALVA. 

The place is not the fittest, 1 confess ; 

Perhaps^your royal highness may be pleased 
To grant me audience in your private chamber. 

CARLOS, 

For what ? And why not here ? Only be brief. 

At.VA. 

The special object which has brouglit me hither, 

Is to return your Highness Jowly thanks 
For your good services. 

CARLOS. 

p Thanks ! tliaiiks to me — 

For what ? Duke Alva’s thanks ! 


ALVA. 

You scan’c had left 
His Majesty, ere I deceived in form 
Instructions to depart for Brussels. 

CABLOS. 

What! 


For Brussels ! 


• ALVA. 

And to what. 8iost gracious Prince, 

Must I ascribe this favour Jbut to you — 

Your interce^iou with the Iving? 

CABLOS. 

' ^ 0, no ! 

Not m the least to me : — but, Duke, you travel, 

So Bteav’n he with your Grace] 

ALVA. 

And is Ijiis all ? 

It seems, indeed, most strange ! And*has your Hiffhness 
No farther m^ers, then* to send to Flanders? 

CABlJptL 

What should 1 hifve? 



sc. V.J 


DOW CAKLOS. 




ALVA* 

Not long ago, it seem'd, 

Tliat country's fate required your presence. 

CARLOS. 

How? 

But yes, you're right, — it was so formerly; 

But liow this change is better os it is. 

^ ALVA. 

1 am amazed 

CARLOS. 

You are an able General, 

No one doubts that — envy herself must own it. 

‘For me, I’m but a youth — sck thoSght the King. 

The King was right, quite right. I see it now 
Myself, and am content — and so no more. 

God ijpeod year journey, as you see, just now 
My hands are fulf, and weighty business presses. 
The rest to-inorrow, or whene’er you will, 

Or when you come from Brussels. 

ALVA. 

• What is this ? 

CARLOS. 

Tfie season favoiii’s, and your route will lie 
Through Milan, Ijorrainc, Burgundy, and on 
To Germany! What, Germany? Ay, true, 

In Germany it was— they know^ou there. 

Tis April now, May, Ju^e, — ^iw July, tlien, 

Just 80 ! or at the latest, soon in August, — 

You will arrive in Brussels, "and no doubt. 

We soon shall hear of your victorious deeds. 

You knqw the way to win our high esteem. 

And earn the crown of ifune. 

alva {Bigntficantlyy 

Indeed! condemn'd 
By my own conscious insignificancy ! 

. • OABLOS. 

Yoii'r^ sensitive, my Lord, and with som^cause, 

I own it was not fair to use a weapon ^ 

Against your Grace you were unski^rd to wield. 


£ 
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ALVA. 

Unskiird ! 

CARLOS. 

Tis pit}^ I’ve no leisure now 
To fight tliis worthy battle fairly out ; 

But at some other time, w'C 

ALVA. 

Prince, we both 

Miscalculi^to — ^but still in opposite ways. 

You, for example, overrate your age *' 

By twenty years, whilst on the other haiul, 

1, by as many, underrate it — 

CARLOS. 

‘Well ! 

ALVA. 

And this suggests the thought, how many nights 
Beside his lovely Lusitanian bride — " 

Your mother — would the King right gladly give 
Yo buy ail arm like this, to aid his crown. 

Full well he knows, far easier is the task 
To make a monarch iiian a monarchy ; 

Far easier too, to stock the world with kings 
Thau frame an empire for a king to rule. 

CARLOS. 

Most true. Bake Alva, yet 

ALVA. 

» And how much blood, 
Your subjects’ dearest blood, muc t flow in streams 
Before two drops could make a king of you. 

CARLOS. 

Most true, by Heaven ! and in two words comprised. 
All that the pride of merit has to urge 
Against the pride of fortune. But the moral — 

Now, Dulie Alva ! 

ALVA. 

- Wo to the nursling babe 
Of royalty, that mocks the careful hand ^ 

Which fosters it I How calmly it may sleep 
On the soft cufldiion of our victories ! 

The monarch’^ crown is bright with sparkling^gems 
But no oyo sees the wounds that purchased them. 
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This sword lAs given our laws to distant realms. 

Has blazed before the banner of the cross, 

And in these quarters of the globe, has traced 
j^liisanguin’d furrows for the seed of faith. 

God was the judgetin heaven, and I on earth. 

CARLOS. 

riodt or tly3 Devil — it little matters which ; 

Yours was his chosen — that stands coiifessjd. 

And no^v no more of this. Some thoughts there are 
Whereof the^inemoiy pains me. I respect 
IMy father’s choice, — my father needs an Alva ! 

Hut that he needs him is not jus^the point 
• J envy in him : a great man#you are. 

This may be true, and 1 well nigh believe it, 

Only 1 fear your mission is begun 

Some thousaml j^ears too soon. Alva, methinks. 

Wore just the man to suit the end of time. 

Then when the giant insolence of vice 

iShall have exhausted Heaven’s enduring patience, 

And the rich weaving harvest of misideeds 
► ^tand^ iii*full ear, and asks a matchless reaper, 

Then should you fill the post, 0 trod ! my Paradise t 
Flanders ! But of this I must rot think. 

’Tis said you carry with you a full store 
Of sentences of death already signed. 

This showjj a prudent foresight 1 No more need 
To fear your foes’ designs, or secret plots : 

O. father! ill indeed I’fe understood thee, 

Calling thee liarsJi, to save me fron) a post, 

Whore Alva’s self alone can fitly shine ! — 

Twas an unerring token of your lovo. 

ALVA* 

These words deserve 

CARLOS* 

Whet ! 

ALYA. 

But your birth protects you. 

CARLOS (msiififf his suyird). r 
That caHs*fbr blqod ! Duke, draw your sword. 

• E 2 
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ALVA \digkUngly). 

On^liom? 

CARLOS {pres^ng npon him). 

Draw, or I run you through. 

ALVA. ' 

Then be it so. {They jlghU 
Scene VI. 

T^ie Queen, Don Carlos, Duke Alva. 

QUEEN {coming from her room alarmfid). 

How ! naked swords ? 

[To the Prince in an indignant and commanding tone, 
Prinee Carlos ! 

CARLOS {agitated at the queen’s look, drops his arm, stands 
motionless, il%en runs to the duke, and embraces him, 

Pa*l*don Duke ! 

Your pai'don, Sir I— Forget, forgive it all ! 

[TAroirs himself in sUenoe at the Queen's feet, then 
rising rnddeidy, departs in confusion, 

ALVA. 

By Heaven, ’tis strange ! 

QUEEN (remains a few moments as if in douid, theti 
retiring to her Ajnirtment), 

A word with you, Duke Alva. [Exit followed by ike Duke* 
SekNE VII. 

The Princess Eboli’s Aparttnent. . 

The Princess in a simple hut "elegant drm^ pinging on ike 
Lute. The Queen’s Page enters, 

PRINCESS {atariing up suddenly). 

He comes ! 

|»AGB {abruptly). 

Are you alone ? I wonder much 
He is not here already^ but he must 
Bejherteuponth^ll^^l^^' 

Do you say must f 
Then he mil come, ihis much is certain. then;* 
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t PACE. 

He’s close upon my steps. You are beloved, 

Adored, and with more passionate regard 
Than mortal ever was, or can be loved. 

O ! what a scene Unwitnessed ! 

PRINCESS {impatiently draws him to her). 

^ Quick, you spol(^ 

With him*! Wliat said he ? Tell me straight — 

How did he look ? what were his words ? An4 say — 
Did he appear embarrass’d, or confused ? 

And did he guess who sent the key to him ? 

Be quick! — or did he not? He did not guess 
At all, perhaps ! or guess’d amissrf Come, speak, 

How ! not a word to answer^me ? Oh fie ! 

You never were so dull — so slow before, 

Tis past all j^tience. 

PAGE. 

Dearest Lady, hear me I 
Both key and note I placed within his hands, 

[n the Queen’s antechamber, and he started 
And gazed with wonder when I tolS him that 
^ lady sent mo ! 

• PRiNcsas. 

Did he start? go on ! 

That’s excellent. — ^Projceed, what next ensued? 

PAGE. 

I would Have told him more, buf he grew pale, 

And snatch’d the letter from my hand, and said. 

With look of deadly menace^ he knew all. 

He read the letter with confusion thro*, 

And straight began to tremble. 

PRINCESS. 

He knew all ! 

He knew it all ? Were those his very words ? 

^ PAGE . 

He ask'd me, and again he 

With your^wn han^ had sivea»^ie ietterf 

• • • • 

• ^ PRINCESS. ^ 

HI? Then did he mention me by iSame ? 
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PAGE. P, 

By name ! no name he mention’d : there might be 
Listeners, he said about the palace, ^ho 
Might to the King disclose it. 

TRiNCESS (surprised)- 

Said he that ? 

PAGE. 

He further said, it much concern’d the King;* 

Deeply concern’d — to know of thht same letter. 

PHINCESS. 

The King ! Nay, are you sure you heard him right? 

The King ! Was that tlie very word he used? 

** PA«E. 

It was. He call’d it a most perilous secret, 

And warn'd me to be strictly on my guard, 

Never with word or look to give the King 
Occasion for suspicion. 

rniNCESs (cifie^ a jmm with astonishment)- 
All agrees ! 

It can be nothing else — he must have hoard 

The talc— ’tis very strange ! Who could have told him? 

J wonder w^ho ? The eagle eye of Love 

Alone could pierce so far. But tell me further — 

He read the letter, — 

PAGE. 

Whicli, he said, convey u 
Such bliss as made him tremble^ and till then 
He had not dared to dream of. As he spoke, 

The Duke, by evil chance, approach’d the room, 

And this compeird us 

PRINCESS (angrily). 

What in adl the world 

Could bring the Duke to him at such a time ? 

What can detain him? Why appears he not? 

See how you Ve been deceived; how truly blest 
Slight he have been edready — ^in the timse 
YouVe taken to cl^rib^ his wishes to me ! 

The Duke, I Year—* — - 


PAGE. 
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PRINCESS. 

Again, the Duke ! What can 
The Duke want here ? What should a warrior want 
Witli my soft dreams of happiness? He should 
Have left him therj, or sent him from his presence. 

Where is the man may not be treated thus ? 

But Carlos seems as little versed in love 
As ifi a woman’s heart — ^he little knows 
What minutes are, Bpt haik ! I hear a step ; 

Away, away. [PagiT hastens out, 

, Wfiere have I laid my lute, 

I must not seem to wait for him. My song 
Shall be a sigmil to liim. 

Scene VIII. 

The Princess, Don Carlos. 

he PiliNCKSs f}as ijirown herself upon an ottoman, and plays 
CARLOS {rushes in^ he recof/nises the princess, and stands 
thunderstruck), 

Gracious Heav’n ! 

Where am I ? • 

PRINCESS {lets her lute Jail, (9nd meeting him), 

• What ! Prince Carlos ! yes, in truth. 

CARLOS. 

WJiere am 1 ? Senseless error, I have miss’d 
The righj apartment. 

• princeSs. 

* With what dexterous skill 
Carlos contrives to hit the, very room 
Where ladies sit alone ! 

CARLOS. 

• Your pardon, Princess ! 

I found-^T found the antechamber open. 

princess. 

tan it be possible ? I fastened it 
Myself; atjeast I thou^t so ■ 

OABLOS. 

Ay ! you thought.^ 

• You only thought so — rest assured you d|d not. 

You meafltit to lock it, that I well believe : 
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But most assuredly it was not locked. 

A lute's sweet sounds attracted me. some hand 
Touch'd it with skill; say, was it not a lute? 

[Looking round iriguirinffly 
Yes, there it lies, and Heaven can b^jar me witness 
1 love the lute to madness. I became 
All ear, forgot myself in the sweet strain. 

And rush'd into ihe chamber to behold 
The lovely eyes of the divine muj^ician, 

Who, charm’d me with the magic of her tones. 

PKINCESS. 

Innocent curiosity, no doubt! 

But it was soon appeased — as I can prove — 

[After a short silence ^ significantly. 
I must respect the modesty, that has, 

To spare a woman’s blushes, thus involved 
Itself in so much fiction. 

CAKLOS {mth sincerity). 
r Nay, I feel 

I but augment my deep embarrassment, 

In vain attempt to ex^^ricate myself. 

Excuse me from u part I cannot play. 

In this i^mote apartment, you perhaps 
Have sought a refuge from the world— to pour 
The inmost wishes of your secret heart 
Bemote from man s distracting eye. By me. 

Unhappy that T am, your heavenly dreams 
Are all disturb’d — and tlie atonepient now 
Must he my speedy absence. [Ooiny* 

PRINCESS {snrprued and confused, hut immediately recover^ 
ing herself) 

O ! that step 

Were cruel, Prince, indeed ! 

CARLOS. 

Prin(;es8, I feel 

What such a lock in such a place imports ; 

This virtuous ambarrasi^ment has claims * 

Te winch my manhood never can be deaf 
Wo ta the wretch whose boldness takes new firi 
From the pave JUush of maiden modesty! 

I am a cowara wheri a woman tremhles. 
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Is’t possible ?-pSuch noble self-control 
In one so young, and he a monarch’s son ! 

Now, Prince, indeed you shall remain with me, 

It is my own request, and you must stay. 

Near such high virtue, every maiden fear 
Takes wing at once? hut your appearance here 
Disturb’d me in a favourite air, and now 
YouivpenaJjy shall be to hear me sing it. . 

;ablos {sits down near t^^pmxcRss, not wiihovt rehustance). 
A penalty delightful as the sin ! 

And soo^ to kay, the subject of the song 
Was so divine, again and yet again 
4’d gladly hear it 

PBINOESS. 

VThat ! you heard it all ? 

Nay that was too \}ad, Prince. It was, I think, 

A song of love. 

CARLOS. 

And of successful ^pvc, 

1 ^ If I mistake not — dear delicious theme 
From those most beauteous lips-— -Mit scarce so true, 
Mfthinks, as beautiful. 

PRIROSSS. 

What ! not so true ? 

Then do ^eu doubt the tale ? 

Carlos. 

. I almost doubt 
That Carlos and the Princess Eboli, 

When they discourse on such a theme as love, 

May not quite understand each other’s hearts. 

[The Princess starie; he obeerves U, and continues with 
playful gallantry. 

Who would believe those rosy-tinted cheeks 
Conceal’d a h^t tom by the pangs of love. 

Is it within the^range of wayward chance 
T^at Jthe &ir Princess Eboli should sigh . 
dJnheard---unan8wer’d? Love is onlv knojim 
By him who hopelessly perskts in love. 
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PRINCESS {with all harfonner 
Hush I what a dreadful thought! this fate indeed 
Appears to follow you of all mankind, 

Especially to day. 

[Taldng his hand with insinnating interest 
You are not happy, 

Dear Prince — you're sad ! I know too well you suffa*, 

And wherefore, Prince? When widi such loud appeal 
The world invites you to enjoy its bliss — 

And nature on you pours her bounteous gifts, 

And spreads around you, all life’s sweetest joys. 

You, a great monarch’s sen, and more — far irtOre — 

E’en ill your cradle with sudi gifts endow'd 
As far eclipsed the spiendour of your rank. 

You, who in those strict courts where women rule, 

And pass, without appeal, unerring sentence 
On manly worth and honour, even there 
Find partial judges. — You, who with a look 
Can prove victorious, and whose very coldness 
"" Kindles a flame ; and who, when warm’d with passion, 

Can make a Paradisgi, and scatter round 

The bliss of heaven, the rapture of the gods. ' 

The man whom* natdre has adorned with gito 

To render thousands happy, gifts w^hich she 

Bestows on few that such a man as this 

Should know what mis ry is ! Thou, gracious Heaven, 

That gav'st him all those blessings, why deny 
Him eyes to see the cofiquests he has made ? 

CARLOS {who has heen lost in ahsence of mind, suddenly recovers 
himself hy the silence of the princess, and starts up). 
Charming ! inimitable ! Princess, sing 
That passage pray again. 

PRINCESS {ImMng at him with astonishment). 

Where, Carlos, were 

Your thoughts the while ? 

CARLOS {jumps up). ^ 

^ Bj Hfiavcii,,yott do wmind me 
Ih proper time — I must awajp — and quickly. ,, 
TBXXicm^ikoldma him batdt), 

Whifher away? 
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Into the open air. 

Nay, do not hold me, Princess, for I feel 
As tho* the world behind me were in flames. 

rniNOBss holding him forcibly hack). 

Wlmt troubles you? — ^Whence come these strange, these wild 
Unnatural looks? — Nay, answer me — 

[6ABLd%$tojps to Veftectf she draws him to the sofa to her, 
. Dear Carlos, 

You need repose, 3rpur blood is feverish. 

Como sit by mo : dispel these gloomy fancies. 

Ask yourself frankly, can ydftraead explain 
^The tumult of your heart — and if^t con — 

*Say, can no knight be found tn all the court, 

No lady, generous as fair, to cure you— 

Rather, I should have said, to understand you ?— 

What?, no one? ^ 

CAiiLos (hastily, without thinking). 

If the Irrincess Eboli — 

PRINCESS (delighted, guickhj). 

Indeed.! • 


CARIES. • 

• Would write a letter for me, a few words 
Of kindly intercession, to my father — 

They say your influence is great. 

PRINCESS. 

• Who says to ? 

ITa ! was it jealousy thaf held Iheo mute ! {AMe. 

CABLOS. 

Perchance my story is already public. 

I had a sudden wish to visit Brabant, 

Merely \o wdn my spurs — no more. The King, 

Kind soul, is fearful the fatigues of war 
Might spoil my singing! 

* FBINCSS8. 

Princet you play me fake. 
Confess, that, h^ this serpmit subterfuge. 

You ^ould mislead me. I^k me in tho^face, 

•Deceitful one ! and say, would he whose thoughts 
Were onlj^hent on warlike deeds— ^ould ne 



60 


BOK 0ARL08. 


[act ir. 


E’er stoop so low as, with deceitful hand/ 

To steal fair ladies’ ribbons, when they drop. 

And then — your pardon ! hoard them — with such care ? 
[With light action she opens his shirt frilly and seizes a 
ribbon which is there concealed. 

CARLOS {drawing hack with amazement). 

Nay, Princess — ^that’s too much— I am betray’d.—^ 
You’re’not to be deceived. — ^You are in league 
With spirits and with demons ! « 

PRINCESS. , 

, Are you then 

Surprised at this ? you wager, Carlos, 

But I recall some stoi^es to your heart? 

Nay, tiy it with me ; ask wlmte’er you please. 

And if the triflings of thy sportive fancy — 

The sound half-uttered, by the air absorb’d — 

The smile of joy check’d by returning, gloom 

If motions — looks from your own soul conceal’d, 

Have not escaped my notice — judge if 1 

Can err, when thou wouldst have mo understand thee ? 

CARLOS. 

Why this is boldly ventured : 1 accept 
*rhe wager, Princess. Then you undertake 
To make discoveries in my secret heart, 

Unknown e’en to myself. 

PRINCESS {displeasedf, but earnestly). 

Unknown to thee ! 

Beflect a moment, Prince ! Nay, look around ; 

This boudoir’s not the chambei' of the Queen, 

Where small deceits are practised with full licence. 

You start, a sudden blush o’erspreads your face, 

Who is so bold, so idle, you would ask. 

As to watch Carlos, when he deems liimself 
From scrutiny secure? Who was it, then, 

At the last palace ball, observed you leave 
The Queen, your partner, standing in the dance, 

And join, wi& eager kaste, the neighb’ring couple. 

To offer to the Princess Eboli * 

Th4 hand, youf royal miitner should have elaik’d? 

An error, Pr^pce, Ins Meijes^ himself, 

Who just then enidre the apartment, nota^. * 
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OKHDOs (tdth ironical smile). 

His Majesty ? And did he teally so ? 

Of ail meu he should not havo seen it! 

PEIMGESS. 

• No; 

Nor yet that other scene, within the chapel, 

doubtless Carlos liath long since forgotten/ 
Prostrate b^oro the holy Virgin’s image, 

You lay in prayer, when suddenly you heard — 

Twas not your fault — a rustli^ from behind 
Of ladies’ dresses. Then d^^mjip’s son, 

A youth of hero courage, tremire like 
A heretic before the Holy 0%;e. ^ 

On his pale lips died the half-utter’d prayer. 

In extacy of passion, Prince — the scene 
Was Igily touching — for you seized the hand. 

The blessed Virgiif^s cold and holy hand, 

And shower'd your burning kisses on the marble. 

CARLOS. 

^Princess, wrong me : that \<ras jlhro devotion f 

PRINCESS. • 

Tilled ! tliat's quite another thing. Perhaps 
It was the fear of losing, then, at cards, 

When you were seated with the Queen and me. 

And you with dexterous skill purloined my glove, 

• * • [Carlos smarts 

That prompted you to pldjr it for a card ? 

CARI.OS. 

Wliat words are these ? O Heav’n, what have I done ? 

PIUNGESS. 

Nothing, *1 hope, of which you need repent ! 

How pleasantly was I surprised to find 
Conceal’d within tlie glove a little note, 

PuH of the warmest, tenderest romance. 

OARlos (interrupting her%uddmly). 

Mere poetry! — no more. My fancy teems 
Witkidle bAbblcs oft, which break as sooiit 
A% they arise — and this was one of thep ; > 

So pri^ee let us talk of it no more.' 
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PRINCESS {leaving him with astonishment, argi regarding him 
for some time at a distance). 

I am exhausted — all attempts are vain 
To hold this youth. He still eludes my grasp. 

silent a few moments. 

But stay ! Perchance ’tis man s mibouuded pride, 

That thus to add a zest to my delight 
Assuirifea a mask of timid diffidence. 

Tis so. • 

[She approaches the Prince again, and looks at hon 
dovbtingly. 

Explain your»Sf^ Prince, I entreat you. 

For here I stand befqj'e a magic casket, 

Which all my keys are jio^ferless to unlock. 

CARLOS. 

As I before you stand. 

PRINCESS {leaves him suddenly, walks a fpw steps up and down 
in dlence, apparently lost in deep thought. — After a pause. 
— gravely and solemnly). 

Then thus at last — 

1 must resolve to spoak, and Carlos, you , 

Shall be my judge. ^:Yours is a noble nature, 

You are a Prince — a Knight — a man of honour. 

I throw myself upon your heart — protect me : 

Or if I’m lost beyond redemption’s power, 

Give me youi* tears in pity for my fate. 

^ [The TmiscE^draws marer. 

A daring favourite of tJie Kingidernands 
My hand — his name Ptuy Gomez, Count of Silva. 

The King consents — the bargain has been struck, 

And I am sold already to his creature. 

CARLOS {cith evident emotion). 

Sold I you sold ! Another bargain, then, 

Concluded by tliis royal aouthem trader ! 

PRINCESS. 

No : but hear all — ’tis not enough that I 
Am saprificed to cold «tate policy, 

A snare is laid to entrap my innocence.* 

Here is a letti^r will unmask the Saint ! 

[Oa&lo% takes the paper, and withoiU reading it lisi&ns 
with impatience to her recital* ^ • 
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DON CARLOS. 


Where shall I proteotion. Prince ? Till now 
My virfcuci wiis defended by mj pride, 

At length 

CARLOS. 

At leijgth you yielded. — Yielded? No, 
For God’s sake say not so ! 

PRINCESS. 

Yielded ! — to whon^ . 

I'oor piteous reasoning — .Weak beyond contempt 
Your haughty mindg, who hold a woman’s favour, 

And love’s pu»e joys, as wares to traffic for! 

Love is the only treasure on thd face 
9f this wide earth, that l^ows no purchaser 
Besides itself — love has no prtcc but love. 

It is the costly gem, beyond idl price, 

Whicl] I must freely give away, or — bury 
For evtjr unenjoye^ — like that pi*oud merchant 
Whom not the wealth of all the rich Rialto 
Could tempt — a great rebuke to kings ! — to save 
From the deep ocean waves his matchless pearl, 

^Too proud ^0 barter it beneath its wSrth! 

CARLOS {aside). • 

Now, by great Heaven, this woman’s beautiful. 

PUTNCESS. 

Call it caprice or pride, T ne’er will make 
Division of my joys. To him, alone, 

I choose a^ bailie, I give up all fesr ever. 

One only sacrifice I mak<f; but that 
Shall be eternal. One true heart alone 
My love shall render happy ; but tliat one 
I’ll elevate to God. The keen delight ^ 

Of mingling souls — the kiss-— the swimming joys 
Of that delicious hour when lovere meet, 

The magic pow’er of heavenly beauty — ^all 
Are sister colours of a single ray — 

Leaves of one single blossom. Shall I tear 
One petal fronf sweet, this lovfly flower. 

With recklejps hand, and mar its beauteous cliaBce? 
ShaHn^ degrade the dignity of woman, 

Ine masterpiece of the Almighty*s hand* 

To charm tfie eveiyng of a reveller ? 
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BON C.<BLOS. 


[act U. 


CAKLOS. 

Incredible ! that in Madrid aiiould dwell 
This matchless creature ! and unknown to me 
Until tliis day. 

PRINCESS. 

Long since had 1 forsaken 
Tliis court — ^the world — ^and in some blest retreat 
Immuthd myself ; but one tie binds me still 
Too firmly to existence. Perhaps — alas ! 

‘Tis but a phantom— but *tis dear to me. 

I love — but am not loved in turn — 

CARLOS {full of ardour^ going touarda her). 

^ f" You are ! 

As true as God is throned in heaven ! I swear 
You are — you ai'e unspeakably beloved — 

PRINCEBS. 

You swear it, you ! — sure ’twas an a-ngeVs voice. 

O, if you swear it, Carlos, 111 believe it — 

Then T am truly loved I 

CARLOS {emtracing her with tendernes/fiy • 
y * Bewitching maid, 

Thou creature worthy of idolatry ! 

I stand before thee now all eye, all car. 

All rapture and delight. What eye hath seen tliee — 
Under yon heaven what eye could e'er have seen thee, 
And boost he never loved ? What dost thou^kere 
In Philijp’s royal court ! Tliou4)oauteous angel ! 

Here audd monks and all their priestly train. 

This is no clime for such a lovely flower — 

They fain would rifle all thy sweets — full well 
I know their hearts. But it shall never be— * 

Not whilst I draw life’s breath — 1 fold thee thus 
Within my arms, and in these hands I’ll bear thee 
E’en through a hell replete with mocking fiends. , 
liOt me tliy guardian ^angel prove. ^ 

« ^ PiUNCEss {witJi a cenmtemnee fuH of him). 

• O, Carloe!^ 

little lia\^ 1 |uK>wn thee ! and how ridily 
With lo^easureless reward thy heart repays * 
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The weighty task of— comprehending thee ! 

^ [She takes his hand and is about to kiss it. 

Carlos {drmnng it hack). 

Princess ! What mean you ? 

I'RINCESS (with tenderness and graces looking at his hand 
attentively). 

O, this beauteous li^d ! 

How lovel/ *tis, and rich I This hand has yet 
Two costly presents to Itestow [ — a (^rown — 

And Carlos’ heart ^and bot]^ these^ifts perchance 
Upon one moHal ! — both on one — O great 
And godlike gift — almost too much for one ! 

•How if you share the tr^^sure* Pr&ce ! A queen 
Knows nought of love — and she who truly loves 
Cares little for a crown ! ’Twero better, Prince, 

Then^to divide the treasure — and at once — 

What says my Prmcc ? Have you done so already ? 

Have you in truth ? And do I know the blest one ? 

CARLOS. 

Thou sha^t. I will unsold myself t» thee, 

*' ’fo thy ‘unspotted innocence, dear r^aid, 

Thy pure unblemish’d nature. In this court 
TBou art the worthiest — first — the only one 
To whom this soul has stood reveal’d. Then, yes ! 

I will not now conceal it — ^Yes, I love ! — 

.• PRINCES.^ 

O cruel heart ! Does tlBs avowal prove 
So painful to thee ? Must I first deserve 
Thy pity — ere I hope to win thy love ? 

CARLOS (starting). 

What say’st thou ? 

PRINCESS. 

^ So to triflq with me, Prince ! 

Indeed it Ivas not well — and to deny 
The key ! 

, CARLOS, , 

The key ! the key ! Ot yes, ’lis so ! 

' ' V. 
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DON i AIILOS. 


[act II. 


I see it all too plainly ! Gmcious Ileav n ! 

[His knees totter, he leans atjaimt a (hair, and covers 
1m face with his hands. A lomj silcinx on both 
sides. The Piunclss screams and falls, 

rUINC ESS. 

Oh homWe ! Wliat hn\e 1 douo? 


( \ni OR 

Hurl’d (t/vru 

So far from all my heavenly joys'! ‘I’js dreadful ! 

PRINCESS {hithuf her face in the cushmiX 
O God ! Wliat ha>o I said? 


CARLOS ihireluiff before hr) 

I aftu not j'uilty. 

jVIy jwssion — ail unfortunate mislako — 

By heaven, J am not giulty 


PRJNOESS {pushing him from hr^ 

Gut of my siglit. 

For Ileav’n s sake I 


(’ARLOS. 

No, I will not huvo tliet thus, 

Jn this dread aiigid’^h lea\o thee 

PRINCESS {pushing him forcihhj aivag), 

O in pity— 

I’or mercy s sake, away — out of my sight ! 

Wouldst thou destroy me? Jlow J hate tliy presence ! 

* [C/RLos going. 

Give, give me back the letter and the key. — 

Where is the other letter ? 


What other? 


CABU>S. 

The other letter ? 


PRINCESS. 

That from the King, to m e - — — 

CARLOS {terrified). 

Fponiwhom? 

, 1 RINCEhS. 

The oite 1 juht now gave you. 
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To you ! 


From tbc King! 


PRINCI^ RS. 


O heaveni, liow dicjulfully have I 
lij\olve(l myself! The letter, Sir! I must 
Jflave it again. 


To YOU ! 


CAltLOa. 

The lefter from il 


X ! 


TRiNcnsa. 

The hitter ! give it, I injplore you 
•By all that’s sacred— give it^** 


CARDOS. 

Wliat, the letter 

That-svill iiuiflask^the saint ! —Is this the letter? 

TRlNf 1>S. 

Now I’m undone ! Quick, gi\o it me 

CATlLCm. ^ 

The letter—— 

rRrNCi:RS (wrhufimj her haifih in despair), 

WJiiat have 1 done? — 0 dn^adful, diro imprudence ! 

CARLOS. 

This letter comes then from the King ! Princess, 

That changes all indeed, and quickly too. 

This letter is beyond all^'alne— priceless ! 

All Philip’s crowns are worthloss and too poor 
To win it from my hands. Ill keep this letter, 

PRINCESS (throwing herself prostrate before him as he is going), 
Almightf Heaven ! then I am lost for ever ! ^Ejeit Carlos. 


Scene IX. 

The Princess alone, 

(She seems overcome with smrpriae is confounded. After 
Carlos' depe^ture she hastens to call him back.,) 

^ • raiNCESS. ^ 

■grilKe? hut one word I Prince, hear me, * Hd Is gone. 
And this, tgo, 1 am doom'd to bear^his seom I 

• • F 2 
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[act II. 


And I am left in lonely wretchedness, 

Rejected and despised ! * 

[SinJes down upon a chair. — After a pause. 
And yet not so — 

I’m but displaced — supplanted by some wanton. 

He loves ! of that, no longer doubt is left : 

He has himself confess’d it — but my rival — 

Who caa she be ? Happy, thrice happy one ! 

This much stands clear — he loves, where ho should not ! 
He dreads discoveiy^^and from the King 
Ho hides his guilty passion ! Why from him 
Who would so gladly h^K it ? ^ Or, is it not 
The father that lie dreads so in the parent ? — 

When the King s wanton’*^urpose was diseJosed 
His features glow’d with triumjdi — boundless joy 
Flash’d in his eyes — his rigid virtue fled — 

Why was it mute in such a c^use as this ? 

Why should he triumph ? What hath he to gain 

If Philip to his queen 

[She stops suddenly t as if struck hy a thotight^ then 
drawing tlije ribbon hastily from her bosom which 
she had taken from Cabx.os, she seenis to recogni : 
it. ' 

Fool that I am !— 

At length ’tis plain. Wliere have my senses been ? 

My eyes are opened now. They loved each other 
Long before Philip •wooed her, and the Prince 
Ne’er saw me but with her ! She, she alone - 
Was in his thoughts when I believed myself 
The object of his true and boundless love. 

0 matchless error ! — and have I betray’d 
My weakness to her? 

Should his love prove hopeless ? 
Who can believe it ? Would a hopeless love 
Persist in such a struggle ? Gall’d to revel 
In joys for which a monarch sighs in vain ! 

A^bopeless love malices no such sacrifice. 

Wblat jBre was in his kiss ! How tenderly 
He^nress’d my bosom to Ms beating heart ! 

Wcdl nigh^e trial had i^ted dangjerons 
To bis roo^tie, ^inriequxted passion ! 



DON CABLOS. 


60 
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With joy he dkized the key he fondly thought 
The Queen had sent: — in this gigantic stride 
Of love he puts full credence — and he comes — 

In very truth comes here — ^and bo imputes 
To Philip’s wife, alSleed so madly rash. 

And would he so, had love not niade him bold ? 

clear as day — his suit is heard — she loves 
By Heaven, this saintly creature bums with passion. 

How subtle too she is ! * With fear I trembled 
Before this lofty {fexagon of virtue ! 

She tower’d heside me, an exalted being, 

And in her beams I felt fnyself eclipsed ; 

I envied her the lovely, clou^ss^c^m, 

That kept her soul from earthly tumults free. 

And was this soft serenity but show ? 

Would she atiboth feasts revel, holding up 
Her virtue’s godlike splendour to our gaze. 

And riot in the secret joys of vice ? 

And shall the false dissembler cozen thus. 

And win a safe immunity from this 

That no Avenger comes ? By heaven she shall not ! 

I once adored her,* — that demands revenge : — 

The King shall know her treachery — the King ! 

[After a pause, 

Tis the sure way to win the Monarch’s ear ! [Emt. 

SCENB X. 

A Chamber rni the iloyal Palace, 

Dvke of Adva, Father Dohingo. 

DOMINGO. 

Something to tell me ? 

• ALVA. 

Ay ! a thing of moment. 

Of which IVe made discovery to-day, 

Amd I would have your judgment on it 

DOMIHOO. 

• How!. 

Discovery To what do you allude ? 

Prince Oorlos and myself this momi|ig met 
[n the Queen’s antechamber. 1 received 
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DON CARLOS. 


[act JI. 


An insult from him — vfe were both in heat — 

The strife grew loud — and we had drawn our swords. 
Alarm’d, from her apartment rush’d the Queen. 

She stepped between us, — with commanding eye 
Of conscious power, she looked upon Vhe Prince. 

*Twas but a single glance, — but his arm dropp’d. 

He fell vpon my bosom — gave me then 
A warm embrace, and vanish’d. 

DOMINGO iafter a pofuse). 

This seems strange ! 

It brings a something to my mind, my Lord ! 

And thoughts like these T own have often sprung 
Within my breast ; but I avoid such fancies — 

To no one have I o’er confided them. 

There are such things as double-edged swords 
And untrue friends : — I fear them both. ‘Tis hard 
To judge among mankind, but still moi*e hard 
To know them thoroughly. Words slipt at random 
Are confidiints offended — therefore I 
13uric(l luy gecret in piy breast, till time 
Should drag it forth to light. Tis dangerous 
To render certain serVices to kings. 

They are tlie bolts, which, if they miss the mark, 
Itecoil upon die archer ! 1 could swtnir 

Upon the Saemment to what 1 saw. 

Yet one eye-witness — one word overheard — 

A scrap of paper — woul(? \veigh heavier fai’ 

Than ray most strong convictioir! Cursed fate 
That we are here in Spain ! 

AI.VA. 

And why in Spain ? 
DOMINGO. 

There is a chance in every Court but this. 

For passion to forget itself, and fall. 

Here it is warn’d by ever- wakeful laws. 

0}f.X Spanish Queens Would find it hard to 'oin — 

And pnly there; do they meet obstacles, * 

Where best ’twpuld serve our purpose to surprise ttepa. 
, . Ai;VA. 

But listen farther : Carlos had to-day 
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All audience the King ; the interriew 
Lasted an hour, and earnestly he sought 
The Government of Flanders for himself. 

Loudly he begg'd, and fervently. I heard him 

In the adjoining catiiiet. His eyes 

Were red with .tears when 1 encountered him. 

jioon he wore a look of lofty triumph, 

And vow’d^his joy at the King’s choice of me. ^ 

He thank’d the King, •“ Matters are changed,” he said, 
'* And things go better now.” He’s no dissembler : 

How shall 1 Reconcile such contradictions ? 

The Prince exults to see himself rejected, 

And I receive a favour from the Ifing 
With marks of anger ! — Wliat must I believe ? 

In truth, this new-born dignity doth sound 
J\Iucli more ly^e banishment, tlion royal favour ! 

* DOMZNOO. 

And is it come to this at last ? to this ? 

And has one moment crumbled into dust 
What cost us years to build ? And you so calm, 

^ iSo peifedlly at ease ! Know you this youlli ? 

Do you foresee the fate we may expect 
Should he attain to power ? The Prince I No foe 
Am I of his. Far other cares than these 
Gnaw at my rest — cares for the throne — for God, 

And for His holy Church !— The royal Prince — 

(1 know k?m, 1 can penetrate his soul,) 

Has formed a horrible (fesign, Toledo i 
The wild design — to make himself the JJegent, 

And set aside our pure and sacred faith. 

His bosom glows with some ne-w-fiaiigled virtue. 

Which, *proud and self-sufficient, scorns to rest 
For strength on any creed. He dares to think! 
llis brain is all on fire, with wild chimeras — 

He reverences the people ! And is this 
A man to be ^ur King ? 

ALTA. 

Fantastic dreams 1 
•No more, A boy’s ambition, too, perchaflcl 
To play sQpae lofty part ! What can he less ? 

These tlioughts will vanish when he’s call’d to rule. 
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[act Ih 


DOMINGO. 

I doul)t it ! Of hie freedom he is ptDud, 

And scorns those strict restraints^ all men must' bear 
Who hope to govern others. Would he suit 
Our throne ? Ilia bold gigantic mini 
Would burst the barriers of our policy. 

In vaiiiJL sought to enervate his soul 
In the loose joys of this voluptuous age, 

He stood the trial. Fearful is the spirit 
That rules this youth ; and Philip soon Will see 
His sixtietli year. 

ALVA, 

Yo^’ur vision stretches far ^ 

DOMINGO. 

Tie and the Queen are both alike in this. 

Already works, conceal’d in either breast. 

The poisonous wish for change and innovation. 

Give it but way, 'tivill quickly reach the throne. 

J know this Valois ! Wo may tremble for 
The secret Aongoanci^ of this quiet foe, 

If Philip’s weakness hearken to her voice ! 

Fortune so far hath smiled upon us. Now 
Wc must anticipate the foe — and both 
Shall full together in one fatal snare. 

Let but a hint of such a thing be dropp’d 
Before the King, proved or unproved, it recks not ; 
Our point is gain’d if he but way.er. We 
Ourselves have not a doubt ; and once convinced, 

'Tis easy to convince another’s mind. 

Be sure we shall discover more, if we 

Start with the faith that more remains conceal’d. 

ALVA. 

But soft ! A vital question ! Who is he 
Will undertake the task to tell the King ? 

DOMINGO. 

l^r you, nor I ! NoW sliall you learn, p^hUt long 
My busy spirit, full of Its design, ^ 

Has been at^ork with, to achieve its ends. * 

Still is there wantipg to complete our league, 

A third important personi^e. The Kipg 
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Loves the yourg {^rixicess Eboli— and 1 
Foster this passion,. &r ihy own designs., 

I am his go-l>etw£en. She shall be schoord 
Into our plot. If my plan fail me not. 

In this young lady, iiall a close a^y — 

A very Queen, bloom for us. She ^ergelf 
sked me, but now, to meet her in this chamber. 

I'm fall^pf lic^pe. And in one little night 
A Spanish maid may bloat this Valois’ lily. 

- j,;. . ALVA. ■ 

What do you say ! Can I have heard aright ? 

By Heaven ! I’m all amazement. Compass this, 

And I’ll how down to thee, Dominkan I 
’The day’s our ovm. 

DOMINGO. 

Soft ! Some one comes : *tis she — 

Tis shb herself! , 

ALVA. 

I’m in the . djoining room 
If you should 

DOMINGO. • 

Be it so : I’ll caJJ you in. [Exit Alva. 


Scene XI. 

Princess, Domingo. 

DOMINGO. 

At your coj;flmand, Princess. » 

F&NCESS. 

We are perhaps 

Not quite alone? [Looking inquisitively after the Duke. 

You have, as I observe, 

A witness still by you. 

DOMINGO. 

How? 

PRINCESS. 

Who was he 

That left your^i je but now ? • 

DOHINOO. 

It was Dv.k€^Alvtt, 

Most gracious Princess, he requests ypu will 
Admit him*to an i^udience after me. 
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[act h. 


PBINCRSB. f 

Duke Alva! Hw What can he want with me? 

You can, perhaps, inform me? 

DOMINGO. 

I %~atid that 

Before I learn to what important chance 
-f owe favour, lonj» denied, to stand 
Before xne Princess Eboli once more ? • 

[Paifsas waiting her (miwer. 
Has any circumstance occurr’d at lasit 
To favour the King’s ^vishes ? Have my hopes 
Been not in vain, that more deliberate thought 
Would reconcile you %o an offer, which 
Caprice alone and waywardness could spurn ? 

I seek your presence full of expectation 

PRINCESS. ^ 

Was my last answer to the King convey’d ? 

DOMINGO. 

I ^ft ave delay’d to inflict this mortal wound. 

^)ere still is time, it rests with you, 
f rincess, to mitigate its rigour. 

«' PRINCESS. 

Tell the King 

That I expect Ihm. 


DOMINO o. 

May I, lovely Princass, 
Indeed accept this as wDur true reply ? 

PRINCESS. 

I do not jest. — By Heaven, you make me tremble ! 
What have I done to make e’en you grow pale? 

DOMINGO. 

Nay, Lady, this surprise — so sudden — I 
Can scarcely comprehend it. 

PRINCESS. 


Bevereud Sir 

You ijhall not compr^ehd it. — Not for aH 
The world would I you comprehended k. 

Enough for vou it is so*- spare yourself 
The troublrftfi investigate in thought, 

Whose eloquence hath wrought this wondroug cnange* 
But for your comfort let me add, you have 
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No hand in thiil misdeed, — ^nor has the Church.'"' 
Although youVe proved, that cases ihight arise 
Wherein the Church, to gain some noble end, 
Might use the persons of her youthful daughters ! 
Such roasoiiings mo^ not jne : such motives, pure, 
Jlight reverend Sir, are far too high for me. 

• • DOMINGO. 

When they become superfluous, j^oui’ Grace, 

T Tvillingly retract them. 

* praNCEss. 

Seelc the King, 

And ask him as from me, that he vnll not 
Mistake me in this business. What I have been, 
That- am I still. Tis but the course of things 
Has cluuiged. •When 1 in anger spurn’d his suit, 

-T deem’d him truly*happy in possessing 
Marth’s fairest ()uecii. — 1 thought his faithful wife 
Reserved my siicrifice. — I thought so then, 

Ihit no^^ I’m undeceived. 

, * DOMINGO. 

^ ^ Princess, go on 1 

I hear it all — ^we understand each othei*. 




PIUNCESS. 

Phiough. ^he is found out. I will not spare her. 

The hypocrite’s unmask’dj She 43as deceived 
The King, all Spain, and me. She loves, I know 
She loves ! I can bring proofs, will make you tremble. 
The King has been deceived— but he shall not, 

By Heaven, go uurevenged ! The saintly mask 
Of pure and superhuman self-denial 
111 tear from her deceitful brow, that all 
May see the forehead of the siiameless sinner. 

’Tifill cost me dear, but Ijere my triumph lies, 

That it will co|/; her infinitely mor^. 

DOMINGO. 

Now,albis rtpe, let me call in the Duke. a fiSoes out. 

PIUNCESS {astonished). 

Wbat moan$ all thjs ? 
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ScKN^ XIT. : 

The Princess, Dcke Alva, Domingo, 

DOMINGO Quoding the duke in). 

Our tidings, good my Lord, 
Come somewhat late. The Princess Eboli 
Beveals to us a secret, we had meant 
OurselVo to impait to her. 

ALVA.* 

My visi^:, then, 

Will not so much surprise her, but 1 nevef 
Trust my own eyes in these discoveries. 

They need a woman*^ more discerning glance. 

PjaiNCESB. 

Discoveries ! How mean you? 

DOMINGO. , 

Would we knew * 

What place and fitter season you— ~ 

IRINCESS. 

Just so I 

To-morrow noon, I will expect you both. 

Beasons 1 have, why this clandestine guilt 
Should from the King no longer be conceaVd. 

ALVA. 

*Tis this that brings us here. The King must know it. 
And he should hear the news from you, Princess, 

From you alone for to what jLongue would he 
Afford such ready credence, as io yours, 

Friend and companion ever of his spouse ? 

DOMINGO. 

As yours, whb more tlian any one, at will 
Can o’er him exerciso supreme command. 

ALVA. 

I am the Prince’s open enemy 

DOMINGO 

And^at is what the ^orld believes of me^ 

The Princess Eboli ’s above su^ieion • 

We are comnell’d to silence, but your duty, 

The duty of yclUr office, calls on you 

To speak. The King shall not escape our hoMds. 

Let your hints rouse him, well coippleie Ae ^rk 
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^ I ALVA. 

It must Le done at once, without delay ; 

Each moment now is precious. In an hour 
Tlio order may arrive for my departure. 

DOMINGO {after a sMort pause, turns to the princess). 
^annot some letters he discover’d? Truly, 

An intercepted letter from the Prince 

Wotild work with rare effect. Ay ! let me see*^ 

Is it not so? You sleep,* Princess. I think, 

In the same cjiamht?r with her Majesty? 

PRINCESS. 

The next to hers. But of \yhat us(j is that ? 

DOMINGO. 

Oh for some skill in locks ! Have you observed 
Where she is wont to keep her casket key ? 

PjiiNCEss {in thought). 

Yes! that might lead to something — yes, I think 
The key is to be found. 

DOMINGO. 

. • Letters, ydu know, 

Need messengers. Her retinue is l^irge— 

Who do you think could put us on the scent? 

Gold can do much. 

ALVA. 

Can no one tell us whether 
The Prino^ has any trus^r confid#tiit? 

DOMINGO. 

Not one ; in all Madrid not one. 

ALVA. 

That’s strange 1 

DOMINGO. 

Bely on me in this. He holds in scorn 
The universal court. I have my proofs. 

ALVA. 

Stay ! It occurs to me — as I was leaving 
The Queen’s apaTtmeut, I beheld the Prince 
In private Conference with a page of hers.^ | 

pRiNOEss {suddenly interrupting). 

Oh, no! tt&t must nave been of some*thing else* 



DON CAllLOS. 


[act II. 


78 "^ 

DOMtXGO. 

' Could \YC not ascertain the fact? It seems 
Suspicious. [To the DuivE 

Did you know the page, my Lord ? 

PRINCESS, r 

Some trifle — what else could it be ? Enough — 

I’m sure of that. So we shall meet again 
Before the King ; and by that time 
We may discover much. 

DOMINGO (leading her guide). 

What of the Khig ? 

Say may he hope ? May J assure liim so ? 

And the entrancing libur which shall fulfil 
His fond desires, what shall I say of that? 

PRINCESS. 

In a few days I will feign sickness, aivd 
Shall be excused from waiting on the^Qiiceii. 

Such is, you know, the custom of the (h>art, 

And I may then remain in my apartment. 

DOMINGO. 

Tis wtU devised ! .Wow the great game is wop, 

And we may bid deface to ail Queens 1 

PBINCKISS. 

Hark, I am called, I must attend the Queen, 

So fare you well. [E;Ht. 

Scene XIII. 

ALYMand Domingo. 

DOMINGO (after a pause, during which he has watched 
the princess). 

My Lord I these roses, aud^ 

Your battles — 

ALYA. 

And your God — why even m I 
Thus well await the lightning that shall scathe ust 

[Ea^unt, 

^OENE XTY, 

A Carthurim 

I Pqn CAiitmand ^ PasosL 
CARLOS (to the pxtiOB* €b8 h$ comcs m). 

Been here already ? — I am sorry for iL • 
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PEIOR. 

Yes, thrice sinci morning. 'Tis about an hour 
Since he went hence. 

OABLOS. 

^ But he will sure retiirn 
Has ha not left some message? 

PBIOE. 

Yes ; he proiBfs3d 

To come again at noon. ^ ^ 

CARLOS (going to a wiiidowy and locking round the country)^ 
, * Your convent lies 

Far from the public road. Yonder are seen 
The turrets of Madrid — -just so — and there 
The Mansanares flows. The scenery is 
Exactly to my wish, and all around 
Is calm and still as secrecy itself 

• • « PRIOR. 

Or as the entrance fo another world ! 

CARLOS. 

Most worthy Sir, to yoiii'fideHty 
And honouy, have I now entrusted ali 
‘ hold m'ost dear and sacred in the w^rld. 

No mortal man must know, or e en suspect, 

With whom I here hold secret assignation. 

Most weighty reasons prompt me to deny. 

To all the world, the friend whom 1 expect, 

Therefore 1 ^shoose this convent. — Are we safe 
From traitors and surprise*? You* recollect 
What you have sworn. 

PRIOR. 

Good Sir, rely on us. 

A Kings suspicion cannot pierce the grave. 

And curious ears haunt only those resorts 

Where wealth and passions dwell^but from these walla 

The world’s for ever banish’d. 

CABLOS. 

Yowinay think, 

Perhaps, beneath ftiis seeming fear and caution 
Ther^ lies a^guilty conscience ? 

PRIOR. 


I thinS nothing. 
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BO 




CABLOS. 

If you imagine this, most holy father, 

You err — indeed you err. My secret shuns 
The sight of man^but not the eye of God. 

DBIOR. 

Such things concern us&lUtle^ This retreat 
To guilt, and innocence Sike, is open. 

And TvlitrtVr thy designs be good or ill, 

Thy purpose criminal or virtuous, — that 
We leave to thee to settle with thy Ijjeort. 

CAULOS (with u amith). 

Our purpose never cen disgrace your God. 

’Tis his own noblest work. To you, indeed, 

I may reveal it. 

PBIOE. 

To what end» 

Forego, dear Prince, this needl^iS^A^xplanatiou. 

The world and all its troubles l^ye been long 
Shut from my thoughts — in preparation for 
My last long joum<y. Why recall Uicm to u)e, 

For the brief spacCpthat must precede my death*? 

'Tis little for salvation that we need — 

But the bell rings, and summons me to prayer. ^ 

* [Eicit Pbiou. 

Scene XV. 

Don Cablos ; iihe Majjqt:is Posa enters . 

, CABI.OS. 

At length once more, — at length 


HABQms. 

0, what a trial 

For the impatience of a friend ! The sun 
Has risen twice~twice set-^since Carlos's fate 
Has been resolved, and am 1 only now 
To learn it : speak, — ^you're reconciled I 


The King ! 


CABLOS. 


^With whom? 


MA3Qms. 

Audi Flanders, too , — ith fate i^settlecjll 
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CARLOS. 

Tlie Duke scts^out to-morrow. Th^it is fixed 

MARQUIS. 

That cannot be — it is not surel;y so. * . 

Can all Madrid be s% deceived 7 ’Ws said 
Vou bad a private audience^ an^ tiie King — — 

liemaiii’d inflexible, and we are now 
Divided more than ever. • 


To Flanders ! 


MARQUIS. 

Do you go 


CARLOS. 

No! 


. MARQUIS. 

Alas ! my blighted ho^^^c . 

'^>,;.^^pARLOS. 

Of this hereafter. Oh, tlOdcrigo ! since 
We parted last, what I not endured ? 

Dut^ first tliy counsel ! Hi must speak with her! 

« MARQUIS. • 

V'our indtljer ? No! But whereforg ? 

^ CARLOS. 

I have hopes— 

But you turn pale ! ^ Be calm — T should bo happy. 

And 1 shall be so : but of this anon — 

Advise me now, how I may speal^with her. 

3kA.RQUI8. 

What mean you 7 What new feverish dream is this 7 

CARLOS, 

By the great God of wonders ’tis no dream ! 

’I'is truth, reality 

[Taking out the king's letter to the Princess Edoli. 
Contain'd in this 

Important paper — Yes, the Queen is free, — 

FrCe before men and in the eyes of Heaven ; 

Q'hcre read, and cease to wonder at ^y words. 

(marquis {opening the letter). 

What do I liere behold ? The King’s own haiid ! 

* [After he has read it. 


To whom address’d.? 
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CAELOS. 

To Princess Eboli. 

Two days ago, a page who serves tbc <,)uoon, 
Brought me, from unknown hands, a key and letter, 
\Vl)icb said that in tlic left wing i)f tue palace, 
Where the Queen lodges. Jay a cabinet, — 

That th 0 |;o a lady whom I long had loved 
Aw^aited nuS:' I straight obey’d the summons. 

MARQUIS. 

Fool ! madman ! you obey'd it 

CAELOS. 

i\"ot that 1 

The writing knew ; but there was only one 
Such woman, who could think herself adored 
By Carlos. With delight into?de-ate 
1 hasten’d to tlio spot. A heavenly l^orig, 
lle-ochoing from the innermost apartmejit, 

Served me for guide. I reached).jho cabinet — 

I entered and beheld — conceive my wonder I — 


1 guess it all- 


CAELOS. 

1 had been lost for ever, 


But that I fell into an angel's liands ! 

She, hapless chance, bjr my imprudent looks'»^' ” 
Deceived, had yielded to the sweet delusion. 
And deem’d herself the idol of ray soul. 

Moved by the silent anguish of my breast, 

With thoughtless generosity, her heart 
Nobly determined to return my love ; 

Deeming respectful fear hfid caused my silence, 
She dared to speak, and all her lovely soul 
Laid bare before me. 


MARQUIS; 

I ' And with caioi cbmposure. 

You tell thk tale ! The Princess Eboii 

Saw througn«your hem t ; and doubtless she kag^ pierced 

The inmost secret of your bidden love. 

YouVe wrong’d her deeply, and she i:ule8 th« King. 
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CARLOS {confidently). 

But she is vir is ! 

MARQUIS. 

She may be so 

From Love’s mere selfishness. But much I ft^ar 
8u(;h virtue — well I Icnow it : know how little 
*Jt linth the power to sotir to that ideal, 

WhiT-h, fiiflt conceived in sweet and stately gp.a e, 
Fi’om tlK‘- pure soul’s maternal soil, puts forth 
Spontaiuious slioote, nor asks the gard'nor’s aid 
To nurse its tavish blossoms hito life. 

Tis hut a foreign plant, with labour rear’d, 

•And warmth that poorly imitates tte south, 

In a cold soil and an unfriendly clime. 

Call il what name you will — or education, 

Or p}inci])lc, artificial virtue 

Won the heat of youth by art and cunning. 

In CO ji diets manifold — all noted down 

With scrupulous reckoning to that Heaven’s account, 

Which is its aim, and will requite its pains. 

Ask your own heart ! Can she forgTve the Queen 
i’hat yon should scorn her dearly-purchased virtue, 
U’ojuiie in hopeless love for Philip’s wife. 

CARLOS. 


Kuow’st thou tlio Princess, then, so well ? 

MARQUIS. 


^ • Not I— 

I’ve scarcely seen her twice. And yet thus much 
1 may remark. To me she still appears 
To sliun alone tlie nakedness of vice, 

Too weakly proud of her imagined virtue. 

And then' 1 mark the Queen ! How different, Carlos, 
Is everything that I behold in her ! 

In native dignity, serene and calm. 

Wearing a careless cheerfulness — unschool’d 
In all the train’d restraints of conduct, far 
Removed from Boldness and tiinidit}^, 

With firm Ijjeroic step, she walks along 
The nant>w middle path of rectitude, • 
Uiujonscious of the worship she compel^, 

Where she eff self-approval never dream *d. 

o 2 
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6i 

Sj.y, (lotJri my Cai’jos in ibis mirror tnico 
I’he features of his Eboli? The Prineess' 

AVas constant wLilOfslie loved ; love was the price, 

Tlio understood conditioh of her vii tue. 

You fail 'd to pay that price — ’twill thjTefore fall. 

CARLOS {ycith xcanntfi). 

No, no ! {ILmtiUj paciiuj the Jpartment: 

"v. tell tliee, no ! And Roderigo. 

Ill it. becomes tbee, thus to rob thy Carlos 
Of bis high trust in human cxccllemce, 

Ilis chief, his dearest joy ! 

MARQUIS. 

Desen^e I this ? 

Friend of my soul, this would 1 never do — 

By IJcaven I would not! O this Eboli ! 

She were an angel to me, and before 
Tier glory would I bend me prostrate down. 

In reverence deep as thine, if i^e were not 
The mistress of thy secret. 

, Carlos. 

Sea how vain, 

How idle are thy fears ! What proofs lias she 
That will not stump lier maiden brow witli shame i 
Say will she purehaso with her own dishonour 
The wretched satisfaction of revenge ? 

MARQUIS. 

Ay ! to recall a blush, full manyta one 
lias dootnd herself to infamy. 

CARLOS i^jivUh increased rehemenec). 

Nay, that 

Js far too harsh — and cruel ! She is proud 
And noble ; well 1 know her, and fear nothing. 

Vain are your efforts to alarm my hopes. 

I must speak to my mother. 

MARQUIS. 

i Now ? for what ■ 

^ a CARLOS. * 

Because IVe ncthing more to care for now’, 

And 1 must know my fate. Only contrive 
That I may speak w^ith her. 
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^fARQUlS. 

And wilt thou show 

This letter to her ? ' , , 

CABLES.. 

Question ino no more, 

But quickly find the means that X may see her, 

MARQTiia {significantly). 

Didst th(4u not tell me that thou lov’st thy mother? 

And wouldst thou really show this letter ttf'her ? 

[Cablos fixes his eyes on the ground^ and remains sUent. 
T read a so4iething, Carlos, in thy looks 
Unknown to me before. Thou turn'st thine eyes 
Away from me. — Then is it tnief and have T 
Judged thee aright? Here, Ibt me see that paper. 

[Caelos gives him the letter, and the Marquis tears it, 

CARI.OS. 

Wliat ! art thou mad? [Moderating his warmth. 

In truth — I must confess it, — 
That letter was of deepest moment to me. 

MARQUIS. 

So it a]ipear’d : on that account iHore it. 

[lire Marquis casts a j)enetratinu look on the Prince, who 
surveys him with doubt and surprise, — A long silence, 
speak to me with candour, Carlos. What 
Have desecrations of the royal bed 
To do with thee — thy love ? Dost thou fear Philip? 

•IIow husband s violated duties 
Allied with thee and thy audaiJ^ous hopes ? 

Has he sinn’d tliere, where thou hast placed thy love ? 

Now then, in truth, I learn to comprehend thee — 

How ill till now I’ve understood thy love I 

CARLOS. 

What dost thou think, Boderigo ? 

MARQUIS. 

Oh, I feel 

From what it is that I must wean myself. 

Once it was otherwise ! — ^Yes, ou^e thy soul 

Was bounteouif, rich, and warm, and thera was room 

For a^wKole world in thy expanded heart.^ 

. Those feelings are extinct — all swallow’d up 
In one ppor petty, selfish passion. 'Now 
Thy heart is withered, dead ! No tears hast thou 
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For the unhappy fate of wretched Flanders — 

No, not another tear. O, Carlos ! see '' 

How poor, how beggarly, thou hast become, 

Since all thy love has centered in thyself ! 

CARLOS {flings himself into a chair. -f- After a pause f with 
scarcely suppressed, tearsf) 

Too well I know thou lov st me now no more ! 

^ MARQUIS. 

Not so, my Oarlos. Well I uiK^erstand 
This iiery passion : ’tis the misdirection 
Of feelings pure and noble in themselves. 

The Queen belong’d to thee : the King, thy father. 
Despoil'd thee of her- -yet till now thoii ImsL 
Been modestly distrustfuh of thy claims. 

Philip, perhaps, was worthy of her ! Thf>u 
Scaivo dared to breathe Ids sentence in a whisper: 

This letter has resolved thy doubts, and i>ruvp.d 
art the worthier man. With haughty jov 
,y^ou saw’st before thee rise thfe doom that waits 
On tyranny convicted of a tlieff, 

But thou wert proud be the injured one : 

Wrongs undeserv’d great souls can calmly sufTcr. 

Yet here thy fancy ^ayed thee flfilse : thy pride 
Was touch Vi with satisfaction, and tliy heart 
Allow’d itsedf to hope : I plainly saw 
'riiis time, at leasts thou didst not know thysfdf; - 
CARLOS {with emotion), + 

Thou’rt wrong, Iloderigo i for m; thoughts were fttr 
i^ess noble than thy goodness would perhuadc me. 

MARQUIS. 

And arn I then e’en here so little known ? 

JSV'e, Carlos, when thou errest, ’tis iny way, 

Amid a hundred virtues, still to fmd 
That one to which I may impute thy fall. 

Now, then, we understand each other better, 

And thou shalt have an audience of tlie Queen. 

CARLOS [failing on hie neck). “ 

O, hoW 1 blush beside thee ! ® 

^ MARQUIS. 

^ Take my word, 

And leave the rest to^mo. A wild, l)old thought^ 

A happy thought is dawning in my ipincT; 
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And thou shalt hear it from a fairer mouth, 

T hasten to tfle Queen. Perhaps to-morrow 
Thy wish may be achieved. Till then, my Carlos, 

T \»rget not this — “ That a design conceived 
(If lofty reason, wl^ch involves the fate, 

'riio suff rings of mankind, tho’ it be baffled 
Ten thousand times, should never be abandoned.” 

Dost hea* ? — Remember Flanders. 

• CABLOS. 

Yes \ all, aU 

That thou aad virtue bid me not forget. 

MARQUIS {going to a •window). 

^ The time is up — I hear thy suitef approaching. 

[They ernlirace. 

Crown Prince again, and vassal. 

CARLOS. 


Straight to Madnd ? 


Dost thou go 


4;ABQnis. 
Yes, sti*aight. 

CARLOS. • 


^ Hold ! one word more. 
I low nearly it escaped me ! Yet ’twas news 
CTf deep importance. “ Every letter now 
Sent to 13 rubant is opened by the King ! ” 

S<3 he upon thy guard. The royal pofl|^ 
lias secro/i orders. 

•marquis. 

How have you learnt this ? 

CAiir.os. 

Don Raymond Taxis is my trusty friend. 

marquis {after a pause). 

Well !— then they may bo sent through Germany. 

[Eaeunt on different sides. 


ACT HI. 

• « 

• Scene I. 

The King's Bedchamber.^ 

Ok the toilet two burning lights. In ilie baek-graund several 
Pages asleep resting on their knees* The Kino, in half 
undress, stands before the table, with one arm hen% over 
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the chair, in a reflecting posture. Bejnre him is a medallion 
and papers. 

KING. 

Of a warm fancy she has ever been ! 

Who can deny it ? I could never Iqve her, 

Yet has she never seem’d to miss my love. 

And so *tis plain — she’s false ! 

[Makes ^ movement which brings him to hhnseJf. — Tie 
looks rTfknd with surprise.^ Where have J been ^ 

Is no one watching here, then, eave the IQng ? 

The light’s burnt out, and yet it is not dtgp-t . 

1 must forego my slumbers for to-night. ,> 

Take it, kind nature, •for enjoy'd ! No 
Have monarchs to retrieve the nights they' lose. 

I’m now awake, and day it shall be. 

[He puts out the candles, and draws aside the window- 
curtain. He observes the sleeping Pages — remains Jor 
some time standing before them — then rings a hell. 

‘ All 

Asleep within the antechamber too ? 

Scene II. 


27w King, Count Lerjia. 

LEBMA (surprised at seeing the king). 

Coes not your Majesty feel well ? 

• KING. 

# The left,:;' 

Pavilion of the palace was in flames : . 

Did you not hear the alxirum ? * 

LERMA. 

No, my Liege. 

KING. 

No ! What ? And did I only dream it then ? 

Twas gwrely real ! Does not the Queen sleep there ? 
LERMA, 

Yes, yotir M^esty. 

j KING. 

* r This dream affrights me r 

In future let ilje guards be doubled there 

soon as it grows dark. Dost hear ? And yet 

-.JLret it be done in seeret, — I would not r 

Why do yoii\^6 on me ? 
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LEBMA. 

Your blood-shot eyes 

I mark, that beg repose. Dare I remind 
My Liege of an inestimable life, 

And of your subjectsfwho with pale dismay. 

Would in such features read of restless nights? 

But two brief hours of morning sleep would 

• • • KING (with troubled look). 

m ^ Sleep ! 

Shall I find sleep '^ithin the Escurial : — 

Let the K?ng^|^ep, and he may lose his crown. 

The husban^'lps wife*s heart. But no ! not so — 

.This is but sliiibder. Was it not a Vomaii 
Whisper’d the crime to me? Woman, thy name 
Is calumny I — The deed III hold unprov’d, 

Until a man confinos the fatal truth ! 

• [To {be Images, who in the meanwhile have auMS/r|^, 
Summon Duke Alva I [Pages 

Count ! come nearer to me. 

a searching look on the Count. 
Is all this true ? O 1 for Omuisciefltce now% 

Tiio’ but so long as a man’s pulse nyght beat ! 

Is^it true? Upon your oath ! Am 1 deceived? 

LEBMA. 

My great, my best of Kings ! 

KING (drawing hack),^ 

• ! Nought but King ! 

And Kit^ again ! No better answer than 
Mere hollow echo ! When I strike this rock, 

For water, to assuage my burning thirst, 

It gives me molten gold. 

LEBMA. 

What true, my Liege ? 

KING. 

0 j nothing — nothing ! Leave me ! ^<Jet the© gone ! 

[The Count gomg, the King calls him bade again. 
Say, are you nfhrried? and are yotf a father? 

^ * LEBMA." ' 

1 am, year Majesty. 

king. 

What! marrieeP— yet 
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You dare to watch a uight here with your King ! 

YWr hair is grey, and yet you do not blush 
To think your wife is honest. Get thee home, 

You’ll find her lock’d, this moment, in your son’s 
Incestuous embrace. Believe you*t King. 

Now go — you stand amazed — ^you stare at me 
With seurchiug eye, because of my grey hairs ! 
ITuhappyjnan, reflect. Queens never taint*^* 

Their virtfifc thus ; — doubt it. «iid you shall die ! 

LEiiMA [with warmCh). 

Who dare do so ? In all my Monarch's realms 
Who has the daring^hardihood to brcatJie 
Suspicion on her angel purity ? 

!3’o slander tlius, the best of Queens — 
riNo. 

The best! 

The best, from you too 1 She has ardent friends, 

I find, around. It must have cost her much — 

More tljan me thinks she could afford to give. 

You are dismiss’d— Now send the Duke to luo. 

. ^ Ll'UMA. 

1 hear him in tlie antechamb«='r. l<fOui(j. 

KINO {with a milder tone). 

Count 

What you obsenled is veiy true. — My head 
Bum^j with the fever oj this sleepless night I 
Wliai 1 have utter'd in this waSung dream, 

M ark you !— forget I I am your gracious King ? 

[Presents his hand t>o kiss. Exit Lekma, opmimg the 
door at the same time to Duke Axva. 

Scene III. 

The Kim and Duke Alva. 
vUVA {approaching the Ktm with an air o/ domt). 

This unexpected order, at so strange 

An hour ! i, [Starts on looking doser at the King. 

> ^And then those looks I 

KING ijios sealed himself, and taken hold the medallion 
on the table — Looks at dukk for some time in sUence). 

• And k it true 



sc. lit.] 


DON CATILOS. 


91 


I have uo faithful servant! 

® ADVA. 

How? 

KING. 

A blow 

Aim’d at raj Jile in its most vital part ! 

Full well ’twas known, yet no one warn'd me of it. 

• jfLVA (with a look of asfoniskmetit). . 

A blow aim’d at your Majesty ! and yet 
Escape your Alva’s sye ? 

•jciNO (shotvlnff him letters). 

Know yoij this wanting ? 

ALVA. 

It is the Prince’s hand. 

KING [a pause — watches the duke closely). 

, Do you suspect 

Then nothing ? — Often have you caution’d me 
(iainst his ambition — Was there nothing more 
Than his ambition should have made me tremble ? 

ALVA. 

Auibition IVs a word of largest impoi 
And much it may comprise. 

KINO. 

And hod you nought 
Of special purport to disclose ? 

Ai^YA {after a pause, mysteriaudy). 

• Your M^]esty 

Hath given the kingdom’s welfare to my charge : — 
On this my inmost, secret thoughts are bent. 

And my best vigilance. Beyond this charge 
What I may think, suspect, or know, belongs 
To me alone. These are the sacred treasures 
Which not the vassal only, hut the slave — 

The very slave — ^may from a king withheld. 

Not all that to my mind seems plain, is yet 
Mature enough eo meet the Monarches ear. 

Would he be ansveered — then must I imploref 
He will rjptTquestion as a King. 

* KING (handing die leUere). * 

Read ihese 1 
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ALVA {I'cads them, and turns to the king mth a look 
of terror). ^ 

Who was the madman placed these fatal papers 
In my King’s hands ? 

KING. # 

You know, then, who is meant .* 
No name you see is mentioned in the paper. 

ALVA {stepping hack confused). 

I was too'^Lasty ! 

KING. 

But you know ! 

ALVA {after some consideration]. 

’Tis spoken ! 

The King commands,— I dare not now conceal. 

I ’ll not deny it — I do know the person. 

KING (starting up in violent emotion ). 

God of Revenge ! inspire me to invent** 

Some new, unheard-of torture! Is*their crime 
So clear, so plain, so public to the world, 

That without e’en the trouble of inquiry 
The veriest hint suffices to reveal it ? 

This is too much ! I did not dream of this ! 

1 am the last of all, then, to discern it — 

The last in all my realm ? 

ALVA (throwing himself at the king’s feet). 

, Yes, I confess 

My guilt, most gracious Monarch. I’m ashamed 
A coward prudence should have tied my tongue 
When truth, and justice, and ray Sovereign’s honour, 
Urged me to speak. But since all else are silent, 

And since the magic spell of beauty binds 
All other tongues, — I dare to give it voice ; - 
Though w^ell I know, a son’s warm protestations, 

A wife^s seductive charms and winning tears 

KING (suddenly with warmth). 

Rise, Alva ! thou hast now my royal promise — 
tIUse, and speak fearlessly I 

j ALVA {psing\ ^ 

^ Your Majesty, „ 

Perchance, may bear in your remembrance still. 

What happen’d ki the garden at Aranjuez. . 
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You found the Queen deserted by her ladies, 

AYiih loolis confuted — alone, within a bower,— 

KING. 

Proceed ! What further have I yet to hear? — 

• ALVA. 

Tlie Marcliioness of Mondecar was banished 
because she boldly sacrificed herself 
To save'tlie (Jueen ! It 1ms been since disco^red, 
iShe did no more than she hkd been command^. 

Prince Carlos, had been there. 

KING (starting). 

The t^rince ! What more ? 

ALVA. 

i ’]ion the f;»round, the footsteps of a man 
VVTre tivu'ed, till finally they disappeared 
Close to a grotto f leftward of the bower. 

Where lay a handle erthief, the Prince had dropped. 

This waken’d our suspicions. — But besides, 

’J’hc gardener met the Prince upon the spot, — 

.lust at the time, as near as we can gue^s, 

Your Majesty appeared within the walk. 

KING (recovering from gloomy\hought'y 
And J^et she wept when I but seem’d to doubt ! 

She made me blush before th’ assembled court, 

Blush to my very self ! By Heaven ! I stood 
In presence oj* her virtue, like a culprit. 

\A long and deep silence,--^e sits Uown and hides his face. 
Yes, Alva, you are right ! — ^All this may lead 
To something dreadful — ^Leave me for a moment 

ALVA. 

But, gracious sire, all this is not enough— 

KING (snatching up tfie papers), 

Xor this, nor this? — Nor all the harmony 

Of these most damning proofs? *Tid clear as day — 

I knew it long ago — their heinous guilt 
Began, when firs^ 1 took her from yoar hands. 

Here in Madrid, i think I see her now t 
With look«pf horror, pale as midnight ghost, ^ 

Fixing her eyes upon my hoary hair ! 

’Twas then the treacherous game began 1* 
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ALTA. ^ 

The Prince, 

In welcoming a mother — ^lost his bride ! 

Long had they nursed a mutual passion, long 
Each others ardent feelings understood, 

Which her new state forbade her to indulge. 

The fear which still attends love’s first avowal 
Was long ^bdued. Seduction, bolder grown. 

Spoke in thb&e forms of easy confidence 
Which recollections of the past allowed. 

Allied by harmony of souls and years, 

And now by similar restraints provoked. 

They readily obey’d** wild desires. 

Keasons of state oppo^ their early union — 

But can it, sire, be thought she e^^er gave 
To the State Council such authority? 

That she subdued the passion of her ^oul 
To scrutinize with more attentive eye 
Th’ election of the cabinet Her heart 
Was bent on love, won a diadem. 

KINO {pffptde^, and with hUtemess). 

You are a nice observer, Duke, and I 
Admire your eloquence. I thank you truly, 

{Jiising coldly and haughtily. 
But you are right. The Queen has deeply err’d, 

In keeping from me letters of such import, 

And in concealing the intrusiv^ visit 

The Prince 'pidd in the garden : — from a false 

Mistaken hotnour she hath deeply erred, 

And I shall question further. \Ringina the heU. 

Who waits novf 

Within the antechamber ? You, Duke Alva, 

I need no longeri-L^Jo. 

i ALVA. 

And has lay 

A second itijjae disglelsed ydur Mi^esty^ 
stNO {to a PAOK w/fco enters). 

Summon Difmiiigo. Duke, I pardon ye® 

For having fnade ibe tretnide, for a moment* 
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Witli secret upprehension, lest yourself 
Might full a vktttb to a foul misdeed. 

[Exit Alva. 

SCENB IV. 

# 

The Kino, D^kiNGO. 


^ [Kino walks up and down the room to collect his thoughts. 
iyomiiOo\afte}^conU'^mplating the kino for sovj^ time with a 
respect^l silence). 

How ^invfully surprisetl I am to find 
Your ^iftjesty so tranquil and collected. 

KING. 


'’^irpristvl ! 

noiinsGO. ' 

And Heav'n be thank’d my fears were gi'oundless ! 
Kow inay^ I hope»the best 

KING. 

Your fears ! Wliat feared you ? 

DOMINGO. 

I dare not bide it from your Majesty 

» Thai I ba\e*leam’d a secret 

KIND [gloomilij). 

And have I 

jij\])ross u a wish to share your secret wth you ? 

Who ventures to anticipate me thus ? — 

Too forward, by mine honour ! 


DOMtNGO. 

• Gracious monaren : 

The place, tho occasion, seal of secrecy 
’Neath which 1 leara’d it — free me this charge. 
It was entriisted to me at the seat 
Of penitence — entrusted aa a crime 
That deeply weigh’d upon the tender sold 
Of the fair sinner who confess’d her guilt,^ 

And sought the pardon of ofiGended Heaven. 

Too lata &ie Pringess weeps a foul misdeed 
Th£^ may mvolvc tke^ Queen herself in ruin. 


Indeed ! Kind soul I — You have eorreedy gu^s’d 
The occasion qf your summons^ You must guide 
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Through this dark liibyrinth wherein blind zeal 
Ha| tangled me. From yon I hope for truth. 

Be "Wndid with me ; what mast 1 believe, 

And what determine ? Prom your sacred office 
I look for strictest truth. \ 

nOMINGO. 

And if, my liege, 

The mildness ever incident to this 
My holy ocu^tlng, did not such restraint 
Impose upon me, still I would entreat 
Your Majesty, for your own peace of mind, 
urge no farther ^s discovery, 

And cease for ever to pursue a secret 
Wliich never can be happily explain’d. 

All that is yet discover'd may be pardon'd. 

Let the King say the word — and then the (iueen 
Has never sinn'd. The Monarch’s will bestows' 

Virtue and fortune, both with equal ease. 

And the King’s undisturb'd tranquillity 
Is, in itself, sufficient to destroy 
The rumours set on foot by calumny. 

KING, 

What! Rumours ! and of me ! among my subjects ! 

DOMINGO. 

All falsehood sire I Naught bw^ the vilest faKeliood I 
111 swear ’tis false 1— Yet what’s believed by all. 
Groundless and unconpbrm’d ajrtho’ it be, 

Works its effect, as sure as truth itself. 

KING. 

Not in this case, by Heaven • 

DOMINGO. 

A virtuous name 

Is, after all, my Liege, the only prize 

Which queens and peasants’ wives ^htest together. 

* KING. 

For whfch I aurely have no need to tremble. ^ 

* ' looks douhUriglif at Dohihgo. — After a pditse, 

priest, tbott hast something fearful to imparts 
Dday it not* I read it plainly stamp’d 
In thy |ll-boding looks; Then out with it, ^ 
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Whatever it be. liet nie xj^i^lpxiger tremble 
Upon the reck, «»What do tfie people ba^ ? 

PdVTHOO. 

The people, ai)fe» are liable to epr, 

Nay err assuredly. Vbat people think . 

Should not alarm the King. Yet that they should 
Presume so fi.r as to indulge such thoughts-*— 

« • EINO. 

Why must I beg this poisanous draught sosidng? 

• noxiNOO. 

The people hfthn muse upon that month 
Which brought your Majesty so nea| the grave. 

J^rom that time, thirty veeks had scaroe mapsed, 

before the Queen’s delivery was announced ^ 

[The Kii^u rises and rings the ML Dukb Alva en* 
ters. Dpuijxoo alarmed 
I am atdazed, your Miyesty I 

KING (goin^ towards alva). 

Toledo ! 

Yon ore a man — defend me from this^ Priest I 
DOMINGO (he afid dvke alva exchange embarrassed looh»*^^ 
After a pause), • 

Coidd we have but foreseen that this occurrence 
Would be revenged upon its mere relater— 

KING 

Said you a bastard ? I liad scarce, you say, 

Escaped ili<^ pangs of dearth when^^t she felt 
She hhuuld, in nature s t^me, become a mother. 

Fvplain how this occurred ! ’Twas then, if I 
iCeinember right, that you, m every chproh, 

Ordered devotions to St. Dominick, 

For the especial wonder he vouchs^ed. — 

On one side or the other, then, you He !— 

^ « hat w^ld you have me credit ? O, I see 
Full plainly through 3 'u now I If this dark plot 
Had then been jipe, your saint hadjlost hia&me* 

♦ AnvA. ^ 

This plot 

* WSG, 

^How can you with a harmony 


H 
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So unexampled, in your ve0r 

Concur, aua not have first conspired togu^er ? 

Would you persuade me thus ? Think you that I 
Perceived not mlh what , eagerness you poimced 
Upon your prey ? With what delipht you fed^ 

Upon my pain,-^iny agony of grief? 

Full well I mark’d the ardent, burning zeal 
With which the Duke forestall’d the mark oi^ grace, 

I destined ferjny son. And l^pw this Priest 
P!reBumed to fortiiy his petty spleen 
With my wrath’s giant arm ! I amj^forsopth^ 

A how which each of you may bend at pleasure ! 

But I have yet a wiB. And if I needs 
Must doubt— perhaps I may begin with you. 

ALTi. 

Beward like this, our truth did ne^er expect. 

KINO. 

Your truth I Truth warns of apprehended danger. 

’Tis malice that speaks only of the past. 

What can I gain by your ofiicioasness ? 

Should your suspicions ripen tc full truth, 

What follows but the pang of separation, 

The melancholy triumph of revenge? 

But no : you only fear — you feed me with 
Conjectures vague. To hell’s profound abyss 
You lead me on, then flee yourselves away. 

• 

DOHINOO. 

What other proofs than these are possible. 

When our own eyes can. scarcely trust themselves? 

EiNU {after a long pame^ txirhing eamet^g anAsoknffilg 
taw€trdB inminao), 

The grandees of the realm shall he^nvened^ 

And 1 fill sit in judgment Thea^fbap 

In fi^onf of all, if you have courage for 

And chma her as a.^trumpet. She Bha]Jl dkh ^ . 

Die Mtnouf merar— and Prince, too, \ 

But mifk me wCU : if she but clear herseUi ^ 

^MMr.dcpm diall foil cm you^ , l?ow dare you slow 
Somnnifo siudi a sao^^ 
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Determine. — ^No, you dare not. You ore silent, 

Such is the ze£t of liars! 

ALYA {who has stood at a distance^ answers coldly and calmly), 

I will do it. 

KINO {turns round with^astonis^iment and looks at the DO^/or 
a long time without moving). 

That’s bol^y said 1 But thou bast risk’d thy life 
In stubborn conflicts for far less a prize. 

Hast risk’d it with a gamester’s reoldessif^B*—* 

For honour’s empty bubble. What ife life 
To thee ? I’ll not expose the royal blood 
To such a madman’s power, whose Itighest hope 
Must be, to judd his wretched being up 
With some renown. I spurn your offer. Go ; 

And wait my orders in the audience chamber. 

[Ewemu 


Scene V. 

The King alone. 

Now give^me, gracious Providence ! % man. 

Thou’st ’given me much already. Now vouchsafe me 
A man ! for Ihou alone canst grant the boon. 

Thfne eye doth penetrate all mdden things. 

O ! give me hut a friend : for 1 am not 
Omniscient like to Thee. The ministers. 

Whom tho^ hast choseiefor me, thou dost know— • 

And their deserts : and flb tlieir Aerits claim, 

1 value them, ^elr subjugated vices. 

Coerced by rein severe, serve all my ends. 

As thy storms purify this nether world. 

I thirst for truth. — To reach its tranquil spring, 

Through the dark heaps of thick surrounding error, 

Xs not the lot of kings. Give me the man, 

So rarely found, df pui^ and open heart. 

Of judgment clear, apd eye unprejudiced, 

To aid mein the search. —I east th« lots, i 
And WKf I find that man, among the thousands 
Who flui^ir in the sunshine ef a court 

\He an eseritoit takes out Mf^ 

tez turning over the leaves a iona ^fke. 

H S 
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Nothing hut names, more names are here : — ^no note 
E*eu of the services to which they owe ^ 

Their place upon tho roll ! O what can bo 
Of shorter memory than gratitude ^ 

Here, in this other list, I read each. fault 
Most accurately mark’d. That is not well ! 

Gan vengeance stand in need of such a help ? 

I His^^reaih farther. 

Count Egmont j What doth he here? Long ago 
The victiy of St. Quentin is forgotten. 

I place Vim with the dead. * ^ 

[He effaces this name and writes it on the other roll; 
after he has read farther, 

Tho Marqnis Posa ! 

The IM^rqnis Posa * — I can scarce recall 
This person to my mind, iind doubly mark’d ! 

A proof I destined him for some great puqiose. 

How is it possible ? This man, till now, 

Has ever shunn’d my presen<*e— ‘Still has fled 
His royal debtor’s eye ? The only man. 

By Heaven, within compass of my realm, 

Who does not coui;t my favour. Did he burn 
With avarice, or ambition, long ago 
He had appear’d before my throne. Ill try 
This wondrous man. He who can thus dispense 
With royalty, will doubtless speak the truth. 


Scene VI. 

Tfk^ Audience Chamber* 

Don CaKIiOS in conversation mth ike Pbince of Pabica* 
DexEstALVA, Febu, and Medina Sidonxa, Count Lebma, 
and Oliver Grandsest with papers in their hands^ awaiting 
the Eisvo. 

1ABD]^4 BiDONXA {sssrps to be shunned hg aU the Grandees^ 
tktn^ towards duxe alta, who^ alone and abstwM in 
himself, walks up and down)* 

Duke, you h^Ve had an audience of the King. 

Bow dUd you fliid«him mhaded ? 
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ALVA. 

Somewhat ill 

For you, and for the news you bring. 

]^D1NA SIDONIA. 

My heart 

Was lighter 'mid the roar of English cannon, 

Thanjliere on Spanish ground. 

[Carlos, who had retfarded him $ympathtf^ 

now approaches him and presses his 
• My warmest thlmks, 

Prince, for this generous tear !— Yqp may perceive 
, How all avoid me. Now my fate is seaPd. 

CARLOS. 

Still hope the best both from my father’s favour,,^' 

And yopr own innocence, 

'MEDINA SIDONIA. 

Prince ! I have lost 

A fleet, more mighty than e’er ploughed the waves. 

And what is such a head as mine, tcTset 
’Gainst geventy sunken galleons ? 4“d therewith 
Fivjs hopeful sons ! Alas ! that breaks my heart. 

Scene VIL 

The Kino enters from hjs Chamber^ attired. The former 
all uncover\nd make romn on both sides ^ while they form a 
semicircle round him, — Silence, 

KINO {rapidly surveying the whole circle). 

Be covered all, 

[Don Carlos and the Prikoe of PAnjiA approach Jirst 
and kiss the Kim'a hand: he turns wHk frilly 
mien to the latteri taking no noUee of his son. 

Your mother, nephew, &in 
Would be infoign’d what &voar yoit have won 
Sere in Madrid.* ^ 

FARMa. « 

That qu^tidn let her ask 
When I have foug^it my inaideli battlfl, Si^e. 
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Be satisfiod, jour turn \^i]l come at last, 

When these old props decay. 

[To the Duke of Febia. 
'V^af’hrings you here ? 

FEBIA {kneeling to ike kino). 

The Master, Sire, of Cdatrava’s order 
This mommg;^ed. I here return his cross. 

KINO (takes the order and looks round,, the whole circle). 

And who is worthiest after }jim to wear it ? 

[He beckons to D^ke Adva, who approaches and bends 
on one knee. The Kino harigs the order on his 
neck. 

You are my ablest General ! Ne’er aspire 
To more, and, Duke, my farours shall not fail you. 

[He perceives the Duke o/’^MedinA Sidonia. 

My Admiral ! 

MEDINA SIDONIA. 

And, here you see, great king, 

All that remains of the Armada’s might, 

And of the flower df Spain. 

KING (after a pause). 

God rules above us ! 

I sent you to contend with men, and not 

With rocks and storms. You’re welcome to .Madrid. 

^l[Exteniiing his hand to him to kiss. 
I thank you for preserving in yourself 
A faithf^ servant to me. For as such 
I value him, my Lords ; ^d ’tis my will 
That ypu should honour him, 

l^Me motions him to rise and cover himself^ then turns 
to the others. - 

What more remains ? 

XFo Don Oabdos and ike Pbince of PabhAt 
Princeij, I fmnk youl . ^ 

[^ey retire ; the other Grandees approach^ and hUbl- 
ing, hand th^r papers to the Kino.^ jbfe lookM met 
^em rapidly^ and hands them to Duke AtvA. 

Duke! let jtime be Imd 
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Before me in iifee Coiuncil. Who waits further? 

^ [No om ammn. 

How comes it that amidst my train of nobles 
The Marquis Ppsa ne’er appears ? I know 
This Marquis Fosa strved me with distinction. 

Does he still live ? Why is he not among you ? 

LEHMA. 

The Ohevaller is just return’d from travel. 

Completed through all EtJrope. Hoisjg^w 
Here in Madrid, and waits a public day 
To* cast himseff before his Sovereign’s feet. 

ALT^ ^ f 

The Marquis Posa ! — Right, he is the same 
Bold Knight of Malta, Sire, of whom renown 
Proclaims this gallant deed. Upon a summons 
Of the praiid Master, all the valiant knights 
Assembled in their 4sland, at that time 
Besieged by Soliman, This noble youth, 

Scai’ce numbering eighteen summers, straightway fled 
From Alcala, where ho pursued his afcudics, 

And suddenly arrived at La Valette. 

“ This Gross,” he said, was bought Tor mo ; and now 
To^prove I’m worthy of it” He was one 
Of forty knights who held St. Elmo’s Castle, 

At mid-day, ’gainst Piali, Ulucciali, 

And Mustapha, and Hassem ; the assault 
Being thrice repeated. diV^hen Ihte Castle fell, 

And all the valiant knights were kill’d around him» 

He plunged into the ocean, and alone 
Beached La Valette in safety. Two months after, 

The foe deserts the island, and the knight 
Return’d to end his interrupted studies. 

FEEIA. « 

It was the Marquis Peso, too, who crush’d 
The dread conspiracy in Catalonia; 

And by his maak’d activity, mresei^d 
That powerful Province to the Spanidi CSrown. 

✓ 

I am amazed.! What sort of man is this, 

Who can deserve so highly, yet awake* 
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No pang of envy in the breasts of three 

Who ^eak his pmise? character 06 owns 

Must be of noble stamp* indeed, or else 

A very blank. l*m curious to behdtd 

This wondrous man. 0 \To Dure Ai^va. 

Conduct him to the Council 


When mass is over* 


Here in my place. 



ri?-, 


[KAi Dure. The Kiilo eafb Feioa. 
And do you preside 

is kind to-day. 
srnoNU. 

Call him a god ! So he has proved to me ! 

FERTA. 

You well deserve your fortune, Admiral !, 

You have my warmest wishes. 

OTAK OF THE GRAKBEES. 

Sir, and mine. 


, A SECOND. 

And also mine ! 


* A THZBD. 

My heart exults with joy — 
So excellent a General ! 


THE FtBST. 

The Kujg . 

Shov’d you no hindnoM, — ’tvau your strict desert. 

ncBUA (to HEDiNA siDOHiA, toMng Itme). 

0, hov two little words hare made your fortoaa ! 

lExem$dU. 


SoKim VIII. 

Th« SiKa’s Cahingt. 

Misavis Posa, mi Duke Axta. 
XABQUis {at he entere) 

Doe^ he mnt me ?-«-What, me ? Impdtsible 1 
You must mistake the name 'What An he tnut 
With its?, 

ALVA. 

To know you. 
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* ijuriosity! 

No more ; and I i^et the precious minutes 
That I must lose : theoe passes s^tly by. 

'♦ ALVA. 

1 now commend you to your lucky stars. 

The King is in your hands. Emjdoy this moment 
To yojur own best advantage ; for, remember, 

If it is lost, you are alone to blame. 

i 

The 

MARQUIS. 

Duke, *tis well spoken ! Turn to good account 
The moment ^hioh presents itself but once 1 
Truly this cgprtier reads a useful lesson : 

If not in his sense good, at leaa>t in mine. 

[WalkB a ffw steps hachvards and forwards* 
How came I here ? Is it caprijo or^chanco 
I'hat shp^s mo now ray imago m this mirror ? 

Why, out j>f millions, should it pictie*o me — 

Tho moat unlikely — and present my form 
To the King’s memory ? — Was this but chance?— 

Perhaps ’twas sometlung more !— What else is chance 
But rude stone which 'from the sculptor’s hand 
Beccives ifti life ? — Chaiice come# from Providence, 

And man must mould it to his own designs. 

What the King wants with me but little matters ; 

I know the business I shall have with him. 

Were but one sjpork of truth with boldness flung 
Into the despot e soul, how fruitful ’twere 
In the kind hand of Providence ; and so 
What first appeared capricious act of chance. 

May be design’d for some momentous end. 

Whate’er it be. Ill act on this belief. 

[Se takes ckfm tMms in the room, and stands at last 
%m tranquil contemplation before a paifoSmg* The 
Kino appears in the neighhourinf room, mkere he 
gvm some orders* He then, enters and stands mo- 


Sor^ 
MabqI 



f 

alone* 
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tionless at the door, and contemplates the Mabquis 
for $o}ne time; without being obmeed. 


Scene X. 

The King, and Marq/IIis Posa. 

[27i^ Makqxjis, as soon as he observes the Eino, comes 
forward and sinks on one knee; thei\, rises^ and rtf- 
mains standing before Kim without any sign of eon* 
fusiony ^ 

KING {looks at him with surprise). 

We’ve mot before tljon ?— 

No. 


KING. 

You did ,Tny Crown 
Some service ? Wliy then do you bhi^n my thanks ? 
My memory is throng'd with suitors* claims. 

One only is Omniscient, ’'rwas your duty 
To seek your monarch’s ^yc ! — Why did you not ? 

» MAEQTriS. ‘ . 

Two days have sroifce elapsed bince my return 
From foreign travel, Siro. 


Kn«&. 

I would not stand 

Indebted to a subject ;^ask somn favour — 

HABQUIS. 

I enjoy the laws. 


KTNa. 

So does Die murderer t 


MABQUIS. 

Then bow much more the honost eitizon I 
My lot contents me, Sire. 

^ KINO i^ide), 

* » c By heavens proud 

And dflfemtless mind l^That woe toebe ^expected. 
"Btood { would have my Spaxuarde. Better £us 
The cap ehouxd ovei^flow, than not be Ml. 
^wyeiOryottVe left my service? , 
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VABQUIS. 

To make way 

For some one wortlder, I withdrew. 

KING. 


Tis pi^. 

When spirits such as yours make holiday, 

The State must suffer. But perchance you fear’d 
To miss tiie^post best suited to your merits. 


MABQUIS. 

O no ! 1 doubt not the experienced jnd^i 
Tn human nature skill’d — hi$ p«)|« 8tudy,-p- 
Will luive discover’d at a glance vSsiem 
T may be useful to him, wherein not. 

With deepest gratitude, I feel the favour 
Wherewith, by so exalted an opinion. 

Your Majesty is loading me ; and yet — 

• • ^ KING. 

You hesitate ? 


[£b p0,u$es^ 


KABQUIS. 

I am, I must confess. 

Sire, at this moment, unprepared to ctothe 
My thoughts, as the world’s citizen, ii|^ phrase 
Beseeming to your subject. When I left 
The court for ever, Sire, I deem’d myself 
Eeleased from the necessity^ give 
My reasons for this step. 

KING. 

• Are thejr so weak ? 
What do you fear to risk by their disclosure ? 

MABQUIS. 

My life at farthest, Sire, — were time allow’d 
For me to weary you — ^but this denied — 

Then truth itself must suffer. I must choose 
’Twixt your displeasure and contempt. And H 
1 must decide, I rather would appear 
Worthy of punishment than pity. 

KiNW {iffUh a look oa!p§cMtion\ 

i WeU? 

VABQtms. ~ 

J cannot he tbe servant of a prince. * 

• [T^ King hoti m 
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I will not cheat the buyer. Should ym deem 
Me worthy of your service, you prescnBe 
A course of duty fi>r me ; you command 
My ih batde, and my head in cotihcil. 

Then, not my lotions, but the appose they meet 
At court, becohms their object. But for me, 
Virtue possesses an intrinsic worth. 

1 woulA myself, create that happiness, 

A monarch, mth my hand, would seek to plant ; 
And duty’s task Trould jprove an inward joy, 

And be my -willing <dipice. ^ay, like yoifthis? 
And in your own creation, could you bear 
A new creator? For 1 ne’er cotdd stoop 
To be the chisel, where I fain would be 
The sculptor’s self. I dearly love mankind, 

My gracious Liege, but m a monarchy, 

I dare not love another man myself.^ 


KIKG. 

This ardour is most laudable. You wish 
To do good deeds tp others ; how you do them. 

Is but of small account to patriots, . . ^ 

Or to the wise. Ohoose then within these ^alms 
The office, where you best may satisfy 
This noble impulse. 

KAsRts. 

Tis not to be found. ^ 
* KLmj 



MABQiriS. ^ 

jg: What your Majesty would spread abroad, 

^iPbotmh these my han^-^is it the good of men? 
& it the happiness that my pore love 
Wottl4 to mankind impart ? l^sSote such bliaB 
Moniiil^ wdulid tremble. No 1 Court policy 
Bm zyiim up new m^oyments for maiWna, 
Whjtl^ smis always rich enough to gmat ; , 

And ^i^en’d, in thelbdsaN:e^f men^ 

Wiiic% such myoymentB onfy dm c^itent. a 
I n h^ own fldnt, she cpins the 
Ad can folenne * # 
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Unlike her oto aie broken. But ie that 
Which can conteiirthe court, enough for me ? 

Must my affection for my brother, pledge 
Itself to work my hither iiyuiy ? 

To call him happy, whgn he dare not think ? 

Sire choose not me, to spread the happinieas 
Which you hare^tamp'd for us. 1 must decline 
To circulate guch coin. I cannot be 
The servant pf a prince. 

KXKG 

• 

A Protestant? ^ 

MAUQtJis {after some rejiehion), 

Our^reeds, my liege, are one. [A pause. 
I am misunderstood. I fear'd as much. 

You see the veil tom by my hand aside 
From all.the masteries of Maje^. 

Who can assure you I shall still regard 
As sacred, that which ceases tq, alarm me ? 

I may seem dangerous, because I think 
Above nayself.^I am not ^o, my Liege; 

My wishes lie corroding here. The r^e 

i [Laying hu hand on his breast. 

For ftmovation, which hut serves t' increase 
The heavy weight of chainsi^annot break. 

Shall never fire my blood 1 world is yet 
Unripe for igy Ideal ; and I live 
A citizen of ages yet to cofne. * 

But does a fancied picture break your rest ? 

A breath of yours destroys it 


(^denly), , 
Yoi^tyre, j^ethaps, 


KjE»Q. 

Say am I 

The first to vhom your views are known ? 

lUBQuia. 


Yo 

XING (rises, a few pem^ md ikon steps m 

Thk toite, : Imt flsttoijr 

E^osta , . And bhu c^talaat sdl) 
pisduB to^lMditgite. 80 let tt test 
Its oppoBit«i» once. ; Wtgrshcsddl 




no 


DON CARLOS. 


[ACT m. 


There is a charm in novelty. — ^Shouli we 
Be so agreed, I will bethink me now ^ 

Of some new State employment, in whose duties 
Your powerful mind 

MARQUIS. • 

Sire, I perceive how smalh 
How mean, your notions are of manly worth. 
Suspecting, in an honest man^s discourse, ' 

Nought hut a^flatterer’s artifioe, — ^methinks 
I can explain cause of this youu error. 

Mankind compel j’ou to it. With free choice 
They have disclaudW their true nobility, 

Lower'd themselves to their degraded state. — 
Before man's inward worth, as from "a phantom, 
They fly in terror, — and contented wim 
Their poverty, they oncMHaent their chains 
With slavish prudence ; and they call it* virtno, 

To bear them with a show of resignation. 

Thus did you find the world, and thus it was 
By your great father handed o’er to you. 

In this debased condition — ^how could you 
Bespeot mankind i 

Your words contain some trutli. 
MAQUIS. 

Alas ! that when from the Creator’s hand' 

You took mankind, and moulded him to suit 
' Your own ideas, making yourself the god 
Of this new creature, you should overlook 
Tnat you yourself remained a human being— » 

A very man, as from God’s hands you came.— 

Still Aid you feel a mortal’s wants and paing. 

You i^eded sympathy ; but to a God 

sacrifice, and pray, and tremble— 
Wtetlaei exchange ! Perversion most unblast. 

Of s^u^d mature t— Once degrade manl^d, 

And )^ke him buttk.thing to play uji 
Who ^en can the hnsmn^ 

By li&aven, he moves tmi 
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liKARQDlS. 

But tbier aacrifice 

To you is valueless. You thus become 
A thing apart, a species of your own— 

This is the price you ^y for being a god ! 

’Twere dreadful were it not so, and if you 
Gain'd nothing by the misery of millions! 

And ifithe ^ry freedom you destroy'd 

Were the sole blessing, that could make you happy ! 

Dismiss me, Sire, I pray you ; for my J$eme 

Bears me too fllr — my heart is full— Jpo strong 

The charm, to stand before the only man 

To whom I may reveal it 

[The CouKT Lebiia enters, and whispers a few words to 
the King, who ngns him to withdraw, and continues 
sitting m }m former postUre, 

KiKO (to the XABOtris, after lebica is goni) 

Nay, continue. 

MABQUis (after a pause)* 

I feel, Sire — sHi the worth * 

KING. 

Proceed— you bad 

Yet more to say to me. ^ 

^ Your M^s^, 

X lately pass’d through Slanders dnd Brabant, 

So many rich and blooming provinces, 

IPiird with a valiant, great, and honest people ! 

^0 be the father of a race Wsb this, 

1 thought must be divine indeed! and then 
I stumbled on a heap of burnt men’s bones I 

[Hig stops, he fixes a penetrating look on tfa Kj kg, 
endeavours to return his glance^ fnit heJmU^'^fSi 
grouTftd enAarrassed and confuM^* f V 
True, you are fosced to act so; but that yda 
Could daif task— this fills my soul 

With 8kail|||lhg horror! 0 'tie pity that ^ 

Ihe ViclijM^^l^ring in bk bided,, m 
<dknt ^ of his saeriScer ! • 
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And that mere men — not beings loftiei far— 

Should write the history of the world. But soon 
A milder age will follow that of Philip, 

An ago of truer wisdom . — hand in hand, 

The subjects' welfare, and the Sovereign's greatness. 

Will walk in union. Then the careful state 
Will spare her children, and necessity 
No longer glory to be thus inhuman. 

KIS(^ 

When, think would that blessed age arrive, 

If I had shrunk berfore the curse of this ? • 

Behold my Spain, ipe here the burgher's good 
Blooms in eternal and unclouded peace. 

A peace like this wiU 1 bestow on Flanders. 

21ABQUIS (hoAttl^). 

The churchyard’s peace ! « And do you hope to end 
What you have now begun ? Say, dp yoi hope • 

To check the ripening change of Christendom, 

The universal spring, that siiall renew 

The earth’s fair form ? Would you alone, in Europe, 

Fbng yourself dow!i before tlje rapid wheel •• 

Of destiny — whicfabrolls its ceaseless couise-— ' 

And seize its spokes with human arm. Tain thougl^t! 
Already thousands have your kingdom ^cd, 

In joyful poverty : the honelt burgher 
For lus faith exiled, was your noblest subjoct ! 
lee, with a mother's afms, Eliijabeth # 
l^elcomes tho fugitives, and Britain blooms 
'n rich luxuriance, from our countiy's arts. 

Bereft of the new Christian's industry, 

Grenada lies forsaken, and all Europe, 

Exulting, sees its foe oppress’d with wounds, 

By its own hands inflicted ! 

Kino is ntopsd; ihs MABunis oiservies ft; md ad 

a nearer, 

^ \ You would plant 

For all eternity~atid yet the seeds ^ 

You BOW around you are the seeds of dbat! 

This hopeleae hmh, with nature’s laws i 
Will neor the spirit of its fooAl 

You laboujif for instfatitude tsixL 
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With nature you enga{?e in desperate struggle— 
In 'vaiii you wast€*your high and royal life, 

In projects of destruction. Man is greater 
Than you esteem him. He will burst the chains 
Of a long slumber, aisA reclaim once more 
His just and hallow’d rights. With Nero’s name, 
And fell Busiris’, will he couple yours: 

And-^ah i you once deserved a letter fate. 

XING. 


/ 

ITvou did — 


How know you that 

• MARQUIS. 

In very trutll 
Yes, I repeal it — by the Almighty power ! 

Kestore us all you have deprived us of, 

And, generous as strong, let happiness 
Flow from your horn of plenty— let man’s mind 
Eipcn m your ^^st empiie — us back 
All you have taken fioni us — and become, 

Amidst a thousand kings, a king indeed ! 

[He advances boldly, and J\ycs on him a look of earnest^ 
ness and enthnsiasm. * 

0 ! that the eloquence of all those m^sriada, 

Wliose fate depends on this momentous hour, 

Could hover on my lips, and fan the spark 
That lights thine eye into a glorious flame ! 

Kenounce the mimicry of godlike powers 
Which levels ub to nothing. Be, ^n truth, 

An image of the Deity himself ! 

Never did mortal man possess so much. 

For purpose so divine. The kings of Europe 
Fay homage to the name of Spain. Be you 
The leader of these kings. One pen-stroke now. 

One motion of your hand, can new create 
The earth t — but grant us liberty of thought 

[Casts himself set huJsSl. 

RING [surprised, turns away his face, then again holes 

• t/iS IIAEQUIS), • ^ 

Enthusiast strange ! arise; but I— 


j MARQUIS. ^ 

Look rouhUtklMl the glorious face of nature, 
On freedotu it is fotpded— see how riclr, 
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Through freedom, it has grown. The ^reat Creator 
Besto^vs upon the worm its drop of dew? 

And gives free-will a triumph, in abodes 
Whore lone corruption reigns. See your creation, 
How small, how poor ! 'Hie rustling of a leaf 
Alarms the mighty lord of Christendom. 

Each virtue makes you quake with fear. While he, 
Not to disturb fair freedom's blest appearance, 

Permits the frightful ravages of evil 
To waste his fiUi domains. The groat Creator, 

We see not- — he dJ^nceals himself within ^ 

His own eternal laVs. The sceptic secs 
Their operation, but beholds not Him. 

“ Wherefore a God ! ” he cries, “ the world itself 
Suffices for itself ! ” And Christian prayer 
Ne’er praised him more, than doth this Idasphemy. 

KING. ^ ” 

And will you undertake to raise up this 
Exalted standard of weak Inimau nature 
In my dominions? 

M.\RQUIS. 

- can do it. Sire ! 

Who else? Devote to your own people’s bliss, 

The kingly powder, which has too long enrioird 
The greatness of the throne alone. Kostore 
The prostrate dignity of human nature, 

And let the subject btj, what once ho was, 

^The end and object of the monarch's care. 

Bound by no duty, save a brother s love. 

And when mankind is to itself restored, 

Housed to a sense of its own iunate worth, 

When freedom's lofty virtues proudly flourish — 

Then, Sire, when you have made your own wide realms 
Tj^,,lj^appiest in the world, it then may bo 
■Sour duty, to subdue the universe. 

KINO {after a lony pauae). 

I’ve hlard you to the end. Far difforoAly 
I And, than in the minds of other meh. 

The world eecisls in yours. And you sliall not 
By foreign laws be judged. I am the first 
To whom you haVe your secret self 4isclose4 ; 
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I know it— so beli jvc it — for ilie sake 
Of this forbearance — that you have till now 
ConceaVd these sentiments, although embraced 
With so much ardour, — for this cautious pnidence, 

I will forget, young mftn, that I have leam’d ihem^ 
And how J learn ’d them. Rise ! I will confute 
Your youthful dreams, hy my matured experience, 

Not by jny power as king. Such is my will, 

And therefore act I thus. •Poison itself 
May, in a worthy nat^irc, be timisform’^' 

To some henigrtant use. — But, Sir, beware 
My Inquisition ! ’Twould afflict me much — 

MARQUIS. 

Indeed ! 

KING {lost in sui-prue). 

Ne’er met I sucli a man as this. 

No, Marquis, no*! yo^i wrong me ! Not to you 
Will 1 become a Nero — not to you! — 

All happiness shall not be blasted round me, 

And you at least, beneath my \ory cy^, 

May daro oontinuo to remain a man. 

MARQUIS {quickly). • 

And,. Sire ! any fellow subjects ? Not for me, 

Nor my own cause, 1 pleaded. Sire ! your subjects— 

KINO. 

Nay, if you know so well how future times 
Will judge me, let them li^am at legist from you, 

That when I found a man, I could respect Lam. 

MARQUIS. 

O let not the most just of kings, at onco 

Be the most unjust ! In your realm of Flanders, 

There are a thousand better men than I. 

But you — Sire ! may I dare to .say so much — 

For the first time, perhaps, sec liberty 
In milder fonn portrayed. 

KING {with gmtle severity). 

• No more^of this, 

Young man! You* would, I know, think otherwise 
Had you but loam’d to. understand mankind* 

As I*. — But truly— I would not this meeting 
Should proYe*our Iasi). — How can I hop5 to win you? 

I » 
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MAKQUIS- 

Pray leave me as I am. What value, Sire, 

Should I be to you, were you to corrupt me ? 

KINO. ^ 

This pride I will not bear. From this day forth 
I hold you in my service. — No remonstrance — 

For 1 will have it so. apause. 

Put how is this ? 

What vvould T now? Was it not truth I wish'd? 

Put here is somofiHn^ more. MnrfpTis, so.far 
YouVe leani’d to me as a King ; but yet 
You know mo not as man — 

[The Mauqtjis (teems to meditate, 
I understand you— 

Were T the most unfortunate of fathers, 

Yet as a husband may I not be blest? • 

MARQtlia. 

If the possession of a hopeful son, 

And a most lovely spouse, confer a claim 
On mortal, to a&sumo that title, Sire, 

In both respects, you arc supremely blest. 

KING [ivith a serious loolc). 

That am 1 not — and never, till tliia hour, 

Have I so deeply felt t|iat I am not so. 

[Coniewplaiuitf th/ldARouis n-ith a look of melancholy. 

^ MARQUIfi 

The Prince possesses a right noble mind. 

I ne’er have known him otherwise. 

KJNG. 

1 have ! 

The treasure lie has robb’d me of, no crown 
Can e’er requite. — So virtuous a Queen ! 

" . MAKQUTS. 

Who dare assert it, Sire? 

* KING. ® 

The worlo^l Bcandal \ 

And I myself! Here lie tlie damning proofs 
Of doubtless guilt— and others, too, exist, 

From which I fear the worst. But still ’tis hard 
To trust one proof alone. — briifgs the charge ? 
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And O ! if this wore possible. — that she, 

The ()ueeii, so fv^iilly could pollute her honour, 

Then how much easier were it to helieve 
An Eboli may he a slanderer! 

Does not that Priest i^otest my son and her? 

And (jail 1 doubt that Alva broods rovoiijrc ? 

My wife has higher worth than all together. 

. • MARQUIS. 

And there c.vists besides hi woman s soul, 

A treasure, Sire, beyond all outward sh.^w. 

Above the reach of slander — female *irtuc ! 

laNo. 

Marquis! those thoughts are mine. Tt costs too much 
To sink so low as they accuse the Quooii. 

The sacred ties of liouour are not brohen 
With so much jase, as some would fain persuade mo. 
Marquis, you Itnow juaukind. Just such a man 
As you T long have wish'd for — you ai’e kind — 
Cheerful — and deeply versed in human nature — 

Therefore I Vc chosen you * 

MARQUIS [mr2)risod and alarmed). 

Me, ^ire 1 


KING. 


You stand 

Before your King and ask no spe^al favour — 

For yoursejf nothing ! — that is new to me — 

You will be just — ne’er ^veakly stayed by passion. 

Watch my son close — search the Queen’s inmost heart, 
You shall have power to speak with her in jirivale. 

Retire. [tie rings a hell^ 


MARQUIS. 

And if with hut one hope fulflird 
I now depart, then is this day indeed 
The happiest of iny life. 

KINO {fiolds out Ms haml to Mm to lass), 

* I liold if not 

Amongst my daj*s a lost one. 

I2%e Marquis rises and goes. Count Lbrma enters 

Count, in future. 

The Marquis is to ^utcr, unannounced. 
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ACT IV. ‘ 

Scene I. 

The Queens A}iarUneni. 

Qtieen, Duchess Oltvahez, Princess Eboli, Countess 
Ftjentes. 

QUEEN (to the first hmhj^as she r/srs)* 

And so the key lias not been found ! My casket 
Must be forced then — and tliac at opce. 

[She ohse7-ve>,\ Princess Eboli, irho nj/peoaches and 
femes her hand. 

Welcome, dear Prineess 1 I rejoice to see you 
So near recover’d. But still look pale. 

PUENTES {with malice). 

The fault of that vile fever vihich affects 
The nerves so painfully. Is’t not, Phiicess*^ 

queen. 

T wish’d to visit you, dear Eboli, 

But darqd not. 

OLIVAREZ. 

O! the Princess Eboli 
Was not in want of i^B^any. 

QUEEN. 

' Why that 

I readily believe, hut what’s the matter ? 

You tremble 


PRINCESS. 

Nothing — nothing gracious Queen. 
Permit me to retire. 


QUEEN. 

You hide it from us-— 

And are fer woi'se than you would have us think. 
Stifcding must weary you. Assist her, Countess, 
And let her rest awhiki ujion that seat! 

PRINCESS {going). 
r shall be better in the open air. 
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QUEBN. 

Atfond her, Coivxtess. What a sudden illness! 

[A Paoe enters mid speaks to the Duchess, who then ad- 
dresses the Queen. 

• OLIVABEZ. 

Tlie IMarquis Posa waits, your Majesty, 

’Witli orders from tlie King. 

QUEEN. 

* Admit him then. 

[Page admits ne M.vbquis and exit* 

Scene II. 

!Mabqu3s Posa. The former. 

The Marquis falls on one knee before the Queen, who signs to 
m him to rise, 

QUERN. 

Whal are my Lord’s commands ? And may I dare 
Thus liuhlicly to hoar ^ 

MAKQUIS. 

My busirfess is 

111* private with 3'our royal Majesty. 

['The Ladies retire on a signal from ike Queen. 

, Scene III, 

• • 

The Queen, Mabquis Posa, 

QUEEN (full of astonishment). 

How I Marquis, dare I trust my eyes ? Are you 
Commission’d to me from the King ? 

MABQUIS. 

Docs this 

Seem such a wonder to your Majesty ? 

To mo *tis otherwise. 

, QUEEN. 

The world must sure 

Have wandered from its course ! That yju and he — 

I must confess 
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MAIIQUIS. 

It does souud somewh'it strange — 
But be it so. The present times abound 
In prodigies. 

QUEEN. 4- 

But none can equal this. 

MAEiiUJS. 

Suppose I had at last allow'd myself 
To be converted, and had weary grown 
Of playing the eccentric at the court 
Of Philip. The >i;ccentric ! What is that ? 

He who would be ck‘ service to mankind, 

Must first endeavour to resemble them. 

What end is gain’d by the vain-glorious garb* 

Of the sectarian ? Then suppose — for who 
From vanity is so completely free 
As for his creed to seek no proselytes ?~ 

Suppose, I say, I had it in my mind ' 

To place my own opinions on the throne ! 

queen. 

No marquis ! no ! Not even in jest could I 
Suspect yqu of so wdd a schemo as this-— 

No visionary you ! — to undertake 
What you can ne’er accomplish. 

, MARQUJS. 

But that seems 

To be the veiy point at issue. 

QUEEN. 

Wliat 

I chiefly blame you, Marquis, for, and what 
CoiJd well estrange me from you — is — 


Duplicity ! 


MAKQUIS. 

Perhaps 


QUEEN. 

^ At least — a want of candour. 

Perhaps the lung himself has no desire 

You should impart, what m)w you mean to tell me. 

‘ MAIIQUIS. 


No. 
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QUEEN. 

And can evii means be justified 
By honest ends? And — ])ardoii me the doubt — 

(Jan your high bearing stoop to such an office ? 

I scarce can think it. » 

MARQUIS. 

Kor, indeed, could I, 

Were ipy sale purpose to deceive the King. 

Tis not my wish — I mean, to serve Jiim now 
More honestly than ho himself comTuands. 

• QUEEN. 

Tis spoken like yourself. Enough of this — 

Wiiat would the King? 

MARQUIS. 

The King? I can, it seems, 
lietaliato quick^v on my rigid judge : 

And what I have deferr’d so long to t<dl, 

Your Majest}^ perhaps, would v\illingly 
Longer defer to hear. But still it must 
B(^ heard. Tlie King requests your Jlajesty 
AVni grant no audience to the ambassador 
Of France to-day. Such were iny high commands — 
Tht-f ’re executed. 

QTTrEN. 

Marquis, is tjiat all 
You have to tell me from liiin ? 

fcAllQUIS. • 

Nearly all 

That justifies me thus to seek your presence. 

QUEEN. 

17011, Marquis, I’m contented not to hear 
What should, perhaps, remain a secret from me, 

MARQUIS. 

True, Queen ! though were you other than yourself, 

I should inform you straight of certain things — 

Wani you of ccAain men — but thisHo you 
Were a vain office?. Danger may arise 
And disappear around you, unperccived. 

You will not know it — of too little weight 
To chase the slumbpr from your angel brow. 
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But ’tTOS not this, in sooth, that brought me hither, 
Prince Carlos 


QUEEN. 

What of him ? How have you left him ? 

MARQUIS.* 

E’en as tho only wise man of his time, 

In whom it is a crime to worship truth— 

And ready, for his love to risk his life, " 

As tlie wise sage for his. I4)ring few words — 

But here he is Irimself. 

^ [Oivivff'the Queen a letter, 

QUEEN (after she had read it). 

He says he must 

Speak with me — 


MARQUIS. 

So do I. 

QUEEN. 

And will he thus 
Bo happy — when he sees with his own eyes, 
That I am wretcHbd ? 


More active. 


MARQUIS. 

No ; but more resolved, 


QUEEN. 

How? 


To Flanders. 


MARQUIS. 

Duke Alva is appointed 


QUEEN. 

Yes, appointed — so I hear. 

MARQUIS. 

The King cannot retract : — ^we know tihe King. 
This much is clear, the Prince must not remain 
Here In Madrid, nor Flanders be abandon’d. 

< QUEEN, 

And can you hindcx it? 

MARQUIS. 

^ Perhaps I can. 

But then the means are dangerous as the evil— 
Bash as despair-^and yet I know no other. . 
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Name them. 


QUEEN. 


HABQUIS. 

To youf and you alone, my Queen, 
Will I reveal them: for from you alone, 

Carlos will hear them named, without a shudder. 
The n^mc 4 hey bear is somewhat harsh. 

QUEEN. 

Rebellion! 

UARQUIS. 

He must prove faithless to the King, and fly 
With secrecy to Brussels, where the Flemings 
Wait him with open arms. The Netherlands 
Will rise at his command. Our glorious cause 
From the Kin^s S05 will gather matchless strength. 
The Spanish throne shall tremble at his arms, 

And what his sire denied him in Madrid, 

That will he willingly concede in Brussels. 

QUEEN. 

You’ve spoken with the King to-day — and yet 
Mafiitain all this. 


MARQUIS. 

Yes, I maintain it all, 

Because 1 spoke with hka. • 

QUEEN {after a pause). 

The daring plan 
Alarms and pleases me. You may be ri^t— 

The thought is bold, and that perhaps enchants me. 
Lot it but ripen. Does Prince Carlos know it? 

MARQUIS. 

It was my wish that he should hear it first 
From your own tips. 

QUEEN. 

The plan is doubtlesd cood. 
But then the Prince’s youth— ~ 
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HAHQUIS. 

No disadvautagei 

He tJiere will find the bravest generals 

Of til’ Emperor Charles — an Egmont and an Oi'ange— 

lu battle daiingy and in council wise. 

QUEEN [with vivacity). 

True — the design is grand and beautiful ! 

The Prince must act ; I feci it sensibly. 

The part he’s doom’d to playsherc in Madrid 
Has bow'd me to the dust, on his account. 

I promise liim the aid of France and SaVoy ; 

I think with you, Lord Marquis — he must act — 

But this design needs money — 

MARQUIS. 

It is ready. 

QUEEN. 

T, too, know means. 

MARQUIS. 

May I then give liim hopes 

Of seeing you ? 

i QUEEN. 

I will consider it. 

MARQUIS. 

The Prince, my Queen, is urgent for an answer, 

I promised to procure it. 

[Presenting his tablet to the QuEEK. 

Two shejirt lines 

Will be enough. 

QUEEN {after she has rmUen). 

When do we m'eet again ? 

MARQUIS. 

Whene’er you wish. 

QUEEN. 

^ Whene’er I wish it, Marquis ! 

How can I understand this privilege ? ‘ 

MARQUIS. 

As inttocentSy, Queen, os e’er you may. 

But we eigoy it^that is sure enou^. 
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Q HEiiN {internivthuf). 

ITo\r will Tuy heaift rojoire, should this become 
A refuge for the liberties of Europe, 

And tliis tlirough him ! Count on my silent aid ! 

MAiiQUiS (with animation). 

Right well I knew your heart -would understand me. 

Duchess Olivaeez mten, 
• ^<iUEFiN (coldly to the marquis). 

IVly Lord ! the King’s cominaaids I shall respect 
As law. Assure him of the Queen s submission. 

* [She makes a sign to him. Exit Maequis. 

Scene IV 
A Gallery, 

Don Caelos, Count Lerma. 

• CARLOS. 

Here we are undistuth’d. What would you now 
Impart to me? 

I.RUMA. 

* Your Highness had if friend 
Here at Court. ^ 

CARi.os {starting). 

• A friend 1 1 knew it not ! 

But what’s your meaning ? 

LERMA. 

^ ' J must sue for pardon 

That I am learn’HiAmofe than J*should know. 

But for your Highni&Ss* comfort, I've received it 
From one I may depend upon, — in short, 

I have it from myself. 

CARI.OS. 

Whom speak you of? 

LERMA. 

The Marquis Posa. 

CARLOS, 

Wliat ! 

LERMA. 

And if your JSighneBi 

Has trusted to him, more of what concerns you, 

Than every one should know, as 1 ath led 
To fear- 
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Indeed ! 


Indeed ! 


CABLOS. 

You fear i 

I.KEMA. 

He has been with the King. 

CABBOS. 

I^BMA. 

Two hours in secret converse too.' 

CABLOe. 


UERMA. 

The subject was no trifling matter. 

CABLOS. 

That I can well believe. 


LEBMA. 

And several times 

1 heard your name. 

CABLOS. 

That’s no bad sign, I hope. 

LEBMA. 

And then„J;liis morning, in the ICing’s apartment,' 
The Queen was spe^ken of mysteriously. 

CABLOS {starts back astonished). 

Count Lerma ! 


LEBMA. 

When the Marquis had retired, 

I was commanded to admit his l&rdship. 

In future, unannounced. 

CABLOS. 

Astonishing ! 

LERMA. 

And without precedent, do J believe. 

Long m IVe served the King— 

CARLOS; 

^ ^ ’Tis strange, indeed ! 

How did you say the^Queen was spoken 
LEIWA (steps habile), - 

No, no, my [prince! — that were against my duty. 

CABLOS, 

’Tis somewhat BtMmgo ! One secret y 9 U impajrt, 

The other you withhold. » 



BO. T.] 


DON OABLOS. 


187 


tiEBlCA. 

The firsi was due 
To you, the other to the King. 

CARLOS 

• You’re right. 

LERMA. 

And still I’ve tliought you, Prince, a man of honour. 

• * CARLOS. 

Then you have judged me tilily. 

, • LERMA. 

But all virtue 

Is spotless till it's tried. 

CARLOS. 

Some stand the trial* 

LERMA. 

A powerful Monarcli’s favour is a prize 
Worth {seeking for;, and this alluring bait 
Has ruin’d many a virtuo. 


' CARLOS- 

• Truly said !* 

LERMA. ^ 

And oftentimes ’tis prudent to discover 
What ’scarce can longer be conceal’d. 

CARLOS. 

Yes, prudent 

It may be, but you sny you’ve ever known 
The Marquis prove himself a mail honoim 

I.ERMA. 

And if he bo so still, ray fears are harmless, 

And you become a double gainer, Prince. [Qoing^ 

CARLOS (follows him with emotion^ and presses his hatidy, 
Trebly I gfiin, upright and worthy man, 

I gain another friend, nor lose the one 

Whom I before possess’d. [Exit Lerm'a. 


ScE^ns V. 

Marquis Posa comes through the OalUry, Carlos. 

MARQUIS. 

Carlos! My Carlos! 
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CARLOS.' 

v"Wlio calls me ? Ah ! ’tis thou — I was in haste 
To gain the convent*! You will not delay. [Goinff. 

MARQUIS. 

Hold ! for a moment. 

CARLOS. 

We may he observed. 

MARQUIS. 

No chance of that. ’Tis over now. The Queen — ■ 

CARLOS. 

Yoa’ve seen my father. 

MARQUIS. 

Yes ! — be sent for me. 

CARLOS (ftiil of eajiectatwnX 

Well ! 

MARQUIS. 

’Tis all settled — Yon may sec tl?e Queen. 

CARLOS. 

Yes ! but the King ! What said the King to you ? 

MARQUIS. 

Not much. Merc curiosity to learn 
My histoQT, The zeal of miknown friends — 

I know not what. He offered me employment* 

CARLOS. 

Which you, of course, rejected ? 

MARQUIS. 

O well enough I 

Carlos. 

How did you separate ? 

MARQUIS. 

O well enough ! 

CARLOS. 

And was I mentioned ? ** 

MARQUIS. 

Yes ; in general terms. 

^Taking out a pocket-book and giving it to the PritK§» 
Sed here are two lines written by the QUeen, 

To-mojrrow I will settle where and how. 

CARLOi^(r^ads it careUsshj^ the tablet in hi$ 

* pockety and is going). 

Touirmeet me at the Prior’s ? 
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MARQUIS. 

* Yes ! But stay — 

'Why in such haste ? No one is coming hither, 

CARLOS {^vith a forced smile). 

Have we in truiii chaii^jed characters ? To-day 
Y^ou seem so hold and' confident. 

MARQUIS. 

* To-day, — 

Wherefore to-day ? ^ 

CARLOS. 

, • What writes the Queen to me ? 

MARQUIS. 

Have you not read this instant? 

CARLOS. 

I ? Oh yes. 

MARQUIS. 

What is’t distuAs you now' ? 

CARiDS [reads tJte tablet a gain ^ delighted and ferve^itly), 

Angel of Heaven ! 

I will bo so, — I will be worthy of thef. 

Lo\ e elevates great minds. So come what may, 
Whatever thou commandest. 111 perfojwn. 

She writes that I must hold myself prepared 
For a great enterprise ! What can she mean ? 

Dost thou not know ? 

MARQUIS. 

^nd, Carl^os, if I knew, 

Say, art thou now prepared to hear it from me ? 

CARLOS. 

Have I offended thee ? I was distracted — 

IlodOrigo, pardon me. 

MARQUIS. 

Distracted! How? 

CARLOS. 

I scarcely know ! But may I keep this tablet ? 

, MARQUIS. ^ 

Not so ! I came tp ask thee for thine own. 

CARLOS. 


My tablet! Why? 
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MARQUIH. 

And ^vliatsoev^ writings 
You have, .unfit to meet a stranger's eye — 

Letters or mernomndums, and in short, 

Your whole portfolio. t 

CATILOS. 

Why? 

MARtQUlS. ' 

That we may he 

Prepared for ticcidents. TVlio ran prevent 
Surprise ? They'll never seek them in mV keeping. 

Here give them to me — 

CAiipos [uneasy). 

Strange ! W’'hat can it mean ? 

MAIUiUlS. 

Be not alarmed ! 'Tis nothing of importance ! 

A more precaution to prevent surprke. 

You need not ho alarmed ! 

CARLOS [{/ires him the pori/olio), 

]^e caieful of it. 

MARQUIS. 

Be sure I will, 

CARLOS [looks at him siynificanthj), 

1 give thee much, Roderigo ! — 

. MARQm§«, 

Not more than I have often had from thee. 

The I'est well talk of yonder. Now farewell. [Ooing^ 
CART.OS (strvyyUny %nth himself, then calls him hack), 
(live me my letters bat^k — tliere's one amongst them 
The Queen addressed to me at Alcala, 

When I was sick to deatli. - Still next my heart 
r carry it — to Dike tliis letter from me, 

Goes to my very soul. But leave me that. 

And take the rest. 

[Ife takes U oiU, and riiuims ^eportJoUo, 

MARQUIS. 

I yield unwillingly— 

For ’tvas that letter which 1 most requir’d. 
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CABLOS. 

Farewell ! 

[He goes a\mg slowly, stops a moment at the door, turns 
hack again^ and brings him the letter. 

You have kt there. 

[II is hand trembles, tears start from his eyes, he faUs on 
the neck of the Mabquis, and presses his face to his 
J)osom. 

, O not my father 
Could do so much, Koderigo! Not my father! 

• * [Eivit hastily.' 

Scene VI. 

MARQTTis (looks after him with astomshmeni). 

And is this possible ! And to this hour 
Have T not known him fully? In his heart 
This blemish Ix^s escaped my eye. Distrust 
Of me — his friend ! • I3ut no, *tis calumny ! 

What hath he done, that I accuse him thus 
Of we akest wettloiess. I myself commit 
The fault I charge on him. What I have done 
JMiglit well sui|)rise him ! When hath he displayed 
To his best friend such absolute reserVb ? 

Carlsfi, I must afflict thee— there s no help — 

And longer still distress thy noble soul. 

In mo the King hath placed his confidence. 

His holiest trust reposed— as in a casket, 

And this reliance calls few gratitude. 

How can disclosure servo thee, when my silence 
Brings thee no harm — serves thee, perhaps? Ah! Why 
Point to the traveller the impending storm ? 

Enough, if I direct it s anger past thee ! — 

And when thou wak st, the sky’s again serene* \ExiU 

Scene VIL 
The King’s Cabinet. 

The King seatedfnear him the Infaswa Claba Eugenia. ^ 
KTifG (after a deep silence). 

No — she is sure my daughter— *or can nature^ 

Thus lie like truth ! Y^es, that blue eye is mine! 

And I am pi<;tured ip thy ev’iy feature--^ 

K 2 
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Child of my love ! for such thou art — I fold thee 

Thus to my heart — thou art my blood — atid pauses. 

My blood — 

What’s worse to fear ? Are not my features his *? 

[Takes the mhuature in his hand and looks first at^the jx>r‘ 
trait, then at the mirror opposite, at last he throws it on the 
ground, rises hastily, and pushes the Infanta from him. 
Away, away ! I m lost in this abyss. 


SCENIC VIII. e 
Count I.krma and the King 


IJCHMA. 

Her Majesty is in the aiilechaiuber 

KING , 

What! Now? 

LEUMA. ' 

And be^s the favour *of an audience. 

KING. 

Now ! At this unacrjustoined hour ! Not now — 

I cannot see her yet.* 

LEKMA. 

Here comes the Queen. 

[Exit Leema. 

Scene IX. 

The King, the Queen enters, and the Infanta. 

[The Infanta runs to meet the Queen and rlings to her ; 
the Quep.n falls at the King's feet, who is sil^fnt, and 
appears confused and emharrassed. 


QUEEN. 

My Lord ! My Iniaband ! I'm Constrained to seek 
Justice before the throne ! 

KING. 

What! Justice! 

QUEEN. 

Yes I 

I’m treated with dishononr at the Court ! 

My casket been htled. 

KING. " 

What! your casket? 
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QTJKEX. 

And things 1 liigWy value have been plundeir’d. 

KING. 

Things that you highlv value ? 

QUEEN. 

From the meaning 

Which ignorant men s ofTiciousness, perhaps, 
Might*giv^to them 

KING- 

• What s this? Officiousness, 
And meaning ITow? But rise. 

QUEEN. 

Oh no, my husband f 

Xot till you hind yourself, by sacred promise, 

By virtue of your o'wu authoiity, 

'J'o find th’ ofieiidor out, and grant redress. 

Or else dismiss my guite, which hides a tliief. 

KING. 

But rise I — In such a posture ! — Pray you rise. 

QUEEN (rises), • 

’Tib souie*oiie of distinction — 1 knmv well ; 

My casket held both diamonds and pSkrls 
Of piatchless value, but he only took 
My lettera. 

KING. 

May I ask 

•QUEEN. • 

Ihuloubtcdly, 

!My hushand. They were letters from the Prince : 
llis miniature as well. 


Your son. 


KING. 

From whom ? 

QUEEN. 

The Prince, 


KING. 

To yoM? 

" * QUEEN. 

Sent by the Prince me. 

KINO, 

Wliat! From PrincK) Carlos! Do you*tell me that? 
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QUEEN. 

Why not tell you, my husUiml? 

laNG. 

And n('t blush ? 

QITEEN 

What mean you? You must surely recollect 
The letters, Carlos sent me to St. Germains, 

With both Courts' full consent. Whether tliat leave 
Extended to the portrait, or alone 
His hasty hope dictated such a step,* 

I cannot now pretend to an.swer ; hut 
If even rash, it may at least be pardon’d 
For thus much 1 may be his pledgee —that then 
He never thought the gift was for bis mother. 

{Observes the agitation of ike King. 
W’hat moves you ? What’s the matter ? , 

INFANTA (irho has found the yniniaiure on the ground, and 
has been playing v ith it, brings it to the queen). 

Look, dear mother ! 

Sec what a pretty picture ! 

, * QUEEN. 

Wliat then my 

[She recognises the miniature, and rrmains in speechless 
astonishment. They both gaze at each other. — After a 
long pause : 

In truth, this mode of tiying a wife’s heart 
Is great and royal, Sirb ! But J sliould wish 
To ask one question? 

KTNO. 

'Tis for me to question 

QUEEN. 

Let my suspicious spare the innocent. 

And if by your command, this theft was done— 


KING. 


It w|is fio done ! 

* QUEEN. 

Then I have none to blame* 
And nmjc toi*pity — other than yourself — 

Since you possess a wife, on whom such schemes 
Are thrown awayt 
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KING. 

This language is not new — 

Nor shall you, Madam, now again deceive me 
As in the gardens of Aranjiicz — 

My Qacen of angel-pufity, who then 
8o haughtily my accusation spum’d-— 

I know her better now. 

• • QUKF.N. 

V/hat mean you, Sire? 

• KING. 

Madam ! thus briefly and without reserve— 

Say is it true ? — -still true, that you conversed 
V<'’ith no one there ? Is really that the truth ? 

QUEEN. 

I spoke tliere with tlic Prince. 

• KING. 

* Then is it clear 

As day ! So daring! — heedless of mine honour ! 

' QUEEN. 

Your honour. Sire ! If that ho now.tlic question, 

A greater honour is, methinks, at stafae 
Tliau Oastille ever brought me us a dowry. 

KING. 

Why did you then deny the Prince’s presence? 

QUEEN. 

Because I’m not accustoiied to h^ question’d 
Jiike a delinquent, before all your courtiers ; 

1 never shall deny the truth, when ask’d 
With kindness and respect. Was that the tone 
Your Majesty used towards me in Aranjuez ? 

Are your assembled grandees the tribunal 
Queens must account to, for their private conduct ? 
1 gave the Prince the interview he sought 
Widi earnest prayer, because, my liege and lord, 

I — ^the Queen — ^vvish’d and will’d it, and because 
I never can admit, that formal custoln 
Should sit as jud^ on actions that arc guiltless: 
And 1 conceal’d it from your Majesty, 

Because I chose not to contend with you, 

About this right, iu*presence of your cotirtiers.. 
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. KING. 

You speak with boldness, Madam I 

fe QUBEN. 

* ^ I may add, 

Becaus^j^ Prince, in his own fatfier’s heart, 
Scarce that kindncsL, he so well deserves. 


So well deserves I 


KIKG. 


quee^t. 

Why, Sire ! should I conceal it ? 
Highly do I esteem him — ^yes ! and love him 
As a most dear relation, who was once 
Deem'd worthy of a dearer — tenderer — title. 

I’ve yet to learn, that he, on this account, 

Should he estrang'd from me, beyond all others,— 
Because he once was better lovod than thpy. 

Though your state policy may knit together 
What bauds it pleases — ’tis a harder task 
To burst such ties ! I will not hate another 
For any one’s command — and since I must 
So speak— rsuch dictates I will not endure. 

KING. 

Elizabeth ! you’ve seen me in weak moments — 

And their remembrance now emboldens you. 

(.>11 that strong iniluence you now depend, 

WJiicli you have often, with so- much success, 

Against my firmness tried. But fear the more ! 

The power which has seduced me to he weak, 

May yet inflame me to some iict of madness. 


QUEEN. 

"What liave 1 done ? 


KING italces her hand)* 

If it should prove but so— 

And is it not already? If the full 

Accinnulatod measure of your guilt 

liecome but one brea'Ui heavier — should *1 bo 

Deceived — [Lets her hand go. 

can subdue these last remains 
Of weakness — con and will — then woe betide 
Myself arid you, Elizabeth ! 
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QTTEEN. 

What crime 

Have I committed ? 

Kixa. 

On my own account then 
Shall blood be shed. « 

QITEEX. 

And has it come to this ? 
O Heaven! • 

KING. 

I «hall forget myself — 1 shall 
Ilegard no iisfige and no voice of nature — 

Not e'en the law of nations. 


QUEEN. 

() how much 


I pity yon ! 

• ^ KING. 

The pity of a harlot ! 

INFANTA (cUuffinff to her viotlier in terror). 

The Iving is angry, and my mother w*^».ps. 

•[King piishes the child violently from the Queen. 
QUEEN {%nth mildness and dignity, but iMth faltering voice). 
Thi8#child 1 must protect from cruelty — 

Come with me, daughter. [Takes her in her arms. 

If the King no more 

Acknowledge thee — beyond the Pyrenees 
J ’ll call protectors to defend our cjyise. {Going. 

KING {embarrassed). 

Queen ! 


QUEEN. 

I can bear no more — it is too much ! 

TIastetiing to the door, she falls with her child on the 
threshold. 

KING {mnmng to her assistance). 

Heavens ! What is that ? 


iNfi^NTA [cries out trtih^error). 

• She bleeds! My mother bleeds! 

[Run-out. 

KING (anxiously assisting her). 

0, what a fem*ful accident I You bleed ; 
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Do I deserve tliis cruel punishment ? 

Hise and collect yourself — Rise, they are coming ! 

They will surprise us I — Shall the assembled court 
Divert themselves with such a spectacle ? 

Must I entreat you ?— Rise ! ' 

[She rises, supported hy the King. 

SOENK X. 

The former, Alva, Domingo cMering alarmed. Ladies follow, 

KJNG. " 

Now let the Queen 

Be led to her apartment ; she’s unwell. 

[Exit the Qi’ekn, attended hy her ladies. Alva and 
Domingo come fonvo'^d, 

ALVA. • 

The Queen in tcai*s, and blood upon lier 'facc ! 

KING. 

Does that surprise the devils who ve misled mo ? 

‘Xt.va and xk>m:ingo. 

We? 

KING. 

You, who have said enough to drive me mad; 

But nothing to convince me. 

ALVA. 

"VVe gave you 

What we ounselvos possessed. 

KING. 

May Hell reward you! 

I’ve done wliat I repent of! Ah ! was hers 
The language of a conscience diirk with guilt ? 

MABQUTs posA [from without) 

Say, can I see the liing ? 

Scene XI. 

The former, Mabquis Posa. 

KING (starts up*at tJie sound of his voice, and advances some 
paces to meet him) 

* Ah ! hoi'e he comes.— ^ 
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Right welcome, Marquis ! Duke ! I need you now 
No longer. Leave us. 

[Alva and Domino o look at each other with silent asto- 
nishment and retire. 

Scene XII. 

• The. King, and Marquis Posa. 

MAlfQUTS. 

• That old soldier, Sire, 

Who has fac'ed*dealh, in twenty battles, for you. 

Must hold it thankless to he so dismiss’d. 

KING. 

Tis thus for you to think — for me to act *» 

In a few hours, yoii^ have hecn more to me, 

Than that man,^in a life-time. Nor shall I 
Keep my content a sa^cret. On your brow 
The lustre of my high and royal favour 
Shall hhiue resplendent — I will malce that man 
A mai’k for envy, wiiom I (thoose xny /riend. 

MARQUIS. 

What if the veil of dark obscurity ^ 

Wert2 his sole chum to merit such a title ? 

KING. 

"What come you now to tell me ? 

MARQUIS. 

* •As I pass’d 

Along the antechamber, a dread rumour 
Fell on my ear, — it seemed incredible, — 

Of a most angry quarrel — blood — the Queen— 

KING. 

Como you from her ? 

MARQUIS. 

I should be horrified 

Were not the riynour false : or should pcrliaps 
Your Majesty meantime have done Some act— * 

Discoveries of imJ>ortaiice I have made, 

Which wholly change the aspect of afiairs. 

TCTNa. 


How, now ? 
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MABQUrs. 

1 found an opportunity 
To seize 3 »^our son's portfolio, with his letters, 

Which, as I hope, throw some light — 

[lie (fires ihe PktnIi l■:’s portfolio io the KiNa* 
KING [looks through it eagerly). 

A letter 

From the Emperor, my father. How! a lelcer 
Of which I ne'er remember to haA^o heard. 

[He reads it through^ puts it^ aside, and goes to th^ 
other impers 

A drawing of some fortress —detach’d thoughts 
From Tacitus — and what is here? The hand 
I surely recognise — it is a ludj’s. 

[Ide reads it altentirelg, partly to himself y ami partly 
aloud. 

‘‘This key — the farthest chamber of the ‘Queen’s 
Pavilion !” — Ha ! what's this ? — ‘‘ TIjo voice of love, — • 

The timid lover —may — a rich reward.”— 

Satanic treachery I see it now. 

Tis she — ’tis her own wnting ! 

iAIAIU^UIS. 

Tlie Queen’s writii:\g ! 

Impossible ! — 

KINO, 

The Princess Eboli's. 

MARQUI}^ 

Then, it was true, Avhat the Queen *s page confess’d, 

Not long since — that he brought this key tuid letter. 

KING {grasjHug the marquis’s hand in great emotion). 
Marquis ! I see that I’m in dreadful hands. 

This Avoman — 1 confess it — ’twas this woman 
Forced the Queen’s casket ; and my first suspicions 
Were breathed by her. Who knoAvs how deep the priest 
May be engaged in this ? 1 am deceived 
By qirsed villony. 

‘ MARQUIS. ^ 

Then Avas it luoky^ 

^ KING. 

* Marquis ! O Mfirquis ! I begin to fear 
I’ve wTOig’d my wife. 
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MARQUIS. 

If there exist, between 

The Prince and Queen, some secret understandings. 
They are of other import, rest assured, 

Than those they cliargt? her with. I know, for certain, 
Tlie Prince’s prayer to be dispatched to Flanders, 

Was by the Queen suggested. 

• KING. 

* I Imve thought so. 

• MARQUIS. 

Tlio Queen s ambitious. Dare 1 speak more fully ? 

She sees, with some rescutmeni, her high hopes 

All disappointed, and herself shut out 

From shave of empire. Your sons youthful ardour 

Offers itself to her far-reaching views 

Her heart I — I c^oubt if she can love. 

• KING. 

Her schemes 

Of policy can never make me tremble. 

• MARQUIS. 

Whether the Infant loves her, — wliethw we 
Have something worse to fear from him, — are things 
Wortliy our deep ottentiou. To these points 
Our strictest vigilance must be directed. 

KINO. 

You must be pledge for lyni. ^ 

MARQUIS. 

And if the King 

Esteem me capable of such a task, 

I must entreat it be entrusted to me 
Wholly without conditions. 

KINO. 

So it shall. 

MARQUIS. 

That in the step* >\hich I may thinK required, 

I may be thwarte4 by no coadjutors, 

Whatever name they bear. 

KING. 

I pledge niT word 



DON CAE LOS. 


[act IV, 


m 


You shall not. You have proved my guardian angel. 

How many thanks I owe you fur this service ! 

[Lebi»ia enters— the King to him. 
How did you leave tlie Queen? 

LERMA. ^ 

But scarce recover’d 

From her deep swoon 

[He holes at the Marquis douh^'‘allii, and exit. 


MARQUIS {to the KING, after a jfaiuse). 

Due cautiov yet seems needful. 
The Prince may be advised of our design. 

For he has many faithful friends in Ghent, 

And may have partizans among tlie rebels. 

Fear may incite to desperate resolves ; 

Therefore I counaelf that some npeedy means 
Be taken, to prevent this fatal chance 

KING. 

You are quite right— -but ])ow? 


MARQUIS. 

Your Majesty 

May sign a secret^warrant of arrest, 

And place it iTi mj hands, to be employed, 

As may seem needful, in the hour of danger. 

[The King ai^icars thcnghtful 
This step must he a most profound state-secret 
Until 

• ^ • 

KINO {jjoing to his desk and writing the warrant of arrest). 
The kingdom Ls at stake, and now 
The pressing danger sanctions urgent measures. 

Here Marimis ! I need scarcely say — use prudence. 

MAiiQUiB {taking the warrant), 

’Tis only for the last extremity. 

KINO {laymg his hand on the shoulder of the marquis). 

Go ! Go, dear Marquis ! Give this bosom peace, 

And briil^ back sluniber to my sleepless*pillo\v. 

[JSxeunt at different side$. 
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Scene XIIT. 

A Oullery. 

Carlos entering in extreme agitation, Count Lebma 
meeting him^ 

OABI.OS. 

T liave been seeking you. 

r LERMA. 

And I, your Higlnicss. 

TARLOS. 

For heaven’s salce is it tine *? 

LERMA. 

What do you mean? 

CARI.OS. 

That the King drew his dagger — an^that she 
Was home, all bathed in blood, from the apartment? 
Now answer me' by all that’s saored — say « 

W’^hat am I to believe ? What trutli is in it ? ^ 

LERMA. 

She fiiinted, and so grazed her skin in falling : 

That is thd whole. 

CARLOS. ^ 

Is there no further danger? 

(Jount ! answer on your honour. 

LKRMA. 

For the Queen 

No farther danger — for y3nrsclf th;u’o’s much ! 

CARLOS. 

None for my mother ! Then kind Heaven I thank thee. 
A dreadful rumour reached mo, that the King 
llaved against child and mother, and that son|flf 
Dire secret was discover’d. 

LERMA. 

And the last 

May possibly be true. 

’ CARLOS. 

Be true ! What mean you? 

LERAfA. 

One warning have I given you, Prince, already, 
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And that to-day, — ^hut you despised it, — now 
Perhaps youll profit Letter by a second. 


Explain yourself. 


CARLOS. 


LERjyrA 

If I mistake not. Prince, 

A few days since, I noticed in your hands 
An azure-blue portfolio, work’d in velvet 
And chased with gold. * 

CARLOS (with anxiety). 

Yes ! I had such a one. 


LEllMA. 

And on the cover — if I recollect — 

A portrait set in ? 

^ CARLOS. 

Tis right — go on. 

^ LERMA. 

I enter’d the King’s chamber on a sudden, 

And in his hands I mark’d tiiat same portfolio, 

The Marouis Posa standing by his side. 

CARLOS {after a short- silence of astonishment, hastily). 
Tis false! 

LERMA {warmly). 

Then I’m a traitor ! 

CAB.hOb (Jooldny stedfasfly at him). 

That you are ! 

LERMA. 

Well! 1 forgive you. 

CARLOS (jpttm the apartment in extreme agitation^ at length 
^ stands still before hini). 

Has he injured Uiee ? 

What h«|ve our guiltless tics o^ friendship done, 

That witb a demon’s zeal thou iriest to rend them ? 

f LtSBMA. o 

Prince ! T respect the grief which readers you 
So far ufiji^st 

CARLOS/ 

"Heav’n shield me from suspicion ! 
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l.ERMA. 

And I remember, too, the King’s own words. 
Just as I enter’d, lie address’d the Marquis : 

“ blow many thanks I owe you for this news.” 
• cahlos. 

O say 1 x 0 more ! 


DEIIMA. 

, • Duke Alva is disgraced! 

The great seal taken from <Jie Prince lluy Gomez, 
And given to the Marquis. 

c*\iiLos (lost in deep thought). 

And from me 

Ilfis he conceurd all tliis ‘? And why from me ? 


LfiKMA. 

As minister all-powerful, the court * 

Looks on him now — as favourite unri vail’d ! 

CAULOS. 

ITo lov’d me — lov’d me greatly: I was dear, 

As his own soul is, to him. That 1 know — 

Of that IVe had a thousand proofs. «But should 
'^I’ho happiness of millions jield to one? 

Must not his country dearer to him pAve 
Tliaii Carlos ? One friend only is too few 
For his capacious heart. And not enough 
Is Carlos’ happiness to engross his love. 

He offers me a sacrifice to virtue ' 

And shall 1 murmur atiiim? bfow ’tis certain, 

1 have for ever lost liim. 

[He steps aside and covers his faee^ 
Dearest Prince 

How can I serve you ? ' % 

CAiiLos (without looking at him). 

Get you to the King ; 

Go and betray me. I have nought to give. 

» DEKMA. « 

Will you then eltay and brave the ill that follows ? 

OAlmos {Uans on a balustrade and looks forward with a vacant 
' gaze). ^ # 

I've lost hija now, ^nd I am destitute !•* 


L 
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DERMA {approaching him. ivith fnjmpathizhig emotion). 

And will you not consult your safety, Prince ? 

CARLOS. 

My safety ! Generous man ! ^ 

LERMA, 

And IS there, then, 

No other person you should tremble for ■* 

CARLOS ijiJiarU up). 

Heavens ! you remind me now. Alas ! My mother ! 

The 1 ttor that I gave him — first refused — 

Then after gave liim ! 

[He pacc^ backwards and /onvm'ds with agitation^ 
wringing his hands. 

Has she then deserved 

This blow from him ? He should have spared her. Lerma. 

[lag hasty detennined tone. 
But I must see her — warn her of her danger — 

I must prepare her — Lernia, dearest Lerma ! 

Wliom shall I sen:iJ' Have I no friend remaining? 

Yes ! Heaven be praised ! J still have one ; and now 
The worst is ovof. [Exit quickly. 

DERMA (foUowSy and calls after him). 

Whither, wlnther, Prince ? 


. Scene XIV. 

The Queen, Alva, Bominco. 

ATVA. 

If we may bo permitted, gracious Queen 

QUEEN. 

What are fdkr wislies ? 

DOAflNGO. 

A most true regard 
For your high Majesty, forbids us now 
To watch m careless silence, an event 
Pregqmt with danger to your royal safety. 

We hasten, by a kind and timely warning, 

To counteract a plot that’s laid against you.* 
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BOMINOO. 

And oar warm zeal, and our best services, 

To lay before your feet, most gracious Queen ! 

^ QUEEN {looJcinfj qf them ivith astonishment). 

Most reverend Sir, and you, my noble Duke, 

You mucli surprise me. Such sincere attachment, 

In truth, 1 Jiad not hoped for from Domingo, 

Nor from Duke Alva. — Murli 1 value it. 

A plot you mer.iion, memiciAg my safety — 

Dare I inquire by wl¥)m 

ALVA. 

We must entreat 

You w’ill beware a certain Marquis Posa. 

]Je has, of late, been secretly employ'd 
In the King's service. 

QUEEN- 

. With delight 1 he^r 
Tbo King has made so excellent a choice, 
lieport, long since, has spoken of the Marquis, 
xVs a deserving, great, and ^ irtuous msm — 

The royal 'grace was ne'er .so well bestow'd! 

DOMINGO. 

vvftll bestowed ! We think far otherwise. 

Al.YA. 

It is no secret now, for what designs 
This man has been employ’d. V* 

ftUEEN. • 

How ! What designs? 
You put my expectation on the rack. 

DOMINGO. 

How long is it, since last your Majesty 
Open'd your casket ? 

QUKEN. 

Why do you inquire ? 

DOMINGO. 

Did you not mis^ some articles of vakie ? 

• QUEEN. 

Why these suspicions ? What I missed, wa^ then 
Known to the court ! But what of Marquis Posa? 

Say, what connection has aU this with him? 

• . I* 3 
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AI.VA. 

The closest, please your Majesty — the Prince ^ 

Has also lost some papers of importance ; 

And they were seen, this moniir^, with the King, 

After the Marquis liad an audience of him. 

QUEKN [after some consideration). 

This news is strange iiuleed — inexplicable — 

To find a foe, where I could ne’er have dreain'd it. 

And two warm friends, I knew not I j»ossess’d ! 

\FLvintj her eyes siedfasthj upon them. 
' And, to speak truth, I had well nigh imfuted 
To you, the wicked turn my husband served me. 

ALVA. 

To us! 

QUEEN. 

To you yourselves ! 

DOMINGO. 

To US ! Duke Alva ! 

QUEEN [her eyes still fastened on them). 

I am glad to be, s,() timely, made aware 
Of my rash judgment, — else had I resolved ’ 

This veiy day, to bog his Majesty 

Would bring mo, face to face, with my accusers. 

But I’m contented now. I can appeal 
To the Duke Alva, for his testimony. 

For mine ? Yoti wBuJd not siiye do that ! 

QUEEN. 

Why not? 

ALVA. 

Twould counteract tlie services we might 
Render, in secret, to you. 

QUEEN. 

How I in secret ? 

[With stem dignity. 

I &in would know what secret projects, Duke, 

Your Sovereign's s^use can have to form with .you, 

Or, Priest! widi you — her husband sHbuld not know? 
ThiA you that I am innocent, or guilty ? 

DOMINGO, 

Strimge question! 
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ALVA. 

Should the Monarch prove unjust — 
And, at this time— — 

fQUEEK. 

Then I must wait for justice 
Until it come — and they are happiest far 
Whose consoiences may calmly wait their right. 

[Bows to them and exit. Domingo and Alva exeunt 
on the ojfpodte side. 

m 

Scene XV. 


Ghamher of Princess Ebolt. 
Princess Eboli. Carlos immediately after. 


EBOLI. 

Is it then true— ^he strange intelligence, 
That tills tlie Court with wonder? 


CARLOS {enters), 

Dt not fear, 

Princess ! I shall be gentle as a child, 

EBOLI. 

Priiicjj, this intrusion ! 

CARI.OS. 

Are you angry still ? 

Offended still with me 4. . 

tfBOTJ. • 

Prince ! 

CARLOS {earnesdy). 

Are you angry ? 

I pray you answer me. 

EBOLI, 

What can this mean ? 

You seem, Prince, to forget — ^what would you with me ? 


CABLOS (seizing her hand with warmth). 
Dear maiden ! Ca\i you hate eternall/? 

Can injured love nl'er pardon? 

EBOLI {dismgagmg herself). * 
Prince! of what 

"Would you remind me ? 



ISO 


DON CARLOS, 


[act rr. 


C/UILOS. 

Of your kindness, dearest ! 

And of my deep iiif^ratitude. Alas, 

Too well I kTK»w i1 ! deeply hava 1 wTougod thee — 
Wounded thy tender heart, andlrorri thino eyes. 

Thine angel eyes, wrung precious tears, sweet maid f 
But ah ! ’tis not repentance leads me hither, 

KBOLT. • 

Prince i leave me — T — * 

TAIiLOS. ' 

T come to thee, because 
Thou art a maid of gentle soul — hecause 
I trust thy heart — thy kind and tender hCiirt. 

Think, dejirest maiden ! think I have no friend. 

No friend hut thee, in all this wretched world — 

Thou who wert once so kind, wilt not for ever 
Ilato me, nor ^Yill thine anger pro^^e eternal. 

EBOLi (ihryiltiff away her fact^. 

0, cease ! No more ! For Heaven s sake ! leave me, Prince. 

CARLOS. 

Let me temind ^icc of those golden hours— 

Let me remind thee of thy love, sweet maid-^ ^ 

That love which I so laisciy have offended ! 

0 let mo now appear to ihec agaiii 

As once I Avas — and as thy heart portrayed mo. 

Yet once again, onC^e only, ])lace niv image, 

As in days past, before thy tender soul, 

And to that idol, make a sacrifice, 

Thou canst not make to me. 

EROJJ. 

O, (Jarlos, cease ! 

Too cruelly thou sportest with my feelings ! 

CARI.OS. 

Be nibhler than thy sex ! Forgive an insult ! 
l)p what no woman e'er has done before thee. 

And what no woman, after thee, can ecj[ual, 

1 ask of thee an unox impled favour. ** 

Grant rae-y-upon my knees I ask it of thee — 

Grant mo two moments with the Queen, my mother ! 

[Heemts hmsey^ at her feet. 
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Scene XVI. 

The former. Marquis Posa rushes in: hehind him two 
Officers offithe Queens Guard. 

MARQUIS [breathless and agitated, rushing between carlos 
and the princess). 

Say, what hJs he confess’d ? Believe him not ! 

CARLOS (still on his kneeSf with loud voice). 

By all that’s ho^ • 

MARQi is (interrupting him with vehemence). 

Ho is mad ! He raves ! 

0 listen to him not ! 

CAUt.os (Jouder and more urgent). 

It is a question 

Of life and death, conduct me to her straight, 

MARQius (dragging the rJiiNCKSS from him hy force). 

You dio, if you but listen. 

[To one of the Officers, showing an order. 
• Count of Cordova ! 

In the King’s name. Prince Carlos is ySnr prisoner. 

[C.y^os stands bewildered. The Princess utters a cry of 
horror, and trirs to escape. The Officers are astounded, 
~A long and deep jmise ensues. The Marquis trem- 
bles violently, and inth difficulty preserves his composure. 

m » * [To thePrirwe, 

1 hog your sword. — The Princess Kboli 

Heraains — [To the Officers, 

And you, on peril of your lives, 

Let no one with bis Highness speak — no gerson — 

Not e’en yourselves. 

[7!<? whisper's a few words to one Officer, then turns to 
the other, 

I hasten, instantly, 

To cast myself before our Monarch’s feet, 

And justify this Jtep— • [To the Prince, 

• And Prince ! for you— 

Expect me in an hour. * 

[Carlos permits himself to he led away without my signs 
of consciousn^s, accept that, in passing, he cctsts a 
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languid, dying look, on the Marquis. The Princess 
endeavours again to escape: the Marquis pulls her 
back by the arm. 


Scene XVII. 


Princess Ebolt, Marquis Posa. 


EBOLT. 

For Heaven’s sake let me leave this place— 

MARQUIS {leads her forward: with dreadful earnestness). 

Thou wretch ! 

What has he said to thee ? 

EBOLI. 

O leave me ! Nothing ! 

MARQUIS {with earnestness : holding her hack by force). 
How much has he imparted to thee V Here 
No way is left thee to escape. To none, 

In this world, shalt thou over tell it. 

EBOLI {looking at him with terror). 

^ Heavens ! 

What would you do? Would you then murder me ? 

MARQUIS {drawing a dagger). 

Yes ! that is my resolve. Be speedy 1 


EBOLI. 

What have I then committed ? 


Mercy ! 


MARQUIS {looking towards heaven, points the dagger to her 
breast), 

’ Still there’s time — 

The poison has not issued from these lips. 

Dash but the howl to atoms, all remains 
, Still i|s before I The destinies of Spain 
Agaii^t a woman’s life ! 

^ ' [Remains douhtinyly in iJiis position 

EBom (having sunk doim beside him, Idoks in his face), 

.. Do not delay— 

Why do you hesitate ? I beg no mercy — 

1 have deserved to die, and I am ready. » 
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MARQUIS {letting Im hand drop slowly — after some reflection). 
It were as cowardly as barbarous, 

No ! God be praised ! — another way is left. 

[He lets the dagger jyill and hurries out. The Princess 
hastens out through another door. 

Scene XVIIT. 

A Chamber of^the Queen. 

The Queen the Countess Fuentes. 

What means this noisy tumult in the palace ? 

Each breath to-day alarms me ! Countess ! see 
What it portends, ond htisten back with speed. 

[Exit Countess Fuentes— IT/ ie Princess Eboli rushes in. 


^ Scene XIX. 

The Quii^en, Princess Eboli- 
EBOLi {breathless^ pale^ and wild, falls before the Queen). 
Help ! Help ! 0 (iueen ! he’s seized ! * 

QUEEN. 

Who ? 

EBOLI. 

He’s arrested. 

By the King’s orders given to Marcjuia Posa. 


Who is arrested ? 


QUEEN. 

Who f 

EBOLI. 

The Prince! 


QUEEN. 

EBOLI. 

This moment they are leading him away. 


Thou rav’st ! 


QUEEN. 

And who arrested him ? 

EBOLI. 

The Marquis Posa. 

QUEEN. 

Then Heaven be prmsed, it was the Marquis seized him I 
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EBOLT. 

Can you speak thus, and willi such tnuiquil mion? 

O Heavens ! you Jo nut know — ^you cannot think — 

QUEEN. ^ 

The cause of liis arrest ! — some trifling error, 

Doubtless arising from his lieaJlong youth ! 

EBOLl. 

No ! no ! I know far better. No, my Queen ! 
Jlemorselcss treachery ! There’s no help for him. 

He dies ! , 

QUEEN. 

JTc dies ! 

EP.OLI. 

And T’ra his murderer ! 

QUEEN . 

What! Dios? Thou ravesi ! Tfliink v,hat thou lU'L saying? 

EBOLT. 

And wherefore — whei'^'fore dies he? Had T known 
That it would come to this I 

QUEEN her affect hvafehj htj the hand). 

: O dearest Prin' ess, 

Tour senses are distracted, but ccdlect 
Tour wandering spirits, and ndato to mo 
More calmly, not in images of liorror 
That fright my inmost soul, \\lialo’er you know. 

Say, what has liappened ? 

EBOLTi 

O display not, Queen, 

Such heavenly condescension ! Like hot flames 
This kindness sears ray conscience. I’m not worthy 
To view thy purity with eyes prohxne. 

O crush the wretch, who, agonized by shame, 

Eemorsc, and self-reproach, wiithes at thy feet ! 

QUEEN. 

Unhappy woman ! Say, what is thy guilt? 

* ' EBOLT. 

Angel of light ! Sweet saint ! thou litti^e know’st 
The demon, ^ who has won thy loving smiles. 

Know her to-day-*-I was the wretched thief 
Who plunder’d thee. 
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QUEEN. 

What ! Thou ? 


EBOLI. 

9 And gave thy letters 

Up to the King ! 

QUEEN. 

What! Thou? 


EBOLI. 

And dared accuse thee ! 

, • QUEEN. 

Thou ! Couldst thou this ? 

EBOLI. 

Revenge and madness — love— 
I hat(xl thee, and loved the Prince ! 


QUEEN. 

His love so prompt thoe ? 


And did 


EBOLT. 

1 had own VI my love, 

Riu mtJt with no return. ^ 

QUEEN {cifter a 'pame). 

• Now alls explain’d ! 

Rise up ! — ycfw loved him — 1 have pardon’d you — 

I have forgotten all. Now, Princess, rise ! 

{Holding out her hand to the Princess. 
tmoLi. • 

No ! no ! a foul confession still remains. 

1 will not rise, great Queen, till I— 


QUEEN. 

Then sf)eak ! 

What have I yet to hoar? 

EBOLI. 

The King ! Seduction ! 

0 ! now you turn away ! And in your eyes 
I read abhorren(!fe. Yes ; of that fofil crime 
I charged you wil^i, I have myself been guilty. 

IShe presses her burning face to the ground. Exit Queen. 
—A long pause. The Countess Olivarez, efter acme 
minutes, corner out of the Cabinet, into which the 
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Queen entered^ and finds the Princess still lyinrf in 
the above 'posture. She approaches in silence. On h-ear^ 
ing a noise, the latter looks up and Incomes like a 
mad person when she iniss^ the Queen. 

Scene XX. 

Princess Eboli, Countess Olivarez. 

EBOH. ^ 

Heavens ! slie has left me. - 1 am now undone ! 

OLIVAREZ [aiproachin/f her) 

My Princess — Ehali ! 

EBOLT. 

I know your husiriess, 

Duchess, and you come hither from the Queen, 

To speak my sentence to me — do it fj[uickly ! 

OLIVAREZ. 

I am commnuded, by her Majesty, 

To take your cross and key. 

EROLi {takes from her breast a golden Cross, and gives 
^t to the duchess). 

And but once more 

May I not kiss my gi’acious Sovereign s hand ? 

OI.tVAREZ. 

In holy Mary’s convent, shall you learn 
Your fate, Princess. 

EBOLI (with a flood of tears), 

! the’ii I no more 

Shall ever see the Queen ! 

OLIVAREZ (ertihraccs her with her face turned away). 
Princess, farewell ! 

[She goes hastily away. The Princess follows her as 
far as the door of the Ceddnet, which is winudiately 
locked after the Duchess. She reniains a few 
minutes silent and motionless on her knees before iu 
She then rises cmd hastens away, covering her face, . 

Scene XXI. ^ 

Queen, Marquis Posa. 

* QUEEN, 

Ah ! Marquify I am glad you’re come at last! 
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MARQUIS {pah, with a disturbed countenance and 
tremhUncj voice, in solemn deep agitation, during 
the whole Scene). 

And is your Majesty alc^e? Can none 
Within the adjoining chamber overhear us ? 

QUEEN. 

No une ! IJ^ut why ? What news would you impart ? 

^Looldng at him closely, and drawing hack alarmed. 
And what has wrought this ckwigc in you ? Speak, Marquis! 
You make me trembly— all your features seem 
So mark’d with tleath ! 

MARQUIS. 

You know, perhaps, already— 

QUEEN. 

That Carlos is arrestcjd — and they add, 

liy you ! Ts it then true? From no one else 

Would I belicve*it, b^it yourself. 

MARQUIS. 

’Tis time. 

QUEEN. 

13y you ? ' 

MARQUIS. 

• By me ? 

QUEEN (looks at him for some time douhtingly), 

1 still respect your actions 
E’en when I comprehend them not. In this, 

Pardon a timid woman !‘ fl much {par 
You play a dangerous game. 

MARQUIS. 

And I have lost it. 

QUEEN. 

Merciful Heaven ! 

MARQUIxS. 

Queen, fear not 1 He is safe, 

But 1 am lost myself. 

QUEEN. 

Whatdol&ar? 

MARQUIS. 

Who bade me hazard all, on one chance throw ? 

All? And with rash, foolhardy confidence. 

Sport with the power of Heaven ? Of bounded mind. 
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Man, who is not Omniscient, must not dare 
To guide the helm of Destiny. — Tis just ! 

But why these thoughts of self? The hour is precious, 
As life can he to man : — and^wh* can tell 
Whether tlie parsimonious h^d of Fate 
May not have measured my last drops of life? 

QUEEN. 

The hand of fate ! "What means this solemn tone ? 

I understand these words not — ^but I shudder. 

MARQUIS. 

He’s saved ! — no matter at what price — he’s saved ! 

But only for to-day, — a few short hours 

Are his. 0 let him husband them ! — This night 

The Prince must leave Madrid. 

QUEEN. 

Tills very night ? 

MARQUIS, 

All measures ai‘e prepared. The post will meet him 
At the Carthusian Convent, which has served 
So long as an asylum to our friendship. 

Here will he fiKl, in letters of exchange, 

All ill the world that fortune gifts me With. 

Should more be wanting, you must e eii supply it. 

Tn truth, I have within my heart, full much 
To unburthen to my Carlos, — it may cljance 
I shall want leisure now, to tell him all 
In person, — but this evouing you will see him, 

And therefore I address myself to you. 

QUEEN. 

0 for my peace o^ mind, dear Marquis, speak ! 

Explain yoursedf more clearly 1 Do not use 
This dark, and fearful, and mysterious language I 
Say, what has happened ? 

MARQUIS. 

I I have yet oi^e thing, 

A matter of importance, on my mind : ' 

In your hands I deposit it. My lot 
Was such, Us few indeed have e’er enjoy’d— 

1 lov’d a Prince’s son. My heart to one— 

To that one object given— embraced* the wovld 1 
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I have created in my Carlos’ soul, 

A paradise for millions ! O my dream 
Was lovely ! — But the will of Providence 
Has summon'd me away, ^before my hour. 

From this my beauteous woric. His Hodcrigo 
'Soon shall be his no more, and friendship s claim 
Will be transferr'd to love. Here, therefore, here 
Upon thig saXred altar — on the heart 
Of his loved (iueeu — I lay my Jast bequest, 

A precious legacy — be’H hiid it here, 

AVhen I shall be«no more. 

[He turns atvay, Ms voice choked ivith grief, 

QTTEKN* 

This is the language 
Of a dying man — it surely emanates 
But from your blood s excitement — or does sense 
f-iio hidden in yot!r language ? 

MARQUIS (has endeavoured to coUecl himself^ and continues in 
* a solemn voice). 

Tell th^Princo, 

That ho must ever boar in mind, the oath 
Wc swore, in past enthusiastic days, ^ 

Upon t].ie Sacred Tfost. I have kept mine — 

I’m true to him, till death — ’tis now his turn — 

QUEEN. 

Till death? 


MARQUIS. 

O bid him realize the dream, 

The glowing vision which our friendship painted. 
Of a new — perfect realm ! And let him lay 
The first hand on the rude uiishapen’d stone. 
Whether he fail or prosper — all alike — 

Let him commence the work. When centuries 
Have roll’d away, shall Providence again 
Raise to the throne, a princely youth like him. 
And animate again a fav’rite son. 

Whose breast shaH burn with like entfcusiasim 
Tell him, in mauhcpod, he must still revere 
The dreams of early youth, nor ope the heart 
Of Heaven’s all- tender flower, to canker-worms 
Of boasted reason,— npr be led astray 
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When, by the wisdom of the di^t, be hears 
Enthusiasm, heavenlf-boni, bli^henued. 

I have already told him. — 

Whither, Marquis? 

Whither does all this tend ? 

MAIMiUIS. 

And tell him farther, 

1 lay upon his soul the happiness 

Of man — that with my dying breath I claim, 

Demand it of him — and mth justest title. 

I had design’d a new, a ^orioua mom, 

To waken in these kingdoms : for to me 
Philip had open’d all his inmost hefift — 

Call’d me his son — bestow’d his seals upon me — 

And Alva was no more his, counsellor. 

He pauses, and looks at the Quken fjr a few vimneiht^ in 
silence. * 

You weep ! — I know those tears, beloved soul I 
O they are tears of joy I — hut it is past — 

For ever past I— Carlos or J ? The choice 
Was proimpt ahd fearful. One of us must perish ! 

And 1 win be that one. O ask no more ! — 

QUEEN. . “ 

Now, now, at last, I comprehend your meaning, 

Unhappy man ! What have you done? 

MARQUIS. 

Cut off 

Two transient hours of evening, to secure 
A long bright summer day ! 1 now give up 

The King for ever. What >vere I to the King? 

In suqh cold soil, no rose of mine could bloom ; 

In my great friend, mast Europe’s fortune ripen 
Spain I bequeath to him, still bathed in blood. 

From Philip’s iron baud. But woe to him, 

Woe to us both, if J have chosen wrong ! 

Butino — O no !— -I know my Carlos bl&tter — 

Twill never come to pass ! — for this say Queen, 

You stand my surety. [After lA sUmce. 

Yes ! I saw his love , 

In its first blossom — ^saw his fatal passion ^ 
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Take root in his young I had full power 

To check it ; but I did Sot The kttachment 
Which' seem’d to me not guilty, I still nourish’d. 

The world may censure ye, but I repent not, 

Nor doos my heart accuse me. I saw life 
Where death appear’d to others. In- a flame 
So hopeless, I discern’d Hope’s golden beam. 

I wish’d to Itad him to the excellent — 

To exalt liim to the highest point of beauty. 
Mortality denied a model to me, 

Ahd language, words. * Then did I bend his views 
To this point only — and iny w'fiole endeavour 
Was to explain to him his love. 

^ QUEEN. 

Your friend. 

Marquis ! so wholly occupied your mind, 

Tlmti cause you quite forgot my own — 

Could you suppose thfft I had thrown aside 
All woman’s weaknesses, that you could dare 
Make me his angol, ahd conlide alone • 

In virtue, for his armour? You forget 
What risk the heart must run, when we eiinoble 
Passiou with sucli a beauteous name as tliis 

’ * MAUQUIS. 

Yes, in all other women — but in one, 

One only, ’tis not so. — For you, I swear it. 

And should you blush t’ indulge thejpure desire 
To call heroic virtue into life? 

Can it afteet King Philip, that his works 
Of noblest art, in the Escurial, raise 
Immortal longings in the painter’s soul. 

Who stands entranced before them ? Do the sounds 
That slumber ill the lute, belong alone 
To him who buys tlie chords ? With ear unmoved 
He may preserve his treasure : — he has bought 
The wretched right to shiver it to atoms, 

But not the powers wake its silver tdiies, 

Or, in the magic oWts sounds, dissolve. — 

Truth is created for the sage, as beauty 

Is foir the feeling heart. They own each other. 

And this belief, no coward prejudice 
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Sliall make me o’er disclaim Then promise, Queen, 

That you mil ever love him. That false shame, 

Or fancied dignity, shall never make you 
Yield to the voice of base dissimulation : — 

That you mil love him still unchanged, for ever. 

Promise me this, 0 Queen! Here solemnly 
yay, do you promise ? 

QUEEN. ^ 

'Ilhat my heart alone 

Shall ever vindicate my love, 1 promise — 

MARQUIS (dramng his hand ^ack). 

Now I die satisfied— -my work is done. 

[He hou's to the Queen, and i$ about to go. 

QUEEN [follows him with her eyes in silence). 

You arc then going, Marquis, and have not 
Told me how soon — and when — we meet again ? 

MARQUIS [comes hack once more, Im face turned away) 

Yes, we shall surely meet again I 

^ QUEEN. 

Now, Posa, 

I underslond y6u. Why have you done this ? 

MARQUIS. 

Carlos, or I myself I 

QUEEN. 

No ! no ! you rush 
Headlong into a deed you deem sublime. 

1)0 not deceive yourself : I laiow you well : 

Long have you thirsted for it. If your pride 

But have its fill, what matters it to you 

Though thousand li earls should break. 0 ! now, at length, 

I comprehend your feelings — ’tis the love 

Of admiration wtich has won your heart — 

MARQUIS [surprised, aside). 

No ! I was not prepared for this — 

* QUEEN [after a paus^. 

Q Marquis! 

Is there no hope of preservation? 

' MARQUIS. 


, None. 
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QUEEN. 

None ? O consider TVell ! None possible ! 

Not e’en by me? 

^ARQUIS. 

None (^ven, Queen, by thee. 


QUEEN. 

You but halj know mo — I have courage, Marquis — 


1 know it — 


MARQUIS. 

V-* 


• QUEEN. 

And no moans of safety ? 


MARQUIS. 


None ! 


QUEEN {turncn(j/ atvay, and cotycring her face). 

Go ! Never more slaill I respect a man — 

MARQUIS himself on his knees before her in evident 

emotion). 

O (hiecn ! O heaven f* how lovely si ill is life ! 

[^lle starts up and rushes out. The^ QuiZKN retires into 
her Cabinet, 


• Scene XXIT. 

Duke Alva and Domingo tvallcing %q> and down in silence 
and separately. Count Lerma comes out tof the King’s 
Cabinet, and afterwards Don IIaymond oe Taxis, the Post- 
master General. * 

LERMA. 

Has not the 'Marquis yot appeared ? 

ALVA. 

Not yet 

[Lerma about to re-enter the Cabinet. 
TAXIS {enters). 

Count Lerma! Pray aiinoiince me to the King? 

• LERMA. 

His Majesty cannot be seen. 

TAXIS. 

But say 
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Of urgent import to his Majesty. 

IMake haste — it will admit of no delay. 

[Leuma alters the Cabinets 

ADVA. ^ 

Dear Taxis, you must learn a little patience. 

You cannot see the King. 

TAXIS. 

Not sec him ! Why ? 

Xlva. 

You should have been considVate, and procured 
Permission from the Marquis Posa first — 

Who keeps both son and father in coniinement. 

TAXIS. 

The Marquis Posa ! Right — that is the man 
From whom 1 bring this letter. 

ALVA. 

Ha! What letter? 

TAXIS. 

A letter i(x he forwarded to Brussels. 

' ALVA {altentivehj). 

To Brussels ? 

TAXIS. 

• And I bring it to the King. 

ALVA. 

Indeed ! to Brussels^! Heard you that, Domingo ? 

DOMINOO {joining them). 

Full of suspicion ! 

TAXIS. 

And with anxious mien. 

And deep embarrassment, he gave it to me. 

DOMINGO. 

Embarrassment ! To whom is it directed ? 

TAXIS. 

Tbd Prince of Orange and Nassau. 

“ ALVA. 

To William ! 

There’s treason here, Domingo \ 

^ DOMINGO. 

- Nothing less 1 
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In truth this letter must* without delay, 

Be laid before the King. A noble service 
You render, worthy man — to be so firm 
Tn the discharge of duty^ 

TAXIS. 

lleverend Sir ! 

’Tis but my duty. 

, ^ AT-VA. 

But you do* it well. 

LERMA (coming out oj the Cabinet^ addressing taxis). 

The King will see }'ou. [Taxis goes in. 

Is the Mm-quis come ? 

nOilLNGO. 

He has been sought fer everywhere. 

ALVA. 

• ’Tis strange ! 

The Prince is a state J)nsoner ! And the King 
Knows not the reason why ! 

DOMINGO. 

* He never cajne 

To e^ plain the business here. 

• ALVA. 

What says tlie King ? 

LERMA. 

The King spoke not a wor^. -^A noise in the Cahinet. 

ALVA. 

What noise is that ? 

TAXIS {coming out of the Cabinet). 

Count Lorma ! [Both enter, 

ALVA {to DOMINGO). 

What so deeply can engage then? 

DOMINGO. 

That look of fear ! — This intercepted letter ! 

It augurs nothing good. ' 

• ALVA.- 

, He sends for Lerma ! 

Y’ct ho must know full well, that you and I 
Are both in waiting , 
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POMIKGO. 

Ah ! oar day is over ! 

ATTA. 

And am I not tlio same, to wlioiti tlicsc doors 
Flew open once ? But ah ! 'how changed is all 
Around me, and how strange ! 

[Domtngo appvoafJiea the Cahuict doof sefthj and re- 
mains listening hefm^e it, 

Ai.VA \aftcr a panaeX 

Hark!~^All is still 

And silent as the grave ! 1 hear them broatho. 

DOMINGO. 

Jl’he double tiij)cstry absorbs the sounds ! 

ALVA. 

Avav! there s some one coming. — All appears 
80 .solemn find so still — as if this instant 
Sonic deep momentous question were decided. 


• sc^KNK xxin. 

77ic Biunc]'. oi5;Varm\, the Duels of Ff.iua and Mldtna 
ISiDON’j.v, with other Grandees enter — the preceding. 


PAKMA. 

Say, can we sec tlie King ? 


ALVA. 

\^o! 


PAEMA. 

FEEIA. 

XJio Marquis Posa, doubtless? 


Who is with him ? 


Jle is expected here. 


ALVA. 

Evwy inslant 


PARMA. 

* • This moment 

Arrive from Saragossa. Thro* Madrhl 
Terror prevails ! Is the announcement true ? 

t 

DOMIRGHO. 

AlaSj too true ! • . . 
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FERIA, 

Thiit he hiis been arrested 
31y tlic Marquis ! 

^ALVA. 

Yes* 

I'ARMA. 

And wherefore? What’s the cause? 

ALVA. 

Wlicrefure ? That no one except the King 

And Marquis Posa. . 

• J'AUMA. 

And without the warrant 
Of Llic absomhlfd Cortes of the f lealm ? 

FERTA. 

riifit unni shall .“^nih r, who Las lent a hand 
T(> iijfriuge tho ^i.dions rights. 

• ALVA. 

And so say I ! 

MEDINA SIDONIA. 

And 1 1 • 

TIIF OTHER GRANDEES. 

And fill of US ! 

ALVA. 

Wlioll follow me 

Into the cabinet? I'll throw myself 
Before the Monarcli’s feet. ^ 

LERMA {rnshing out of the caVinvt). 

The Duke of Alva ! 

DOMINGO. 

Tlicu God ho pmised at last! 

LEBHA. 

When Marquis Posa 
Comes, say the King’s engaged and he’ll be sent for. 

liOMiNGO {to LEUMAA all the others having gathered round him^ 
ful^ 6f anxiotis expectation,) 

Count ! Wlmt has liappen’d ? You are pale as deatii 1 
lERMA {hastening away). 

Fellvillany! , 
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TARMA and rERIA. 
What! what! 


ME ins A STDONIA. 

^ow is the Kuig ? 

DOMINGO (at tlie same time). 

Fell villany ! Explain — 

I.ERMA. 

The King shed tears ! 

D^IINGO. 

Shed tears ! • , 

ATX (toffethcr with astonishment) 

The King shed tears! 

[The hell ritufs in the Cabinet , Count IjERMA hastens ??i. 


DOMISGu. 

Count, yet one word. 

Pardon I — He’s gone ! We’re fetter'd in ainazenient. 


S( KNi: XXIV. 

Princess Eboli, Fj*iua, Medina Sidonia, Parma, Pomingo, 
^ and other Grandees. * 

EBULi (hurriedly and dist raetcdly). 

Where is the King? W'here? I must speak with^him. 

[7’ci FEiiiA. 

Conduct me to him, Duke ! 


The Monarch is 

Engaged in urgent husinesa. Ko oiu} now 
Can be admitted. 

F.nou. 

Has ho signed, as yet, 

The fatal sentence ? He has been deceived. 

DOMfNoo iffiviny her a siynificant look at a distance). 

Hie Princeas Eboli ! 

, EBDT.T (ffoing to him), • 

Wliat! you here ,#Priest? 

The very man I want ! You can coniirm 
My testimony ! 

'ISfie seizes his J^and and would drag him into the Cabinet 
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DOMINGO* 

I ? You rave Princess ! 

FERIA. 

Hold back ! The King ^aiinot attend you now. 

EBOLI. 

r»iit be must hear me — ^lie must bear the tmth ! 

The trutli ! — ^were be ten times a Deity ! 

• DOMINGO. 

Away! You hazard every tlun;j! Stand hack! 

• EBOia. 

Mail ! tremble at the anger of thy idoL — 
r ha\e nought left to hazard. 

IJtfenipfs to enter the Cabinet: Aia'A rushes out, his 
n/es sparklhtfi, triumph in his gait. He hastens to 
DOMINGO, an^ embraces him, 

• ALVA. 

• Let each Church 

Iksouud with high Te Deums. Victory 
At lojiglh is ours. ^ 

• DOMINGO. 

AVhat ! — ours ? 

^ALYA [to DOMINGO a7id the Other Grandees). 

Now to the King. 

You sliall, hereafter, hear the sequel from me. 

ACT V. 

SCKNE I. 

A Chamher in the Royal Palace, separated from a large fore- 
court by an iron-harred gate. Sentinels walking up and 
down. 

Carlos sitting at a table, with his hand leaning fonvard on his 
amis, as if he were asleep. In the bach-ground of the Chamber 
are some Officers, •conjined with hims The Marquis Posa 
enters, unobserved Jby him, and whispers to the Officers, who 
immediately withdraw. He himself steps close up to Carlos, 
and looks at him for a few minutes in silent sorrmc.^ At last 
he makes a motion^ which awakens him out of his stupor. 
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Carlos rinses, and seeing the Marquis, staria hack, lie 
regards hhn for so7ne time with fixed eges, and draws his 
hand over his forehead as if he wished to recollect some- 
thing. ' ' 

MARQUIS. 

Carlori ! tis I. 

CARLOS {gives him hu handX 
('om’st thou to mo again ? 

’Tis friendly of thoe, trul^. 

MARQUIS. ^ 

Here, I tlioftght 
Thou miglitest need a friend. 

CARLOS. 

Indeed! Was that 

Thy real thought? — O joy unspeakable ! 
liiglil well I knew thou still wt'rt true to mo. 

MARQUIS. , 

X liave deserved this froui thco. 

CAILLOS. 

Hast thou Qot ? 

And now w'c ufcderstiind each other fully, 

It joys my heart. This kindiios-s, this forbearance 
iiecomes our noble souls. For should there be *' 

Ojie rash, unjust demand amongst my wishes, 

Wouldst thou, for that, refuse me what was just? 

Virtue 1 know may often be severe, 

}iut never is she ertft;! and innuman. 

O I it hath (5ost thee much — full well I know 
IXow thy kind heart with bitter angnisli bled, 

As thy hands decok’d their victim for the altar I 

MARQUIS. 

WTiat st thou, Carlos ? 

CARLOS. 

Thou, thyself, wilt now 
Fulfil the joyous course I should have run. — 

Thou* wilt bestow Spain those golden days, 

She might have hoped, in vain, to win from mo. 

I*m lost, for ever lost — thou saw’st it clearly.-— 
Thisifatfd love has scatter’d — and for ever — 

All the bdght early blossoms of my mind, , 
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To all tliy great exulted liopes I'm dead. 

("haoce led thee to the King — or Providence, — 

It cost tlico hut my secret — and at once 

He was tljiiie owti — st become liis angels 

Ihit I am lost, llio’ Spain perhaps may flourish. 

Well, there is nothing to condemn, if not 
My ctwn msid blindness. O, I should have known 
That tliou Srt no leas great, than tender-hearted. 

MARQUIS. 

No ! I foresavi not, T coiisiderTl not 

Tlint frioudsliijjfc’s genf.rous heart, would lead thee on, 

Th'yond rny worldly prudence. I have err d, 

JMy fabric b shatterM — I forgot thy heart. 

<AllLOS. 

Yet, if it had been possible to spare 

JTor late — O how inreiist 1}’^ J had thank’d tliee ! 

Could I not boar the burden by myself? 

And why must she bfi made a second victim ? 

But now no more, I’ll spare thee this reproach. 

Wliat is the Queen to tliee? Say, do|t thou love her? 

Could thy. exalted virtue e’er consult 

The petty interests of my wretched passiSii ? 

0 pardon me ! — 1 was unjust 

MARQUIS. ' 

Thou art so 1 

But not for this reproach. Deserved 1 one, 

1 merit all — and then I fliould noj stand 

Before you as I do. [He takes out hus portfolio 

I liavc some letters 

To give you back, of those you trusted to mo, 

CARiiOs {lovlcs first at the letters, then at the marquis, hi 
astonishment). 

How ! 

MARQUIS. 

I return them now, because they may 
Prove safer in tljy custody, than mi|^c. 

• CARLOS. 

What mean’st thou? lias his Majesty not read them? 
Have they not been before him? 

UABQUXa. 

• What, these letters ! 
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CAULOS. 

Thou didst not show them all then. 

AIARQUIS, 

f Wlio has siud 

That ever I sliow’d one ? 

CA11I.OS (astonished). 

Can it be so ? 

Count Lermu 

MArtQUlS 

He! he told thee so! ^XoVv all 
Is clear as day. But who could liave for&een it ? 

Lcrma ! O no, ho hath not learned to lie. 

’Tis true, the King has all the other letters. 

CARLOS [looks at him I on with s^^eechless astonishment). 
But wherefore am I here ? 

MARQUIS. 

F»r caution s sake. 

Lest thou should chance, a second time, to make 
All Eboli thy confi(}ant. 

cARLO^frti^ if %v akin n from a dream). ’ 

11a! Now 

I see it all — all is exphun’d. 

MARQUIS [goes to the door). 

Who's there ? 

^SCKNU li. 

Duke Ai.va. — The fanner. 

ALVA [a-pproaching the prince with respect, but turm^ig his 
hack on the marquis during the whole scene). 

Prince, you are free. Deputed liy the King, 

I come to tell you so. 

[Carlo* looks at the Marquis with astonishment. 
^ General silence. 

• And T, in truth, • 

Am fortunate, to have this honour first j ■ - 
CABTiOs {looking at both with cxtnnne amazement, after a pattse 
♦ to the DUKE). 

I am imprison d. Pulse, and set at freedom, 

Unconscious of the cause of one, oj other* * 
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ALVA. 

As far ns I kunw, Prince, 'twas llirough an error, 

To wliiclj the King was driven, by a traitor. 

IDATILOS. 

Then am 1 here by order of the King ? 

ALVA. 

Yes, through an error of his Majesty. 

• CARl.09. 

That gives me pain indeed. — j?iit when the King 
(’oinmits an erryr, ’tw«uld beseem the King. 

Metlhnks, to remedy tlio fault in person. 

T am Don PJiili])S son — and curious eyes. 

And slunderous looks, are on me. Wliat the King 
Hath done, from sense of duty, ne'er w'ill 1 
Appear to owe to your considerate favour. 

I am prepared a|)])ear before the Clortes. 

And will not take my. swori^ from such a bund. 

ALVA. 

The King will never hesitate to grant , 

Your Mighness a request so jmst. Permj^ ^ 

Thiit 1 conduct you to him 

^ CAKLOS 

Ilere 1 shiy 

TInlil the King, or all Madrid, shall come, 

To lead me from my prison. Take my answer. 

[Ai.va withdraivs. Hf is still s^cn for some time linger- 
ing in the Court, and giving orders to the guards* 

Scene III. 

Carlos and Marquis Pos.v. 

CARLOS [after the departure of the vvisF.,full of eaupcctation and 
astonishment, to the MAtiQuis). 

What means all this ? — Inform me, lloderigo— 

Art thou not, then, the Minister? 

MARQUIS. • 

I was, 

As thou canst well perceive — 

[Going to him with great motion. 
, « 0 Carlos !• Now 
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T have succeeded —yes — it is accomplish’d — 

’Tis over now — Omnipotence he praised, 

To whom I owe success. 

CABXDS% 

Success ! \M-iat mean you ? 

Thy words perplex me ! 

lOAiiQUis [takes his Jiand), § 

Carlos! thou art saved — 

Art free — ^but I ^ [lie stoats short, 

CAB1.0S. • ^ 

But thou 

MAKQTJTS. 

Tims to my breast 

I press ihee now, with friendship's fullest right, 

A right I've bought with all 1 hold most dear. — 

How great, how lovely, Carlos, is this 
Of self-api)roving joy ? • 

CATILOS. 

• What sudd^ui change 
T mark u])on th^’ features ! Proudly now 
Thy bosom heavesV thine eyes dart vivid lire ! 

MARQUIS. 

We must say farewell, Carlos! Trerablo not, 

But be a tnan ! And what thou more hlialt hear, 

Promise me, not by unavailing sorrow, 

Unworthy of great so^ls, to a^ravate 
The pangs of parting. I am lost to thee, 

Oaidos, for many years — ^fools say, for ever. 

[Caiu.os withdraws kis hand, hut makes no' reply, 

P»e thou a man : Tve reckon'd much on thc-e — 

I have not even shunriVl to pass with lliee 
This awful houf — which men, in words of fear, 

Have term’d thse final one. I own it, Carlos, 

1 loy to pass it thus. Come, let us sit — 

1 feel myseff grown Veary and exhaust^l — 

[He a'pproockes Carlos, is in U lifeless stupor, and 
allows hhrcsclf to he imoluntarily drawn doxmk hy him, 
Wlier<^ art thou ?— No reply !-*-J tnust be brief. 

Ujjon the day follow’d <mr last meeting. 
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At the Cai'tliusian Monast’iy, the King 

Call'd nie before him. AVhat ensued, thou knowest, 

AtkI all Madrid. Thou ha.st not heard, however, 

Thy secret even then had reach'd his ears- — 

Tliftt letters, in tho Queehs possession found, 

Bad testified against thee. This I leam’d 
From his own lips — I was his confidant. 

[He pame%for Cahlos' amwery hut he still remains silent. 
Yes, CaiTos, with my lips 1 broke my faith — 
rVxiided the plot, myself, that work’d thy ruin. 

Thy deed spoke frumpet-torigued ; to thee fully 
’Twas now too late : to frustrate his revenge. 

Was all that now remain’d for me ; and so 

I made myself thy enemy to — servo tliec 

With fuller power — dost thou not hear me, Carlos? 

CARLOS. 

Go on ! — go on ! J hear thee. 

• MARQUIS. 

* To this jwint 

I’m guiltless— -But the unaccuslorn’d beams 
Of royal fuyour dazzled me. Tho rumour, ^ 

As 1 had well foreseen, soon reach'd thine ears; 

But hy mistaken delicacy led. 

And blinded hy the vain desire, to end 
My ontequ’isc alone, I kept conceal’d 
From friendship’s ear, my hazardous design. 

This was my fatal error ! ^ere I fail'd ! — 

1 know it. — My self-confidence was tnadness. 

Bardon lliat confidence — ’twas founded, Carlos, 

Upon our friendship 's everlasting base. 

yic pauses , — CAiiLos passes from torpid silence to violent 
agitation. 

That which I feared, hefel. Unreal dangers 
Alarmed your mind. — The bleeding Queen— tho tumult 
Within the Palace — Lerma s interference— 

And, last of all, my own mysterious silence, 

Conspired to oveiivhelm thy heart with wonder. 

Thou waverd’st, thpught’st me lost; but for too noble 
To doubt thy friend 's integrity, thy soul 
Clothed his defection with a robe of honour, 

Nor judged him faithless, till it found a i^otive 
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To screen and justify his breach of faith. 

Forsaken by thy only friend — ’twas then 
Thou s6ught’st the arms of Princess Eboli — 

A demon’s arms ! ’Twas she l^tray’d thee, Carlos ! 

I saw thee fly to her — a dire foreboding 
Struck on my heart — I follow'd thee, too late 1 
Already wert thou prostrate at her feet, 

The dread avowal had escaped thy lips — 

No way was left to save thee. 

Tahlos. 

No^— her hear 

Was moved, thou dost mistake, lier heart was moved 

M.VltQUIS. 

Night overspread iny mind. No remedy. 

No refuge, no retreat, was left to me 
In nature's boundless compass. Blind despmr 
Transform’d me to a fury — to a tiger — . 

I raised my dagger to a woman’s hreast. 

But in that moment — in that drejadful moment— 

A radiant sun-beam fell upon my soul. 

‘‘Could I ''lisleaa the King! Could I succeed 
111 making hit9*thiiik me the criminal ! 

Howe’er improbable, the veiy guilt 
Will be enough to win the Kings belief. 

Ill dare the task — a sudden thunderbolt 

May make the tyrant start — what want I further? 

He stops to think, and Carlos, thu.s gains time 
To fly to Brussels.” 

CARLOS. 

And hast thou done this ? 
MARQUIS. 

I have despatch’d a letter to Prince William, 

Saying I loved the Queen, and had escaped 
The King’s mistnist, in tlie unjust suspicion 
Which falsely fell on thee — that I had fomfil 
Means, tjir^ugh the Monarch’s favour, to obtain 
Free access to the QueeiL I addedi^fafther, 

That I was' fearful of discovery — • 

That thou jhadst learn ’d my secret, and hadst sped 

To Process Eboli, with hopes through her 

To warn the Queen — that I had mad® thee prisoner— 
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And now Hint all seem’d lost, I had resolved , 

To lly to Brussels. This same letter I 

CARTiOs (inted'rupU him terrified). 

Hast surely not entrusted to the Post ! 

Tliou know’st that letters to Brabant and Flanders 

MARQUIS. 

Are given %o the King ; and as things go, 

Tsixis wftuld serjii to liave disc-harged his duty. 

CARLOS. 

Heavens ! theT^I’m Iftst. 

MARQUIS. 

Ifow lost ? What meanest thou ? 


CARLOS. 

And thou, alas ! art lost, together with me— 

Tliis dreadful fraud uiy father ne'er will pardon. 

• MARQUIS. 

This fraud ! Tbou*rt*mad ! Who will disclose it to him? 


CARLOS {re.fifards him with a fused look). 
Who! Dost thou ask? I will mvseif? ^ 


MARQUIS. 


Thou ravest ! 


Stand hack- 


CARLOS. 

Away ! For Heaven s sake hold mo not. 
Whilst 1 stay here, he ’s during thg assassins. 

MABQUI.'!. 

Then is our time more precious — and w'c still 
Have much to say. 

CARLOS. 

Wluit ! Before all is finished? 

[He malm av other effort to (to. The Marquis liold& 
him by the arm, and looks at him impressively, 
M.\RQU1S. 

Carlos ! was 1 so scrupulous — so eager — 

When thou, a h8y,<didst shed thy tSood for me ? 

CARLOS {ivi0i emotion, and full of admiration). 

Kind Providence ! ^ 

MARQUIS. 

• Be^erve thyself for Flanders I 
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The kingdom is thy destiny— ’tis mine 
To give my life for thee. 

CARLOS [takes his hand u^h deep semihUiiy)* 

Ko,%o ! ho will not. 

Cannot resist a virtue so sublime. 

I will conduct thee to him, and together. 

Arm linked in arm, will we appear before hi n. 

Then thus will 1 address him : “ Father, see. 

This is the way a friend^cts towards his friend. 

Trust me, ’twill move him — it wiU touch his heart. 

He’s not without humanity, — my father* 

Yes, it will nioy©' him. With hot tears, his eyes 
Will overflow — and he will pardon us. 

[A shot is fired throvyh the iron CarlOB 

leaps up, 

CARLOS. J 

Whom was that meant for ? , 

MAJiQUis {sinking down)* 

I believe — for me. 

CAUhoSi*- infilling to the earth with a loud cry of grief), 

0 God of Mcity I 

MARQUIS. 

Ho is quick — the King ! — 

1 had hoped — a little longer — (Juries — think 

Of means of flight — dost hear mo? — of thy flight. 

Thy mother — ^knows it all — Ijcau no more, \I)ies* 

[Carlos remain's by the Corpse, like one bereft of life. 
After some time the Iving enters^ accompanied by 
many Grandees ; and starts, panic^uek, at the 
sight. A general and deep silence. The Grandi'.es 
range themselces in a semicircle round them both, and 
regard the King and Ms Son alternately. The latter 
continues without any sign of life. The King regards 
him in thoughtful silence, 

^ Scene IV. ^ 

The Kino, Caria^s, the Dukes Alva, J^ebia, and Medina 
Stdonia, Prince op Parma, Count Lebma, Domingo, and 
numerous Grandees. 

KING [in a gentle tgne). 

Thy i>rayer hath met a gracious hearing, Prince, 



MX CARLOS, 


1T9 
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And here I come, with aJl the noble peers 
Of this my Court, to bring thee liberty. 

1 Carlos raises his e^s and looks around Mm, like one 
amikrned from a dream. His eyes are fixed now on 
the King, now on the corpse; he gives no answer, 
llcceiv(^ sword again WcVe been too rash ! 

[lie ajjproaches him, holds out his hand, and assists 
him to rise. 

My son s not in his place ; — Carlos arise ! 

Come to thy father s atms ! His love awaits tliec. 

CARLOS [receives the embrace of the KI2^ without any con- 
sciousness. Suddenly recollects himself, pauses and looks 
fixedly at Mm). 

^riu)u smelhst of Llood — ^no, I cannot embrace thee i 

[Pushes his father hack. All the Grandees are in corntr 
motion, "Carlos to them : 

Niiy, stand not there confounded and amaz’d ! 

What monstrous action have I done ? Defiled 
Th(' Anointed of the Lord ! O fear m% 

1 would ndt lay a hand on him. Behold 
Stamp'd on his forehead is the damning brand ! 

Tile lj;^nd of God hath mark'd him ! 

KING {fihout to go quickly). 

Nobles! follovr. 

Ci^RLOS. 

Whillier? You stir not from this spot. 

[Detaining the King forcibly with loth hands, while 
with one he manages to seize the sword which the 
Kixg had brought with him, and it comes frmn the 
scabbard. 

KING. 

WJiat ! Draw 

A sword upon thy father? 

ALL ruE GRANDEES {drawing their swords). 

* Regicide ! 

CARLOS {holding tte isx^Oc firmly with one handf the naked 
sword in the other), ^ 

But np your swords ! Wha,tl Think you T am mad? 

1 am nul so ; or you Vere much to blame 



180 


DON CABLOS. 


[act T. 


Thus to remind me, that upon the point 
Of this my sword, his ti-embling life doth hover. 

I pray you, stand aloof; for soi^s hke mine 

Need soothing. There — hold ftick ! And with the King, 

What I have yet to settle, touches not 

Your loyalty. See there — his hand is bloody ! 

Do you not see it ? And now look you here S 

[Pointing io the corse. 

This hatli he done witli e^well practised hand. 

KING (to the Grandees, who press mnxiou^hj round hbti). 
Retire ! Why do you tremble ? Are we not 
Fatlier and son ? 1 will yet wait and sec 

To what atrocious crime his nature 

CARLOS. 

Nature ! 

I know her not. Murder is now the woVd ! 

The bonds of all humanity are seveV'd. 

Thine own hands have dissolved them, through the realm. 
Shall I reject a .tie, which tliou hast scorn’d ? 

O see ! see hcCfJ ! the foulest deed of blood 
That e'er tfee world beheld. Is there no God ? 

That kings, in his creation, work such havoc ? 

Is there no God, I ask*? Since mothers’ wombs 
Bore children, One alone — and only One — 

So guiltlessly hath died. And art thou sensible 
What thou hast done ? O no^*! he knows it not : 

Know'S not that he has robb’d — despoil’d the world - 
Of a more noble, precious, dearer life. 

Than he and all his contuiy can boast. 

KING {with a tone of softness). 

If I have been too liasty, Carlos — thou, 

For whom I have thus acted, should at least 
Not call me to account. 

CARLOS. 

• Js‘t possible .V 

Did you then never guess, how dear to me 
Was he> who here lies dead ? Thou liteless corse ! 
Instruct him — aid his wisdom, to resolve 
This dark enigma now. Tie was my friend. 
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sc. IV.] 

And would you know why he has ijerish’d thus ? 

He gave his life for me. 

KINO. 

* Ha 1 my suspicions ! 

CABL03. 

Pardon, thou bleeding corse, that I profane 
'rhy virtuomto such ears ! But let him blush 
With deep-feh shame, — the crafty politician, — 

That his greyheaded wisdom w:i3 o'erreaehed 
E'en by tlie judgment^of a youth ! Yes, Sire ! 

We two w^ero bftithers ! Bound by nobler bands 
Thau nature ti(‘s. His whole life's bright career 
Was love. His noble death was love for me. 

E’en in the moment, when his brief esteem 
Exalted you, he was niy own. And when 
With fascinating tongue, he sported with 
Your haughty, giant mind, ’tw’as your conceit 
To bridle him ; but you became, yourself, 

The }diant tool of his exalted plans. 

That I became a prisoner — my arrest-** ^ 

W^'as his deep friendship's meditated woii.r^ 

That letter to Prince William, was design’d 
To sa^e my life. It was the first deceit 
He ever practised ! To ensure niy siifoty, 

He rush'd on death himself and nobly perish’d. 

You lavish’d on him all your favour, — yet 
For me he died. Your Iftart, youi* confidence. 

You forced upon him. As a toy, he held 

Your sceptre and your power, — he cast them from him, 

And gave his life for me. 

\The Kinct stands motionless, with eyes fixed on the 
ground; all the Grandees regard him with sur^ 
prise and alarm, 

How" could it be 
That you gave credit to his strange deceit ? 

Meanly indeed he valued you, to trj 
By such coarse Atifice to win his ends ! 

You dared to coiftthis hiendship, but gave way 

Before a test so simple, O no ! never 

For souls like yours, was such a being form’d ! • 

That well hfi knew himself, when he rejected 
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Your crowns, your gifts, your greatness, and yourself. 

This fi]ie-toned lyre broke in your iron hand. 

And you could do no more than^^murder liim ! 

ALVA (never having taJcen his eyes from the king, and observe 
ing his emotion with uneasiness, approaches him with ap- 
prehension). 

Keep not this death-like silence, Sire ! Look round. 

And speak at least to us ! ’ 

tfAKLOS. 

Once, you were not 
Indifferent to him. And deeply once. 

You occupied his thoughts, it might have been 
His lot, to make you happy. His full heart 
Might have enriched you, with its mere abundance. 

An atom of his soul, had been enough 

To make a God of you. You've robb'd yourself — 

Plunder’d yourself and me. What .could you give, 

To raise again a spirit like to this ? 

[Deep silence. Many of the Grandees turn away, or 
thnr faces in their mantles. 

O ye ! who.stand around with terror dumb, 

And mute surprise, do not condemn the youth, 

Who holds this language to the King, his father ! 

Look on this corse ! Behold ! for me ho died. 

If ye have tears — if, in your veins Bows blood, 

Not molten brass— look here, *nd blame me not. 

[He turns to the King with more self-possession and 
calmness. 

Poubtless you wait the end of this nide scene ? 

Here is my sword, for you are still my King. 

Think not I fear your vengeance. Murder me, 

As you have murder’d this most noble man ! 

My life is forfeit, — that I know full well. 

But wh^t is life to me ? X here renounce 
All tj|iat’this world can offer to my hopes. 

Boek among strangeirs for a son. Here lies 
My kingdom. 

[He sinks down on the corse, and takes no part in 
<what follows. A confused tumult and the noise of a 
crowd i$» heard in the distance. AV is deep silmce 
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round llie King. His eyes scan the circle over, but 
no one returns his looks. 

KING. 

What ! >iVill no one make reply ? 

Eacli eye upon the ground, each look abash’d ! 

My sontc.nce is pronounced. I rend it here, 

Proclaim’d in all this lifeless mute demeanour. 

My vassals'^have condemn’d mo. 

[Sihnre its before. The tumult grows louder. A mur- 
viur is heard among the (Jrandees. They exchange 
embarrassed Cocnt Lkuma at length gently 

touches Alya. 

LKKMA. 

Here s rebellion ! 

ALVA, (m a low voice), 

1 fear it. 

• LERMA. 

It approaches ! They arc coming ! 

Scene V. 

An OjHcer of the Body Guard. ^ Tk^/'^wier. 

OFFrcER (iirgently). 

PiobLlliou! Where ‘s the King? 

JHe makes his way through the crowd, up to the King, 

Madrid ’s in arms ! 

To thousands swtdl’d, the soldiery and people 
Surround the palace ; and reports arc spread — 

That Carlos is a prisoner — that his life 
Is tlireaten’d. And the mob demand to see 
Him living, or Madrid will be in flames. 

THE GRANDEES {u'ith cxdtenient). 

Defend the King 1 

ALVA {to the KING, who remains quiet and unmoved). 

Ely, Sire ! your life ’s in danger. 

As yet we luiow not who has arm’d tlie people. 

KING {roming fr&m his stupor, aiic^ advancing with dignity 
• among them). 

Stands my throne firm, and am I sovereign yet, 

Over this Empire ? No ! I’m King no more. ^ 

These cowards we^p — moved by a p'unj boy. 
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They only wait the sipfnal, to desert, me, 

1 am betray’d by rebels ! ^ 

ALVA, h 

DrciiX fill thought ! 

KINO. 

There ! fling yourselves before him — down before 
The young, the expectant King: I'm iiolliiiig/now, 

But a forsaken, old, defence] man I 

ALVA. 

Spaniards ! is’t come to tliis ? • , 

[Allcrnml round the Kixo, and fall on their knrea before 
him u'ith drawn sworda, (’aclos remains alone with 
the corse, deserted hy all. 

KING [tearing off his mantle and throwing it from him). 

There ! clothe Jhm now 
With this iny royal mantle; and on liigh* 

Bear him, in triuinjdi, o’er ray tiuinph^d corse ! 

\lle falls senseless in Alva's and J.ekma's arms. 

^ ' LERMA. • 

For Hcaver{s\&k6, help! 

FERIA. 

O sad, disastrous chancb ! 
i,ki:ma. 

lie faints ! 

ALVA {lea'ves the KiNG^ m i^eext^'s and. kkeia’s hands). 
Attend his Majesty ! wliilst I 
Make it my aim to tranquillize Madrid. 

[Exit Ajva. llie King is borne off, attended by all the 
Cfrandees. 


Scene VI. 

Cahi^os remains behind with the corse. — After a few moments 
Louis Mkecado appears, looks cautiously round hiin, and 
staitds^a long time silent behind the Pei<?»xe, who does not 
observe him. , 

MKRCAIH). 

I come, Prince, from hor Majesty the Queen. 

XCaklos turns away,. and makes no reply. 
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My name, Mercado, I*m the Queen s physician : 

See my credentials. 

[Shows the Prince a / gnet ring. Caelos remains still 
silent. V 

And the Queen desires 

To si^oak with you to-da}^ — on -weighty business. 

^ CAKLOS. 

Nothing weighty in this world to mo. 

MERCADO. 

A charge the Marquis J?osa loft with her. 

CARLOS (looking np quickly). 

Indeed ! J come this instant. 

MERCADO. 

No, not yet, 

Most gracious Prince ! you must delay till night. 

Each avenue is watch’d, the guards are doubled, 

You ne’er could reach*the jmlacc unp(‘rceived ; 

You would endanger everything. 

CAltLOS. - 0 

And yel^ 

I^mRCADO. 

I liiio^one means alone that can avail us. 

’Tis the Queen’s thought, and she suggests it to you; 

13ut it is bold, adventurous and strange 1 

CJWiLOS. 

What is it? 

MERCADO. 

A report has long prevaird, 

That in the secret vaults, beneath tlie palace, 

At midnight, shrouded in a monk’s attire. 

The Emperor’s departed spirit walks. 

The people still give credit to the tale. 

And the guards watch the post, with inward terror. 

Now, if you but determiue to assume 

This dress, you nmy pass freely through the guards. 

Until you reach chamber of the Queen, 

Whkih this small key will open. Your attire 
Will save you from attack. But on the spot. 

Prince ! your dccisioi} must be made at once. 
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The requisite apparel, aiul the mask, 

Are ready in your cliamher. 1 must haste 
And take the Queen your ans\^ 
carlosT 

And the hour? 


Is midnight. 


MERCADO. 

n 

CARLOS. 

Then inform her I will come. 

[Exit Mercado 


Scene VII. 

Carlos and Count Lerma. 

liERMA 

Save youivself, Piince. The King ’s enraged against you. 
Your liberty, if not your life s in danger ! 

Ask me no farther — I have stolen away 
To give you warning — fly this very instant. 

^ ‘ CARLOS 

Heaven \viy*Jif^otcct mo ! 

LERMA. 

As the Queon ohserveJ. 

To me, this moment, you must leave Madrid 
This very day, and fly to Prussels, Prince. 

Postpone it not I pre,y you. Vhe commotion 
Favours your flight. The Queen, with this design, 

Has raised it. No one will presume so fur, 

As to lay hand on yon. Swift steeds await you 
At the Carthusian Convent, and behold 
Here are yoiur weapons, should you he attacked. 

[Lerma gires him a dagger and pistols, 

CARLOS. 

ThankSy thanks, Count Lerma ! 

' LERMA. 

This. day s sad event 

Has moved my inmost soul ! No faithful friend 
Will e^ver love lilce him. No patriot breathes 
But weeps for you. More now I dare not say. 
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C ARLOS. 

Count Lcrma ! lie ‘wbo’s ;one, consider’d you 
A man of honour. 

V 

LERWA. 

Farewell, Prince, again ! 

SuciM'ss jiUend you ! Happier times will come — 

But I sluilhbo no more. Receive my homage ! 

• [Trails 01? one kme* 

CARLOS (imdeai'ours to prevent him, with much eniotiony 
Not so — not so,^Count»! I am too much moved — 

I would not be unm aim'd 1 

LLRMA [ kuising his hand with feeling). 

My children’s king I 
To die for you, will be their privilege ! 

It is not mine, alas ! But in those children, 

Bemcniber me !• Retuni in peace to Spain. 

Mjiy you on Philip’s throne, feel as a man, 

For you have learn 'd to sufler! Undertake 
No bloody deed against your father, Prjnce ! 

Philip compeird his father to yield up 

The throne to him ; and this same Philip now. 

Trembles at Ins own son. Think, Priuco, of that ! 

And may Heaven prosper and direct your path I 

[Exit quickly. Cauf^os ahont to hasten away hy another 
side, but turns rapidly round, and throws himself down 
before the corse, which he agai^ folds in his arms. He 
then hurries from the room. 

Scene VITI. 

The King's Antechamber. 

Duke Alva and Duki 5 Feria enter in conversation. 

ALVA. 

The town is quieted. How is the King ? 

FERIA. 

In the most fearftil state. Witliin Bis chamber, 
llo is shut up, and whatsoe’er may happen, 

Jle will admit no person to his presence. 

The treason of the Marquis, has at once • 

Changed his^ whole nature. We no longer know him* 
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I must go to him, nor respect ] is feelings. 
A great discovery >Yhicli 1 hav<r* made 

Ffc:RIA> 


A new discovery ? 

AT.VA 

A Caitliusian monk 

Guards observed, with stealthy footsteps, creep 
Into the Prince’s chamher, and inquire 
With anxious curiosity, about 

The Marquis Posa’s death. They seized lilui straight, 
And question'd him. Urged by the fear of death, 

He made confession, that he bore about him 
Papers of high importance, which the Marquis 
Enjoin’d him to deliver to tlic l*rince, 

If, before sunset, he should not return. 


FERIA. 

Well, and what further ? 


AT.VA. 

These same letters slato 
That CarTo^-woin Madrid must fly, before? 

I’lie morning dawn. 


Indeed ! 


FERIA. 


ADVA. 

And that a ship at Gadiz lies 
Heady for sea, to carry him to'*b’luKhing. 

And that the Netherlands hut wait his presence, 
To shake the Spanish fetters from their arms, 

FERIA. 

Can this bo true ? 


ALVA. 

And other letters say, 
A fleet of Solimau 8 will sail for llhodcs. 
According to the treaty, to attack 
Thoi Spanish squadron in the Midland seas. 

FERLA. 


Impossible ! 


ALVA. 

t And hence, I understand 
The object of tlie journeys, which of late 
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The Marquis made thro' hirope. Twas no less, 

1'haii to rouse all the nor heim powers to arms 
In aid of Flanders’ freecl^^m. 

F121UA. 

Was it so ? 

ALVA. 

There is, hisides, appended to these letters, 

I'he full Voncerted plan of all the war, 

Which is to disunite from 8j>ain’H control. 

The Nethorlan(^ for fwer. Nought omitted — 

The power and opposition close compared ; 

All the resources accurately noted, 

Together with tlie rnaxuns to bo followed. 

And all the treaties which they should conclude. 

The plan is tiendish, but ’tis no less splendid. 

• FERIA. 

The dc(ip designing ti-aitor! 

ALVA. 

And, moreover, 

llierc is allusion made, in these same lett^' * 

To some mysterious conference, the Prince 
Must with his mother hold, upon the eve 
Preceding his departure. 

FERIA. 

That must be 

This very day, • t 

ALVA. 

At midnight. But for this 
T have already taken proper steps. 

You sec tlic case is pressing. Not a moment 
to he lost: open the Monarch’s chamber. 

FEBJA. 

Impossible ! All entrance is forbidden. 

ALVA. 

I’ll open then myself — the increasing danger 
Must justify my boldness. 

[^6* lie is on the point of opproachintj the door U opens, 
and the Kino comes otU, 

^ FEUTA. • 

Tis himself ! 
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Scene jX. 

The Kino. Th vreeedmg; 

[All are alarmed at his appearand^ fall hadh^ and let him pass 
through them. He appears to be in a waking dream like a 
sleep-walker. His dress and figure indicate the disorder 
cail^d by his late fainting. With slotv steps^he walks past 
the Grandees and looks at each with a fixed eye.*^hut withoiit 
recognising any of them. At last he stands stiUy wrapped hi 
thought^ his eyes fixed on the grouyd, till the emotions of his 
mind gradually express themselves in works. 

KCNO. 

Eestore me back the dead ! Yes, I most have him. 

DOMINGO {whispering to alva). 

Speak to him, Duke. 

KING. • 

He died despising me ! 

Have him again I must — and make him think 
More nobly of my. * 

^ ^fi«fiALVA {approaching with fear\ 

Sire! 

KING {looking round the circle). , 

Who speaks to me ? 

Have you forgotten who I am? Why not 
Upon your knees, before your King, ye creatures ! 

Am I not still your King ? I^must command 
Submission from you. Do you all then slight me. 

Because one man despised mo ? 

ALVA. 

Gracious King ! 

No more of him : a new and mightier foe 
Arises in l^e bosom of your realm. 

7EBIA. 

Prince Cados— ~ 

V KING. i 

* Had a friesdi who ^ied for him. — 

For him ! With ine, he might have slmred an empire.— 
How he lock'd down upon me !— From the throne, 
King^look not down bo proudly. — was plain, 

How vain his ednfuest mad# him. His kebn sorrow 
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so. nc.] 

Confess’d i jrw great his h —Man weeps not so, 
For aught that’s perishabj O that he might 
But live again i’; Td give;*iny Indies for it ! 
Omnipotence ! tMou bring’st no comfort to me : 

Thou canst not stretch thiue arm into the grave, 

To rectify one little act, committed 
With hastycmslmess, ’gainst the life of man. 

The dead* return no more. Who dare affirm 
That I am happy ? In the tomb he dwells. 

Who scorn’d to flatter jne. What care I now 
For all who live? One spirit, one free being, 

And one alone, arose in all age ! 

He died despising me ! 

ALVA. 

Our lives are useless I 

Spaniards, let *s die at once ! E’en in the grave 
This man still r^a of our Monarch’s heart. 

KINO {sits down and harts his head on arm), 
O ! had he died for me ! I loved him, too, 

And much. Dear to me was he as a son. , m 
In his youhg mind, there brightly rose for me 
A new and beauteous morning. Who can say 
What I had destined for him ? He to me 
Was a first love. All Europe may condemn me, 
Europe may overwhelm me with its curse, 

But 1 deserved Ms thank^ 

DOMINGO. • 

What spell is this ? 

KING. 

And, say, for whom did he desert me thus ? 

A hoy, — my son ? O no, believe it not 1 
A Posa would not perish for a boy : 

The scanty flame of friendship could not fill 
A Posa’s heart. It beat for human kind. 

His passion was the world, and the whole cour 
Of future generatij-ons yet unborn. • 

To do them service, he secured a throne— 

And lost it. Su% high treason ’gainst mankind^ 
Could Posa e’er forgive himself? O no ; 

I ktiow his feelings better- Not, that he •' 
Carlos preferred to t^hilip, hut youth— 
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The tender pupil, — to the age<|;. Monarch. ^ 

The father’s evening sunbeam * oold j^ iMen 
His novel projects.^ He reserf^d fo^ 

The young son’s orient rays. 0 ’tis und^bted, 

They wait for my decease. 

AI.VA. 

And of your thoughts. 

Head in these letters, strongest confirmation. ' 

KINO. 

Tis possible he may miscalculate^ 

I'm still myself. Thanks, Nature, for thy gifts ; 

I feel, within my frame, the strength of youth : 
ni turn tl^ir schemes to mockery. TIis virtue 
Shall be an empty dream — his death, a fool’s. 

His fall shall crush his fnend and age together. 

'W‘e’11 test it now — how they can do without me? 

The world is still, for one short evening, mine. 

And this soi^ evening, will I so employ, 

That no reformer, yet to come, shall reap 
Another harvest, in the waste I’ll leave, 

For ten long generations after me.— 

He w’ould have offer’d me a saciifice 
To his new deity — Humanity! 

So on Humanity I’ll take revenge. — 

And with his puppet I'll at once commence. 

^ [To the Duke Alva. 
What you have now to tell me of the Prince, 
i Bepeat. What tidings do these letters bring ? 

ALVA. 

These letters. Sire, contain the last bequest 
Of Posa to Prince Carlos. 

KING [rertis the pajyers, hatched by all present. He then lays 
them dside and walks in silence up and down the room), 

] Summon straight 

The Caj-dinal Inquisitor ; and beg 
He Vill bestow an hear upon the King^ 

This veiy n%ht ! ^ 

^ Just on the stroke of two 

The hofses must he ready and propped, 

At the partliuBiim tiienastezy; 
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LVA. 

, Spies 

Despatch'd l)y;;|d^fe|oreo^%r, have observed 
Equipments at csonvent for a journey, 

On wtich the pnnce’s arms were recognised. 

FEBIA. 

And it is rumour'd that large sums are raised 
In the name, among the Moorish agents, 

Destined for Brussels. 

KING. 

• * Where is Carlos now 

ALVA. 

With Posa’s body. 

KING. 

Are there lights as yet 
Within the Queens apartment? 

* ^ ALVA. 

Every thing 

Is silejit there. She has dismiss'd her maids, 
l^^ar earlier than as yet has been her custom. » 

The Duchess of Arcos, who last was with her. 

Left her in soundest sleep. 

[A}^ Ojjicer of the Body Guard enters^ iaim the Duke 
OF Febia aside, and whupers to him. The latter, 
struck with surprise, turns to Duke Alva. The 
others crowd round ^him, and a murmuriny noise 
arises, • 

FEBIA, TAXIS, and domino o {at the same time). 

'Tis wonderful ! 

KING. 

What is the matter ? 

FEBIA. 

News scarce credible ! 

DOMINGO. 

Two soldiers, who have just return’d from duty, 
licport — hut— 0 tlib tale ’s ridiculous^. 

• KING. 

What do they say ? 

ALVA. 

They say, in the left-wing 


o 
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DON CARLOS. 

Of Uie Queen’s palace, that ^ Emperors ghost 
Apj^ear’d before them, and 1/711 • sclcmn gait 
Pass’d on. This rumour is col^firmU%,aU ‘ 

Tlie sentinels, who through thfe whole payilion 
Their watches keep. And they, moreover, add, 

The phantom in the Queen’s apartment vanish’d. 

KING. 

And in what shape appeared it? 

OFFICEE. 

In the robes. 

The same attire, he in Saint Just' wore 
For the last time, apparell’d as a monk. 

KING. 

A monk ! ^And did the sentries know his person, 

Wliilst he was yet alive? They could not else 
Determine that it was the Emperof*. 

OFFICEB. 

The sceptre which he bore, was evidence 
It was the Emperor. 

, DOMINGO. 

^ ^ And the stojy goes, 

He often has been seen in this same dress. 

KING. 

Did no one speak to him? 

OFFICEE. 

No person dared. 

The sentries pray’d, g,nd let him pass in silence. 

The phantom vanish’d in the Queen’s apartments ! 

OFFICEE. 

In the Queen’s antechamber. [G/^ncral silence, 

KING (turns quickly round). 

What say you ? 

ALYA. 

Sire ! wfe are silent. 

KING (after eome thought^ to the officeb). 

* i Let my guards ha ready, 

And under arms, and order «dl approach 
To that* wing of the palace, to be Stopped. 

I fain vmuld have a word with this same ghost 

f . [Emt Dfjsicee . — Enter a Page. 
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; ;i DOj CARLOS,^ 

Ifage. 

The Cardinal Inquisitor.* 

laNG { o all present). 

Retire ! 

[The CABDixAn Inquisitor, an old man oj ninety, and 
blind, enters, supported on a staff, and led by tao 
Dottiinicans. The Grandees fall on their knees as 
h0 passes, and touch the hem of his yamient. He 
gives them his blessing, and they depart. 


• • Scene X. 

The King and the Grand Inquisitor. 

A long silence, 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

Say, do I stand before the King ? 

KING. 

You do. 

GRAND INQUISITOR, 

I never thought it would be so again ! • 

• KING. 

I now renew tlje scenes of early youth, 

AVlieu Philip sought his sage instructor’s counsel, 

* GRAND INQUISITOR, 

Your glorious sire, my pupil, Charles the Fifth, 
Nor sought or needed counsel at my hands. 

KING. • 

So much the happier he ! I, Cardinal, 

Am guilty of a murder, and no rest — 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

■What was the reason for this murder ? 


KING. 

A fraud unparallePd — r- 

GBAND INQUISITOR. 


’Twas 


I know it all.* 


KING. 

What do you know ? Thro’ whom, and since wlmt time ? 

grand INQUISITOR. " # 

For years — what vou have only learn ’d einco sunset 

0 3 
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KING aBtoi^limenfy 

You knew this man then ! || 

ohand ikqu&itor. 

All his life is noted. 

From its commencement, to its sudden close, 

In Santa Casa’s holy registers. 

KING. 

Yet he enjoy’d his liberty ! 

GBAND INQUISITOR. 

The chain 

With which he struggled, but which held him bound, 
Tho’ loiig, was firm, nor easy to be sever’d. 

KING. 

He lias already been beyond the kingdom. 

GBAND INQUISITOR. 

Where'er he travell’d I was at his side. 

KING {walks hacku'ards ami forwards m displeasure). 
You knew' the hands, then, T had fofilen into ; 

And yet delay’d to w'am me I 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

This rebuke 

I pay you back. Why did you not consult us, 

Before you sought the arms of such a man ? 

You knew him : one sole glance unmask’d him to you. 
Why did you rob the Office of its victim ? 

Are we thus trifled with ! W'hcn Miyesty 
Can stoop to such conpealmeiit,%nd in secret. 

Behind our backs, leogue with our enemies, 

What must our fate be then ? If one be spared. 
What plea can justify the fate of thousands ? 

KING. 

But he, no less, lias fallen a^sacrificc. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

No : he is murder’d — basely, foully murder’d. 

The blood that should so gloriottsly have flow’d 
To honour us, has stain’d the assassin’s hand. 
What^clcSm had you to touch our sacred'l'ights? 

He but existed^ by our hands to perish. 

Ood gav^ him to this age s exigence. 

To perish, m a temble example, 

And tuti^ high voiinting reason into shame. 
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Such was my long-laid p|an — ^behold, destroy'd 
In one brief hour — the i|)il of many years. 

We are defrauded, and ypnr only gain 
Is bloody hands 

KINO. 

Passion impell’d me to it 

Forcrive me ! 

GtL\ND INQUISITOR. 

Passion ! And does royal Philip 
Thus answer me ? Have I alone grown old ? 

^ [ShaMng hU }usad an^^ily. 

Passion ! Malfe conscience free within your realms. 

If you ’re a slave yourself. 

KING. 

In things lihe this 

I ’m but a novice. Bear in patience with me. 

• GRAND INQUISITOR. 

No, I ’m ill pleased with you — ^to see you thus 
Tarnish the bygone glories of your reign. 

Where is that Philip, whose unchaugiitg soul, 

Fix’d 08 t^e polar star, in Heaven above, • 

Pound its own axis, still pursued its course. 

Is all the momoiy of preceding years 

For ever gone? And did the world become 

New moulded, when you stretch'd your hand to him ? 

Was poison no more poison ? Did distinction 
Twixt good and evil — truth and falsehood — vanish? 

What then is resolution, what is firmness, 

What is the faith of man, if in one weak. 

Unguarded hour, the rules of three-score years 
Dissolve in air, like woman's fickle favour ? 

KING. 

I look'd into his eyes, O pardon me 
This weak relapse into mortality ! 

The world has one less access to your heart — 

Your eyes are sunk in night. 

* GRAND INQUISITOR. 

• What did this man 
Want with you? What new thing could he adduce^ 

You did not know before ? And are you versed $ 
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So ill, with faimtics and innoratcm? 

Does the Reformer’s vaunting la igiiage sound 
So novel to your ears ? If the firm edifice 
Of your conviction totters to mere words. 

Should you not shudder to sul^scribe the fate 
Of many thousand poor deluded souls, 

Who mouut the flaming pile, for nothing worse ? 

KING. 

I sought a human being. These Domingos 

GRAND INOTTISITOR. 

How ! human heings ! What are tiiey to#you ? 

Cypliers to count withal — no more ! Alas ! 

And must T now repeat the elements 
Of kingly knowledge, to my gray-hair'd pupil ? 

An earthly god must leara to hear the want 
Of what may be denied him. When you whine 
For sympathy, is not the world your equrl ? 

What rights should you possess abowe your equals ? 

KINO {throwing himelf into a chair), 

T ’m a mere suflF ’ring mortal — that I feel — 

And you demand from mo, a wretched creature, 

What the Creator only can porfom. 

OBAKD INQUISITOR. 

No, Sire ! I am not thus to be deceived. 

I see you through. You would escape from us 
The Church’s heavy chains press’d hard ujwm you— 

You would be free, atfd claim your independence. 

[He pauses. The King is silmU. 
We arc avenged. Be thankful to the Church, 

That checks you, with the kindness of a mother. 

The erring choice, you were allow’d to make. 

Has proved your punisbmeiit. You stand reproved ! 

Now, yon may turn to us again. And know, 
ff I, this day, had not been summon'd here, 

By Heaven above ! before fo-morrow^s suti. 

You ^ou]d, yourself, have stood at my tribunal ! 

KING. 

Forbear language, Priest ! Restraih thyself. 

Ill n<n; ecidmre itfimu thee ! In each tones, 

No tongue shali speak to 
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OHAND'I^INQUTSITOB. 

M Then \vh}^ O King ! 
Call up the ghost, of Samuel? — I Ve anointed 
Two monarchs to tho throne of Spain. I hoped 
To leave behind, a firm-establish’d work. 


I see the fruit of all my life is lost. 

Don Philip’s hands have shatter'd what I built. 

But tell mlj, Sire, wherefore have I been summon’d 
What do*I here ? — I am not minded, King, 

To seek such interviews again. 


, KIKG. 

But one — 

One service mom — ^the last— and then in peace 
Depant. Let all the past bo now forgotten — 
Let peace be made between us. We are friends. 

OKAY’D INQUISITOR. 

When Philip bejids with due humility. 

KiijG {after a pause), 

My son is meditating treason. 

GUANO INQtIJSTTOn. 

, Well!^ 

And what do you resolve? 


KING. 

On all, or nothing, 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

What mean you by this all f 

^NG. 

He taust escape. 

Or die. ^ 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 

W^ell, Sire ! decide. 

KING. 

And can you not 

Establish some new creed to justify 
The bloody murder of one’s only son? 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

To appease eterxip.! justice, Ood’s oem Son 
Expired upon the cross. 

• KING, 

A&i can you spreadr 

This creed throughout all Europe ? » 
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the true cross is \7orshipp*d. 

JQNG. 


m. 

Ay, as far 


But I sin — 

Sin against nature. Canst thou, by thy power, 
Silence her mi^ty voice. 

GRAKD ITJQXJISITOR. ' 

The voice of nature 


Avails not over &ith. 


My right to judge' 

I place within your hands. Can I retrace 
The step once taken ? 

OUAND INQTJISITOB. 

Give him up to me ! 

KING. ^ 

My only son ! — ^For whom then hav^e I labour’d ? 

GRAKn INQUISITOR. 

For the grave rather than for liberty ! 

' KING {ruing up). 

We are agreed. Come with me. 

GRA.ND INQUISITOR. 

Monarch ! WliiUier ? 

KING. 

From his own ikiher^s hands, to take the victim. 

• [Leads him auay. 


Scene XI. 

Queen's Jpartment, 

Carlos. The Queen. Afterwards the King and Attendants. 
Cabzx>s in Monk's attire, a mask over his face, which he is 
just taking off: under his arm a naked sword. It is quite 
dark. He approaches a door, which is in Ae act of opening.. 
The Qu:|bn comes out in her nightArus with a lighted 
candle^ ^arlos falh on one knee before \er. 

CARLOS. 

Elizabetli! 

QpEEN {yarding him wkh sUent sorrow), 

, 0 * Do we thus meet again ? 
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c;%BLas. 

’Tis thus we meet again 1 . [A silen^ 

QUEEN {endeavouring to eoUect herselj). 

Carlos, arise ! 

We must not now unnerve, each other thus. 

The mighty dead will not be honour’d now 
By fruitless tears. Tears are for petty sorrows ! 
lie gave himself for thee ! With his dear life, 

He purclTased thine. And shall this precious blood 
Flow for a mere delusion of the brain ? 

O, Carlos, 1 have pledged myself for thee. 

On tliat assurance, did he flee from hence 
More satisfied. O do not falsify 
My word. 

CARLOS {with animation). 

To him 1^11 raise a monument 
Nobler than eve» honour’d proudest Monarch, 

Aud o’er liis dust a paradise shall bloom ! 

QUEEN. 

Thus did I hope to find thee ! This wfts still » 

The mighty purpose of his death. On me 
Devolves the last fulfilment of his plans, 

And I will now fulfil my solemn bath. 

Yet one more legacy, your dying friend 
Bequeath’d to me. I pledged my word to him, 

And wherefore should I now conceal it from you ? 

To me did he resign his Carlos — I • 

Defy suspicion, and no longer tremble 
Before mankind, but will for once assume 
The courage of a friend. My heart shall speak. 

He called oar passion — virtue! I believe him. 

And will my heart no longer 

CABLOS. 

Hold, 0 Queen ! 

Long was I sunk in a delusive dream. 

1 loved, but now \ am at last awakeic 
Forgotten be the past. Here are your letters,—^ 
Destroy my own.^ Fear nothing from my passion. 

It is extinct A brighter fiatne now bums, 

And purifies my bein^r. All my love 
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Lies buried in the grave.-— N(| moftal wish 
Finds place within this bosoni 

[After a pauses taking her hand, 
I ^ve come 

To bid farewell to you, and I have learn *d. 

There is a higher, greater good, my mother, 

Than to call thee mine own. One rapid iiigVt 
Has wing’d the tardy progress of my years, 

And prematurely ripen’d me to manhood. 

1 have no farther business in the world, 

But to remember him. My harvest now 
Is ended. 

[He approaches the Queen, u'ho conceals her face. 
Mbther 1 will you not reply ? 

QUEEN. • 

Carlos ! regard not these my tears. I cannot 
Restrain them. But believe me I admJre you. — 

CABLOS. 

Tliou wert the only partner of our league : 

And by <this name, thou shalt remain to me , 

The most beloved object in this world. 

No^Qther woman can my friendship share, 

Mon than sbe yesterday could win my love. 

sacred shall the royal widow be, 

Shoci^d Providence conduct me to the throne. 

[The Kino, accompanied by the Grand Inquisii'O]^ 
appears m thi back-gromd mthovt being obsereed^ 

I hasten to leave Spain, and never more 
Shall I behold my mtfaer, in this world. 

No more Tlore him. — Nature is extinct 
Within thi^ breast. Be you again his wife — 

His son’s Idt ever lost to him 1 Retom 
Back to yopr course of duty— I must speed 
To libeiiiiteia people long oppressed, 

From a fel) tyrant's band. Madrid shall hail 
Carlos Is King, or nir'er behold hhn m^to. 

And now %long.imd last farewhll— — IHa Usm 

QUEEN. 

. OOarlosi 

How y&u exalt me 1 hat I dare not soar 
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To such a height of grcatr^ss : — yet I may 
Contemplate now your noble mind, with wonder. 

CABLOS. 

Am I not firm, Elizabeth ? I hold thee 

Thus in my aims and tremble not. The fear 

Of instant death had, yesterday, not tom me 

From this ^ar spot. [He leaves her. 

All that is over now. 

And 1 de^ iny mortal destinies. 

I’ve held thee in these anns and waver’d not. 

Hark! Heard yon nothing? [A clock strikes, 

QUEEN. 

Notliing but the bell 
That tolls the moment of our separation. 

CARLOS. 

Good night, then, motlicr ! And you shall, from Ghent, 
lieceive a letter, which will first proclaim 
Our secret enterprise aloud. I go 
To dare King Philip to an open contest. 

Henceforth there shall be nought concefd’d between us ! 

You need not shun the aspect of the world, * 

Be this my last deceit. 

About to take up the mask — the King stands hetwee^^icm, 

• KING. 

It is thy last ! ' ' 

\Tke Queen falls sSmless^ ' 
CABLos (hastens to her ai$d supports her in his arms). 

Is the Queen dead ? Great Heavens I 

KING (coolly and quietly to the grand inquisitor). 

Lord Cardinal ! 

I*ve done my part. Go now, and do your own. [JSaii, 


END OF DON CARLOS. 
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mart STUART. 


ACT I. 
Scene I. 


A comihon Apartment in the Castle of Fotheringay. . 

Hannah Kennedy contending vioUnthj with le/ta is 

aboMt ^ break open a closet ; Drury vsith an iron crow. 

Ken. . 'H(yw now, Sir ? What fresh outlay h&Ye w© here? 

Bi^k from cabinet I ^ 

Paulet. ^ WheRee come the jewel? 

I know *twas from an upper chamber thrown; , ’* 

And you would bribe the gardher mth your trinkets. 
A curse on woman’s wiles ! In spit© of all<^ i 
My stSict precaution and my active seamh, 

Still treasures here, still costly gems conceall 
And doubtless there are more where this lajj ' 

' ^ [ddvaTicing towards th 

K»n. . Intruder, hack ! here lie my ladj'e secietB. 

Paul. . Exactly what I S6ek.% \fhrawmg forth j 

Kennedy. ^ Mere trifling papesll , ; 

The teusements only of an idle pen, 

^To jSihat the dreary tedium of a doogson. 
pAun, . In idle hours the evil mind is busy. ^ ^ 

Ken. . Those wtitinga are in French, 

Paulet. • 'So-mieh thewoi^'^ 

That tcmgue'betokens England*© enemy. 

Ken. . Sketches c^^etters to the Queen of England. 

Paul. . Ill be thitii*.bearer. Ha I what glitters here? 

[He a secret 8prmg,9emd dram om jemk 

fromisumvate drawer, 
ro^ii&dmn emiehed wifk atones, 

And atttdded With the fleur-de-lis of Franee^f' 

IjSe heMs it to f 
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Hero, take it, Dnir^r, lin' it \vitli the rest, 

Diiujn. 

r And ye have found the means to hide from us 
Such costly things, and screen them, until uo\n , 
From our inquiring eyes ? ] 

Kenvkjiy. O insolent 

And tyrant power, to which we must sr omit ! 

Paul. . She can work ill as long as &he hath troasurc's ; 

For all things turn to weapons in her haiidi». 
Ki^^KDY {supplieaiintj). 

O Sir! be merciful ; depri.e us ii>t 
Of the last jewel that adorns our life ! 

Tis my poor Lady’s only joy to view 
This symbol of her foimer majesty. 

Your hands long since have robbed us of the rest. 
Paul. • Tis in safe custody ; in proper time 
» ’Twill be restored to you with scmpulous care. 

. Ken. . Who that beliolds thc.^e naked w^alls could say 

That Majesty dwelt here ? Where is the throne 
Where the imperial canopy of state ? 

Mhst she not set her tender foot, still uaed 
To softest treading, on tho rugged ground 
With common ]>ewter, which tho lowliest danu^ 

, Would scorn, they furnish forth her houiery tublo. 
Paul-»^ Thus (lid she tr(‘iit her spouse at Stirling once ; 

’ And pledged, tlie while, her paramour in gold. 

)C£N. , Even the mirr )r’s trifling aid withheld. 

Paul. . The contemplation of her own 'vain imago 

IntatCs^to hope, and prompts to dariiij^ deeds. 

Ken. . Books are denied her to divert her mind. 

Paul. . The Bible still is left, to mend her heart. 

Ken. Everfof her very lute she is deprived! 

Paul. . BooaAwi^he tuned it to her wanton airs. 

Ken. . Ts this a fate for her. the gentle l»orii« 

Whodti her very cradle was a Queen; 

Who) rear’d in Catherine’s luxurious court, 

Ei^oyed the fhiness of each eartBJy pleasure ? 

Wast not enough to rob her of hor power, 

Mnatf ye then envy her its pAltry tinsel? 

A heart in time resigns itself 
calamities with fortiltudc; 
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But jet it cuts one to the soul, to part 
At once 'vvith all life^ Utile outwaM trappings * 

Pat l These are the things that turn th6 batnan ht art 
To vanity^ \?hich should colWt itself 
In i>eniteiioe # — u lewd, vicious Me, 

Want and abaseraent are the only penance. 
i\] N . If y^thful blood has led her into error, 

Witli her own heart and God she must account 
Th^ro is no judge in England over her. 

P \rL. She sliall have judgment where she liath trausgiAlll'd. 

. Iler narrow bon<Vi restrain her from transgression 
VwL . And yet she found the moans to stretch her aim 
Into the woild, fi*om out these narrow bonds, 

And, with the torch of ci\il war, inflame 
This lealm agnmsi our Queen, (whom God preset \c ^ 
And arm assassin bands Did she not rouse 
I Vom out JjJiG'se walls the inalefictor Parry » 

And Pabiugton^ to the detested crime 
Of 1 ogi( ide ** And did this iron grato 
Pi cut her from JecoMug to her^toils 
'1 ho;viituoub heait of Noifolk ' Saw we ffot 
The hist, best head, in all this island fall 
A saenheo for her upon the blot k ^ 

[^JTlie noble house of Ilowaid fell with linn.]] 

And did this sad example terrify 
These mad adienturers, whose mul zeal 
Plunges foi her int^kthis deejg^ abyss? 

The blood) bcaflold bends beneath tho weight 
Of her new da% Mctims ; and we noier 
Shall see an end till she herself, of all 
The guiltiest, be offer’d up upon it. 

O * curses on the day when England look 
This Helen lo its hospitable arms. »4 
Ki \ , Did Exigtod then receive her hospitably ? 

O hapless Queen ! wlio, since that fatal day 
When first she set her foot within this realm, 

And, as a suppliant — a fugitiwo — 

Came to implore protection from her sister. 

Has been condemned, despite the law of nations, 

And royal jinvilege, to weep away 

The fairest vaais of youth in pnson walls. » 
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And now, when she hath suffer’d every thing 
Which in imprisonment is hard and bitter. 

Is like a felon summoned to the bar. 

Foully accused, and though herself a queen. 
Constrained to plead for honour and for life. 

Paul. . She came amongst us as a murderess, 

Cha^ by her very subjects from a thpne 
Which had oft by vilest deeds disgrac’d. 

Sworn England’s welfare came she hither, 

To call the rimes of bloody Mary back, 

Betray our Church to Bomish'tyijanny, 

And sell our dear-bought liberties to France. 

Say, why disdain d she to subscribe the treat}' 

Of Edinhorough — to resign her claim 
. To England’s crown — and with one single word, 
Tracd by her pen, throw ^vlde her prison gates ? 

No : — she had lather live in vile^.confmeraeiit, 

And see herself ill-treated, than renounce 
The empty honours of her barren title. 

Why actg^.bhe thus? Because she trusts to wiles, 
r>.nd treacherous arts of base conspiracy ; 

And, hourly plotting schemes of mischief, hopes 
To conquer, from her prison, all this isle. 

Knx, . You mock us, Sir, and edge your cruelty • 

With words of bitter scorn : — tlmt she should form 
Such projects ; who ’s here immured alive, 

( To whom no ^sound of eomfort, not a voice 
Of friendship comes from her beloved home ; 

Who hath so long no human fecc beheld, 

Save her stem gjioler’s unrelenting brows ; 

Till now, of late, in your uncourteous cousin , ^ 
She a second keeper, and beholds . 
Fre^bolts and bars around her multiplie^^ 

Paul. . No ij^n^grate is proof against her wiles. 

Howf do I know these bars are not fiVd throiigli? 
How^ibat this floor, these walls, that seem so strong 
l^ithout, may not h(^w from within, 
j, A&dllet in felon treach’ry wh^I sleep? 

AceiMed o^oe, that’s intrusted to me, 

- ^ To (fiaxd this cunning mother of all ill i 

^ ^ scares me from my sleep; and in the night 
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I, like a troubleci spirit, roam and try 
The strength of every bolt, and put to proof 
Each guard's fidelity:— I see, with fear. 

The dawning of each mom, which may confirm 
My apprehensions: — yet, thank God, there's hope 
That all my fears will soon be at an end ; 

FoA’athor would 1 at tlie gtites of hell 
Stand sentinel, and guard the.daVlish host 
Of damned souls, than this deceitful Queen. 

Ken. . Here comes tlie Queen. 

Paulet. • • Christ's image in her hand. 

Pride, and all worldly lusts within her heart. 

Scene II. 


The same. Enter veiled, a crucifix in her hand. 
Kenned y {hastenina towards her). 

O gracious Queen i they tread us under foot ; 

No end of tyranny and base oppression ; 

JCach coming day heaps fresh indignities, 

New sufierings on thy royal head? ^ 


Bo calm — 


Say, what has happened ? 

Kennedy.^ ^ gee ! thy cabinet 

Is forc’d ; — thy papers, — and thy only treasure, 
Wliich with such pains we had secur'd, the last 
Poor remnant of thf bridal oyiaments 
From France, is in his hands : — nought now remains 
Of royal state^thou art indeed bereft J 

Maih. Compose yourself, my Hannah ! and believe me, 

Tis not these baubles which can make a queen : — 

■ ' Basely indeed they may behave to us, 
v'-^ut they canjiot debase us. I have teaamt 
To use myself to many a change in S^ngland ; 

I can support this too. Sir, you have ta'en 
By force, what I this veiy day designed 
To have deliver’d you. There 's a letter 
Amongst these papers, for my royal sister 
Of Englan<>— Pledge me, Sir, your word of 
To give it to her majesty’s own hands, 

And not to the deceitful care of Burleigh. 

Paul. . I shall ponsiderVhat is best to do. s. 
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Mary. Sir, you shall know its import. In this letter 
I beg a favour, a great favour of her, — 

That she Herself will give me audience, — she! 
Whom I have never seen. I have been summon'd 
Before a court of men, whom I can ne’er 
Acknowledge as my peers — of men to whom 
My heiArt denies its confidence. The Queen 
Is of n^^li^y, my rank, my sex ; 

To her sister, queen, and woman— 

Can I unfold ^y heart. 

Paulet. Too oft„.my Lady, 

Have you entrusted both your fate and honour 
To men less worthy your esteem than these. 

Mary. I, in the letter, beg another favour, 

And surely nought but inhumanity 

Can here reject my prayer. ' These many years 

Have I, in prison, miss’d the church’s comfort, 

The blessing of the sacraments : — ^and she 
Who robs me of my freedom and my crown. 

Who seekff my very life, can never wish 
To shut the gates of heaven upon my soul. 

Paul. . Whene’er you wish, the Dean shall wait upon you. 

Mary {internijptvng him sharply). 

Talk to me not of Deans. I ask the aid • 

Of one of my own church — a Catholic priest. 

Paul. . fThat is against the publish’d laws of England. 

Mary. The laws of England no rule for me. 

I am not England’s subject ; 1 have ne’er 
Consented to its laws, and will not bow 
Before their cruel and despotic sway. 

If ’lie your will, to the unficard-of rigour 
Whidt I have borne, to add this new oppression, 

I nu# submit to what your pdwer ordains 
Yet toI I raise my voice in loud complaints.] 

I alsd wish a public notary, 

Apd Secretaries, to prepare my vnll — 

My sorrows, And my prison’s wfetchedness 
Prey on my life— my days, I fegr, are number’d — 

I feel that I am near the gates of death. 

Paul. , These serious contemplations well become you. 

Mary. '^^And know I then, that somotoo ready hand 
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May not abridge this tedious work of sorrow ? 

1 would indite my will, and make^ disposal 
Of what belongs to me. 

Paul. . This liberty 

• May be allow’d to you, for England’s Queen 
Will not enrich herself by plunderi;^ you. 

Mary. 1 li^o been parted from my '^men, 

And from my servants; — ^tellji^i^ro are they? 
What is their fate ? I can in3ii^<^aispense 
At present with their service, but my heart 
Will feel rejoiceef to know these faithful ones 
Are not exposed to suff ‘ring and to want ! 

Paul. . Your servants have been cared for ; £ and again 
You shall behold whate’er is taken from you : 

And all shall be restored in proper season. 3 [Going, 
Mary. And will you leave my presence thus again, 

And not rciieve^niy fearful anxious heart 
From the fell torments of uncertainty ? 

Thanks to the vigilance of your hjiteful spies, 

1 am divided from the world ; — no voice •• 

Can reach me through these prison- walls ; — my fate 
Lies ill the hands of those who wish my ruin. 
A^month of dread suspense is pass’d already, 
yince when the forty high commissioners 
Surprised me in this castle, and erected, 

With most unseemly haste, tl^ir dread tribunal ; 
They forced me, stunn’d, amaz’d, and unprepar’d. 
Without an advocate, from memory, 

Before their unexampled court, to answer 
Their weighty charges artfully arranged. 

— They came like ghosts —like ghosts diey disappeared. 
And since that day all mouths are cl^’d to me. 

In vain I seek to construe from your3®oks 
Which hath prevail’d — ^ray cause’s innocence 
And my friends’ zeal — or my foes’ cursed counsel. 

O ! break tills silence — ^Ict know' the worsts 

What I have still to fear, and what to hope. 

Pauj.. . Close your Jccounts with heaven. 

Mary. From heaven I hope 

For mercy, Sir;— and from, my earthly judges 
I hopof and still expect, the strictest justice. 
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Paui.. . Justice, depend upon it, \Yill be done you. 

Mary. Is the suit eud#d, Sir? 

Paulet. s I cannot tell 

Mary. Am I condemn’d? 

Paux.. I cannot answer. Lady. 

Mary. (^Sir^R work fears not the light of day. 

Patje. The “ " ' ine upon it, doubt it notfj 

Mary. Despai “e tho fashion. Is it meant 

The m [hall surprise me, like the judges? 

Paul. Still ente: that thought, and ho will hud you 

Better prepared to meet yolir fateUhan they did. 
Mary (after a pause). 

Sir, nothing can surprise me, which a court, 

Inspired by Burleigh's hate and Hatton’s zeal, 
Howe’er unjust, may venture to pronounce; — 

But 1 have yet to loam, how far the Queen 
Will dare in execution of tlie senCence. 

Paul. The sovereigns of England hh^ e no fear 

But for their conscience, and their parliament. 

What justice hath decreed, her fearless hand 
Will execute before th* assembled world; 

Scene HI* 

The same. Mortimer enters^ and without paying attention to 
tho Queen, addresses Paulet 

Mort. Uncle, you’re Sought for 

retires in the same manner. The Queen rr- 
warJes it, and turns towards Paulet, who is 
about to follow him. 

Mary, Sir, one favour more : — 

If yok ^ ve anght to say to me— from you 
I catiMj||r much— I rev’rence your grey hairs — 

But cSniidt bear that young man's insolence ; — 

Spare me in future his luimanner’d rudeness. 

Paul. , I grizi him most for that which maltes you hate him : — 
He is not,, truly, one of thoseT poor fools 
Who inelt before a woman’s treacherous tears. 

He has seen much — has been to Rheims and Paris, 
.^d hriugs us back lus true old English heart. 

Lady, your cunning arts are fos?t on njm. [Exit, 
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SCKNK IV 
Maky, Kknn'i^v. 

. And dares the rufTiaii venture to your face 
-Suoh language! — O, ’tis hard — *te&.past endurance. 
jMaiiy (Jost%t^ rejUction). 

Jn^tlje lair moments of our fiJHSSB^ndour 
We lent to llatt Vers a too wifl 
It is but just, good liamiali, B^ld now 
lie forecdUto heajr the hitter voice of censure. 

Ki.x. . So downcast, so depressed, my dearest Lady! 

You, who before so gay, so full of hope, 

AVere used to comfort me in my distress ? 

More gracious were the task to check your mirth 
Thau chide your heavy sadness. 

M-viiv. • 'Well I know him— 

It is the bleeding Oanilcy s royal shade, 

Ilising in anger from his darksome grave : 

And never will he make his penee with me 
Until the measure of my woes be full, •* 

Ki;n. . What thoughts are ihesfi — 

Mauy. Thou may’st foi'get it, Hannah; 

But I’ve a faithful meuiiy — tis this day 
Another wretched anniversaiy 
Of that regretted, tliat unhappy deed — 

Which I must celeorate with^fast and penance. 

Ki:n. . Dismiss at length in peace this evil spirit. 

The penitence of many a heavy year, 

Of many a suffering, has atoned the deed : 

The church, which holds the key of absolution, 
Pardons the crime, and heav’n itse^^ appeas’d. 
Mauy. This long atbned ciimeVirises 

And bleeding from its lightly cove^^i'uve — 

My husband’s restless spirit seeks revenge — 

No sacred bell can exorcise, no host 
In priestly^ands dismiss it ft) his tomb. 

Kills. . You did iKjt murder Mm — 'twas done by others. 
Makv. But it was known to me ; — I suffer'd it, 

And lured him with my stoiles to death’s embrace. 
Ken. , Your youth exuenuates your guilt. You wdle 
Of terHer yearsi 
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Mary. 

Ki:n. 


Mary- 
Ken. . 

Mary. 


So tender, yrt I drew 
This heavy guilt upon my youtliful head. 

You were protok'd by direst injuries, 

And by the rude presumption of the man. 

Whom out of darkness, like the hand of heav'n, i...* 
Your love drew forth, and raised above all others : 
Whontilil^c^h vour bridal chamber you^^onducled 
Up to "’itli your lovely self. 

And yoUiM^pUtary crown, distinguish’d^ — 

£ Tour woIk ''Ste his existence, and your grace 
Bedew’d him like the gentlo rains rf)f heav’n.]] 

Could he forget, that his so splendid lot 
Was the creation of your gen’rous love? 

Yet did he, worthless as he was, forget it. 

With base suspicions, and with brutal manners, 

He wearied your affections, and became 
An object to you of deserv'd disgust: — 

Th‘ illusion, which till now had overcast 
Yhur judgment, vanisird: angrily you lied 
His foul enfbrace, and gave him up to sconi. 

AIM did he seek again to win your love ?• 

Yhur fivour ? Did he e’er inijdore your pardon ? 

Or fall in deep repentance at your feet ? 

Ko ; the base wretch defj<;d you ; — he, who \v'as 
Your bounty’s creature, wish’d to play your king, 

[] And strove, through fear, to force your inclination.] 
Before your eyAs he had fav’rite singer, 

Poor Rizzio, murder’d : you did hut avenge 

With blood, the bloody deed 

And bloodily. 

I fear, too soon ’twill be aveng’d on me : — 

You se^ to comfort me, and 3’^ou condemn me. 

You vM&^vhen you consented to this deed, 

No moi^ yjj|urself— belong’d not to yourself — 

The m^ness of a frantic love possess’d you,* 

And bo(imd you to a terrible seducer, W 
The wretched B&tliwell. Thai despotic vA 
Hul’d you with shameful, overbearing wil^ 

And with his philters and his hellish arts 
Inflamed your passions. 

* All the arts he used 

Were man’s superior strength, and Womkji’s weakness. 
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Kex. . . No, no, I say. The most pernicious spirits 
Of hell he must have summoned to his aid, 
lo cast this mist before your wAking senses. 

Your ear no more was open to the voice 
Of friendly warning, and your eyes were shut 
jC^deccncy ; soft female bashfulness 
DeS^ted you; those cheeks, which before 
The seat of virtuous blushing^ 

Glow'd with the flames of unre/^Mp^ desire : 

You cast away the veil of sccrepj, ; '^ 

And the fl^igitioiia* daring of the man 
O ercame your natural coyness : you expos’d 
Your shame, unblushingly, to public gaze : 

You let the murd’rer, whom the people follow’d 
With curses, through the streets of Edinburgh, 
Before you bear the royal sword of Scotland 
In triumph# You begirt your parliament 
With armed bonds ; and by this shameless farce, 
There, in the veiy temple of great Justice, 

You forc’d, the judges of the land clear 

The murderer of his guilt. You went still i&rther — 

0 God ! 

Mary. Conclude — nay, pause not — say for this 

1 gave my hand in marriage at the altar. 

Ken. . . O let an everlasting silence veil 

That dreadful deed : the heart revolts at it, 

A crime to stain the llarkest crhninal ! 

Yet you oie no such lost one, that I know. 

I nurs’d your youth myself — ^your heart is fram'd 
For tender softness : ’tis alive to shame, 

And ail your fault is thoughtless levity. 

Yes, I repeat it, there are evil spirits. 

Who sudden fls: in man’s unguarded 
Their fatal residence, and there delight 
To act their dev’lish deeds ; then hiuriy back 
Unto their native hell, and leave behind 
Ben^rse anddiorror in the poifeft>n’d bosom. 

Since^this ix^sdeed, which blackens thus your life, 
You have done no^ng ill ; your conduct has 
Been pure; myself can witness your amendment. 
Take couiago, then ; with your own heart mak« peace* . 
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Wliatevcr cause you have for poniteiice, 

You are not guilty here. Nor England’s Queen, 

Nor England’s parliament can be your judge. 

Here might oppresses you : you may present 
Yourself before this self-created court 
With all the fortitude of innocence. 

Mart. I hear a step. < 

Kennedy. nephew — Tn. 

. Scene V. 

The same. Enter MonnwEBf approaching cauLiously. 
Mortimer (to Kennedy). ' 

Step to the door, and keep a careful watch, 

I have important business w’ith the Queen. 

Mary (with dignity). 

I cliarge thee, Hannah, go not hence— remain. 
Mort- b’ear not, my gracious Lady — ^learn to know me. 

[tie gives her a card. 

Mary. [She examines it, and starts back astonished. 

Heav'ns ! What is this ? 

MoRTiMEij^fto KEN^kEDY). Eetire, good Kennedy ; 

See that my uncle comes not unawares. 

Mary (to Kennedy, who hesitates, and looks at the Queen 
inquiringly). 

Go in ; do as he bids you. 

[Kennedy retires with signs of wonder. 

^ Scene VI 
Mary, Mortimer. 

Mary. From my uncle 

In France— the worthy Gardhal of Lorrain? 

[She reads. 

“ Confide in Mortimer, who brings you this ; 

You no truer, firmer friend in England.” 

J t [Looking at him with astonishment. 

ieve it? Is there no delusion 
Tc| cheat my senses ? Do I find a friend 
So near, when 1 conceiv’d myself abandon’d 
By the whole world ? And find j^at friend in you, 
The nephew of nay gaoler, wham 1 thought 
My nnjst invet’rate enemy ? ^ 

(ktieeling). Cf pardon, 
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My gracious Liege, for the detested mask, 

AVliich it lias cost me pain enough to wear ; 

Yet through such means alone have I the pow'r 
To see you, and to bring you help and rescue. 

Arise, Sir; you astonish me; I cannot 
**^^*'NSiq^uddculy emerge from the abyss 

Oj^retebedness to hope : let me conceive 
This happiness, that 1 may credi^il; 

IMort Our time is brief : each moment I'oxpect 
My uncle, whom a hated man attends : 

Hear, theii, boTowfi his tenrible commission 
Surprises you, Low Hcav'n prepares your rescue. 
IMary. You come, in token of its wondrous pow r. 

.Mout. Allow me of mysel*! to speak. 

Mary. , Say on. 

Moit r. I scarce, my Liege, had numbered twenty years, 
Traui’d in«tbo patli of strictest discipline, 

And nurs’d in deadliest hate to Papacy, 

When led by irre.sistible desire 

I’or foreign travel, I resolv’d to leave ^ 

IMy country and its puritanic faitli * ^ 

Par, far behind me : soon with rapid speed 
I flew through France, and bent my eager course 
Oil to the plains of far-famed Italy. 

Twas then the time of the great J ubilee : — 

And crowds of palnjors fill’d the public roads : 

Each image was adoni’d with^garlands ; ‘twas 
As if all human-kind were wand ’ring forth 
In pilgrimage towards the heav’nly kingdom. 

The tide of the believing multitude 
Bore me too onward with resistless force. 

Into the streets of Borne. What was my wonder, 

As the magmficence of stately colons 
Rush’d on my sight! the vast tri^^hal arches, 

The Colosseum’s grandeur, with amazement 
Struck my admiring senses ; the sublime 
Creative spifrit held ray soul S, prisoner 
In the faii^world of wonders it had fram’d* 

I ne’er had felt the power of art till now. 

The Churtjh t^t rear’d me hates the charms of sense;. 
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It tolerates no image* it adores 
But the unseen, the incorporeal word. 

What were my feelings, then, as I approach’d 
The threshold of the churches, and within, 

Heard heav nly music floating in the air : ^ 

While from the walls and high-wTought tools there 
stream’d 

Crowds of celestial forms in endless train — 

When the -Most High, Most Glorious, pen’^aded 
My captivated sense in real presence ! 

And when I saw the great and goalike visions, 

The Salutation, the Nativity, 

The Holy Mother, and the Trinity’s 
Descent, the luminous Transfiguration : 

And last the holy Pontiff, cla/1 in all 
The glory of his office, bless the people ! 

O I what is all the pomj) of gold and jewels 
With which the kings of earth adorn themselves ! 
lie is alone surrounded by the Godhead ; 

His mansion is in truth an licav’nly kingdom, 

FoV not of earthly moulding are these forms ! 

Mary. 0 spare me. Sir ! No further. Spread no more 
Life’s verdant carpet out before my eyes, ,, 
llemember I am wretched, and a prisoner. 

Mort. I was a prisoner too, my Queen ; but swift 
My prison-gates flew opev, when at once 
My spirit felt its liberty, and hail’d 
The smiling dawn of life. I learn’d to burst 
Each narrow prejudice of education, 

To crown my brows with never-fading wreaths, 

And mix my joy with the rejoicing crowd. 

Full many noble Scots, who saw: my zeal, 

Encouraged me, end with the gallant French 
They kindly led me to your princely uncle, 

The Cardinal of Guise. 0 what a man ! 

How firm, how clear, how manly^ and how great ! 
Bom control the human mind at will ! 

The very model of a royal priest f 
A ruler of the Church without m cq.Ral ! 

Mary. You’ve'seen him then, — the mu8h lov’d, honour'd man, 
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Who was the guardian of my tender years ! 

0 speak of him ! Does lie remember me ? 

Does fortune favour him? And prospers still 
His life ? And does he still majestic stand, 

. , ^ A very rock and pillar of the Church ? 

holy man descended from his height, 
deign’d to teach me the important creed 
Of the true Church, and dissipate my doubts. 
He*show’d me, how the glimm’ring light of reason 
Serves but to lead us to eternal error : 

That whatithe heart is call'd on to believe, 

The eye must see : tliat he who rules the Church 
Must needs be visible ; and that the Spirit 
Of truth inspir’d the Councils of the Fathers. 

How vanish’d, then, the fond imaginings 
And weak conceptions of my childish soul 
Before hia^conquering judgment, and the soft 
Persuasion of liis tongue 1 So 1 return’d 
Back to the bosom of the holy Church, 

And at his feet abjur’d my lieresiee. 

Marv. Tlien of those happy thousands, you are off^ 

Whom he, with his celestial eloquence, 

Like the immortal preacher of the mount, 

Jdhs turn’d, and led to everlasting joy ! 

Mort. The duties of his ofl&ce call’d him soon 

To France, and I wjs sent by him to Rheims, 
Where, by the Jesuits’ annoul labour, priests 
Are train’d to preach our holy faith in England. 
Tlicre, ’mongst the Scots, I found the noble Morgan, 
And your true Lesley, Boss’s learned bishop, 

Who pass in France their joyless days of exile. 

1 join’d with heartfelt zeal these worthy men, 

And fortified *my fiuth. As I one day 

Beam’d through the Bishop’s dwelling, I was struck 
With a fair female portrait ; it was full 
Of touching, wond’rous charms ; with magic might 
It mov’d m^inmost soul, and*there I stood 
Speechless, #nd overmaster’d by my feelings. 

“ Well,” cried the Bishop, “ may yovL linger thus 
In deep epiotion near this lovely face ! 

For the most bdtiutiful of womankind, ^ 
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Is also matcliless in calamity. 

She is a prisoner for our holy faith, 

And in your native land, alas ! she suffers/'' 

[Mary is in [freat agitation. — He jmmes, 
Mary. Excellent man ! All is not lost, indeed, — 
While such a friend remains in my misfc\5)f%Ciiies ! 
Mort. Then he began, with moving eloquence, 

To paint ^he suflf ’rings of your martyrdom ; 

He showed me, then, your lofty pedigree, 

And your descent from Tudor* s royal House. 

He prov’d to me that j^ou alone have right. 

To reign in England, not this upstart Queen, 

The base-bom fruit of an adult’rous bed, 

AVhom Henry’s self rejected as a bastard. 

[] He from my eyes remov’d delusion’s mist, 

And taught me to lament you as a victim. 

To honour you as my true Queen? whom T, 

Deceiv’d, like thousands of my noble fellows, 

Had ever hated as my countiy’s foe .3 
I would riot tmst his evidence alone ; 

I question’d learned doctors ; I consulted 
The most authentic books of heraldry ; 

And every man of knowledge, whom I ask’d. 
Confirm’d to me your claim’s validity. 

And now I know that your undoubted right 
To England’s throne lia"^ been yoiir only wrong. 

This realm is justly yours by heritage, 

In which you iiinoconLly pine as pris’ner. 

Mary. O diis unhappy right ! — ’tis this alone 

Which is the source of all my sufferings* 

Mobt. Just at this time the tidings reached my ears, 

Of your removal from old Talbot’s charge, 

And your committal to my uncle’s care. 

It $eem’d to me that this disposal mark’d 

The wondrous, outstretch’d hand of fav’ring Heaven; 

^t teem’d to be a loud decree of fate, 

That it had chbeen me to rescue^you. 

My friends concur with me ; theiOardinal 
Beetows on me his counsel and his blessing, 

And tutors me in the hard task of feigning* 
plan in haste digested, I commenced 
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My journey iiomowards, and ten days ago 
On England’s shores I landed* — Oh, my Queen, 

[He pauses, 

I saw then, not your picture, hut yourself—^ 

, ^ Oh what a treasure do these walls enclose ! 
^^^^nrison this, but the abode of gods, 

More splendid far than England’s royal Court. 
Happy, thrice happy he, whose envied lot 
Jpermits to breathe the selfsame air with you ! 

It is a prudent policy in her 

To bury you so daep ! All England's youth 

Would rise at once in general mutiny, 

• And not a sword lie quiet in its sheath ; 

Rebellion would uprear its giant head. 

Through all this jHjaceful isle, if Britons once 
Beheld their captive Queen. 

Maby • *Twere well with her* 

If ev'ry Briton ^aw her with your eyes ! 

Mobt. Were each, like me, a witness of your wrongs, 

Your meekness, and the noble fortitude 
With* which you suffer these indignities—* 

Would you not then emerge from all these trials 
Like a "true Queen ? Your prison ’s infamy, 

Hdlh it despoil’d your beauty of its charms ? 

You are depriv’d of all that graces life. 

Yet round you life a^d light eternal beam. 

Ne'er cm this threshold can I Set my foot> 

That nay poorlieart with anguish is not tom* 

Not ravish’d with delight at gazing on you. 

Yet fearfully the fatal time draws near, 

And danger hourly growing presses on. 

I can delay no longer — can no more 
Conceal the dreadful new's. — 

Mary. My sentence then ! 

Is it pronounc’d ? Speak freely — I can bear it. 

Mort. It is pronounc’d ! The two-aiid-forty judges 

Have giv’n the verdict, ” guilJy;” and the Houses 
Of liOrds aad Commons, with the citizens 
Of London, eagerly and urgently 
Demand the execution of the sentence 
The Queen alcnb still craftily delays, 
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That she may be constrain'd to yield, but not 
From feelingb of humanity or mercy. 

Hart {eollected), 

8ir« I am not surpris’d^ nor terrified. 

1 have been long prepar'd for such^ a message. 

Too well I know my judges. After all * 

Their cruel treatment I can well conceive 
They dare not now restore my liberty. 

I knoW their aim : thoy mean to keep me here 
’ In everlasting bondage, and to bury, 

In the sepulchral darkness of my prison, 

My vengeance with me, and my rightful claims 
Mori. O ! no, my gracious Queen -they stop not there; 
Oppression ^rill not be content to do 
Its work by halves • — as long as e’er you live, 
Distrust and fear will haunt the English Queens 
No dungeon can inter you deep eaough ; 

Your death alone can make her throno secure. 
Mary. Will she then dare, regardless of the shame, 

I^ay my crown’d head upon the fatal block? 

Mori, She will most surely dare it, doubt it nat. 

Mary. And can she thus roll in the very dust, 

Her own, and ev'ry monarch’s majesty ? 

Mort. She thinks on nothing now but present danger, 

Nor looks to that which i% so far removed. 

Maiiy. And fears sho not the dread revenge of Franco ? 
Mout. With France %he makes an everlasting peace; 

And gives to Anjou s Duke h|t throne and hand. 
Mary. Will not the King of Spain rise up in arms? 

Moi:r. She fears not a collected world in arms, 

Xi with her people she remain at peace. 

Maiiy. Wore this a spectacle for British eyes? 

Mout. This land, my Queen, has, in these latter days, 

Seen many a royal woman from the throne 
Descend, and mount the scaffold ; — her own mother, 
* And Cath’rine Howard trod this fatal path : 

And was not Lady Grey a crowhcd head ? 

Maby {€(fur a peme). • 

No, Mortimer, vain fears ha\e blinded you ; 

‘ Tie but the honest care of your true heajrti, 

Which conjures up these e !!!i>ty apprebMiuSoiis, 
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It is not, Ski the scftfibldthat X fear; 

There tm eb many still and secret means. 

By vrhich her Majesty of England may 
Sk all my claims to seat. 0, trout me, 

Au execotioner is fmmd for mC, 

Assassms Yoll be hir'd to do tbcir mrk 

that Tvhich makes me tremble, Mortimer : 

] never lift the goblet to my lips 
Without an in^pard shudd ring, lest the draught 
May have been mingled by my sister s love. « 
Mort. No : — ^neifher oppn nor disguised murder 

Shall e'er prevail against you : — fear no more ; 

All i» prejiar’d ;-*-twelve nobles of the land 
Are my confederates, and have pledg’d to-day, 

Upon the Sacrament, their faith to free you, 

With dauntlehftaim, from this capUiity. 

Count Auhet'pino, the French Ambassador, 

Knoivs of our plot, and oifois4iis assistance : 

'Tis m his palace that hold our meetings. 

Mart, lou nnike me tremble, Sir, but nQt for joy; 

An pvil boding penetrates my heart. • "• 

Know you, then, what you usk? Are you not scar'd 
By Babington and Tichbuni s bloody beads, 

Set up as warmngs upon Loudon's bridge ? 

Nor by the min of those many victims 

Who have, in such attempts, found certain death, 

And only made iny^cbaius tbw hea\ier? 

Fly hence, ^abided, most unhappy youth ! 

Ply, if thereat bo Ume for you, before 

That crafty spy, Lord Burleigh, track your schemes, 

And nvix his traitors in yuur secret plots. 

Fly hencp . — as yet, success hath ne\er smil’d 
On Maay Stuart’s champions. 

MoRTtMFR. I'm not scar'd 

By Babington and Tiohbum's bloody heads, 

Set up as warnings upon London's bridge ; 

Nor by the i;uin of those manf^ victims 

Who We, in such attempts, found certain death; 

rbey also ibund therein immortal honour, 

^ death* in rescuing you, is dearest bliss* 
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Mart. It is in vain : nor fame nor guile can save ime 
My enemies are mtchful, and the pow'r 
Is in their hands. It is not PaUlet only 
And his dependent host ; all j&ngland guards 
My prison gates ; Ellhsaheth's free 'mU 
Alone can open them. 

Mobtimeb. Expect not that; 

Mary. One man alone on earth can open them. 

Mobt. O ! let me know his name I 

Mary, Lord Leicc^vv,*. 

Mobtimeb. , ^ He ! 

[Starts hack in wonder. 

The Earl of Leicester! Your most bloody foe. 

The fav’rite of Elizabeth ! — through him — 

Maby. If 1 am to be sav’d at all, ’twill be 

Through him, and him alonfe. Go to him, Sir ; 

Freely confide in him : and, as a^proof 

You come from me, present Jtliis paper to him. 

[She takes a paper from her bosom; Mobtimeb 
droifia betck, and hesitates to take it, 

HTt doth contain my portrait : — take it, jfSir ; 

IVe borne it long about me : but your uncle’s 
Close watchfulness has cut me off from all 
Communication with him ; — ^you were sent 
By my good angel. [He takes it, 

Mobtimeb, ^ ^»-^y Queen ! cxplmn 

This m^tery> ' 

Maby. Lord Leioestj^r will resolve it : 

Confide in him, and hell confide in you. 

Who comes ? 

Kennedy (enterififf hastily), 

Tis Paulet ; and he brings with him 
A nobleman from court. * 

Mobtimeb. It is Lord Burieigh. 

Collect yourself, my Queen, and strive to hear 
Hie »€|ws he brings, with equanimity. 

reties Uvrouyh a 9ids%door, amd Kennkot 
fMom hm>. 
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SCEOT VII. 

.Enter Lobd BcBXiEtGii, and Pavlet. 

Paulet (to Mam). 

You wish’d tO'daj, isassurance of your fatoT 
My Lord of Burleigh briugs it to you now : 
it with resignation, as beseems you. 

Mart. I he^ with dignity, as it becomes 

MV innocence, and my estalted station. 

Bun. . . I come deputed from the court of justice. 

Mary. Lord Bufleigh Ijcnds that court his willing tongue, 
Which was already guided by his spirit. 

PAUii. You speak as if no stranger to tlie sentence. 

Mary. Lord Burleigli brings it ; therefore do I know it 
Paui.. [] It would become you better, Lady Stuart, 

To listen less •to hatred. 

Mary. ^ I but name 

My enemy : I said not that I hate him.] 

But to the matter, Sir. 

BiTRLEroH. You haw*- acknowledg’d 

Tli^ jurisdiction of the two-ond-forty. • 

Mary. My Lord, excuse me, if I am oblig’d 

So soon to interrupt you. 1 ackuowledg’d, 

Stay you, the competence of the commission ? 

I never have acknowledg'd it, my Lord ; ‘ 

How could I so? Ji could not give away 
My own prerogative, th’ intihsted r^hts 
Of my own .people, the inheritance 
Of my own son, and ev’ry monarch^ honour. 

[| The very laws of England say I could not,] 

It U enacted by the English laws. 

That ev ry one who stands airaign’d of crime 
Shall plead* before a jury of his eqi«ds : 

Who is my aqual in tliis high commission ? 

Kings only are my peers. 

Burleigh. But yet you lieard 

The pQ{Qt»of accusation, answered 4mm 
Before the court 

Mam. * ’Tis true, I was deceiv’d 

By Hatton 8 crafty counsel : — ^he advised me, 

For my own honour, and in oonfidence • 

Q a 
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In my good cause, and mj most strong defence. 

To listen to the ]points of accusation, , 

And prove their falsehood. This^ my Lord, I did 
From personal respect for the lords’ narae^; ‘ 

Not tlieir usurped charge, which I disclait^,. 

Bxjb. . Acknowledge you the court, or not, that is 
Only a point of mere formality, ^ 

Which cannot here arrest the course of Justice. 

You breathe the air of England ; you enjoy 
The law’s protection, and its benefits ; 

You therefore are its subject. 

Maet. Sir, I breathe 

The air within an English prison walls : — 

Is that to live in England ; to enjoy 
Protection from its laws ? I scarcely know^ 

And never have I pledg’d my faith to keep them. 

I am no member of this realm ; I am 
An independent, and a foreign Queen. 

Bub. . And do you think that the mere name of Queen 
Gan serve you as a charter to foment 
In other countries, with impun|ty, ^ 

This bloody discord ? Where would be the state s 
Security, if the stern sword of justice 
Could not as freely smite the guilty brow-. 

Of the imperial stranger, as the beggar's ? 

Mabt. I do not wish to be exempt from judgment, 

It is the judges only I disclaim. 

Buk. . The judges ? How now, Madam ! Are they then 
Base wretches, snatch’d at hazard from the crowd ? 
ViJe wranglers, that make sale of truth and justice ; 
Oppression’s willing hirelings, and its tools ? 

Are they not all the foremost of this land, 

T<fo independent to be else than honest, 

Ai^d foo exalted not to soar above 
T|e fear of Kings, or base servility ? 

(sAfe they not those, who rule a gen’ious people 
^ li^ liberty and justice ; men, whose names 
I heed but mention, tp dispel each doubt, 

]^b mean suspicion which is &s’d against them ? 
hot the revVend Primate at ^eir.head, 
f. Tpo plows fbepbcrd of his laithfol pcK>p^' 
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The learned Talbot., Keeper of the Seitls, 

And Howard, who commands our conquering fleets ? 
Say, then, could England's sovereign do more 
Than, out pf aU the monarchy, elect 
The very noblest, and appoint them judges 
jl..»this great suit ? And were it probable 
That party hatred could corrupt one heart ; 

Can; forty chosen men unite to speak 
A sentence just as passion gives command? 

Mart {after a short pause), 

"l am struck dumlf by that tongue’s eloquence, 

"WTiicb ever was so ominous to me. 

And how shall I, a weak, untutor’d woman. 

Cope with so subtle, leam’d an orator ? 

Yes truly; were; these lords as you describe them, 

I must be mut e ; my cause were lost indeed, 

Beyond allliope, if they pronounc’d me guilty. 

But, Sir, these flames, which you are pleas'd to praise. 
These veiy men, whose weight you think will crush me, 
I see performing in the history * , - 

Of these dominions, veiy different parts ; * 

1 see this high nobility of England, 

This grave majestic senate of the realm. 

Like to an eastern monareb’s vilest slaves. 

Flatter my uncle Henry’s sultan fancies : 

I see this noble rev'rend Housj of Lords, 

Venal alike with tlie coirupted Commons, 

Make statutes and annul them, ratify 
A marriage and dissolve it, as the voice 
Of power commands : to-day it disinherits, 

Ana brands the royal daughters of the realm 
With the vile^name of bastards, and to-morrow 
Crowns them as queens, and leads them to the throne. 
I see them in four reigns, with pliant conscience, 
Four times abjure their faith ; renounce the Pope 
With Henry, yet retain the old belief; 

Reform thenfielves with EdwEtrd ; hear the mass 
Again with Alaiy ; with Elizabeth, 

V^o governs how, reform themselves agal^, 

,Bur. . You say you are not vers’d in England's l^ws, ' 

You seem well rSad, methihks, in her disast^. 
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Ma^y. And these men are mj judges ? 

[ids Loud Buhlex&h seems to tvish to speak. 
My Lord Treas’rer, 

ibwVds you I ■will be just, be you but just 
To me. — Tis said, that you consult with zeal 
The good of England, and of England's ; 

Are honest, watchful, indefatigable : 

1 will believe it. Not your private ends, 

Your Sovel-eign and your country's weal alone, 
Inspire your counsels and direct your deeds. 
Therefore, my noble Lord, you should the more 
Distrust your heart ; should see that you mistake not 
The welfare of the government, for justice. 

I do not doubt, besides yourself, there are 
Among my judges many upright men : 

But they are Protestants, are eager all 

For England's quiet, and they sit in judgment 

On me, the Queen of Scotland, and the Papist. 

It is an ancient saying, that the Scots 
Englioh to each other are unjust; 

Atfd hence the rightful custom, that a Scot 
Against an Englishman, or Englishman 
Against a Scot, cannot be heard in judgmont. 
Necessity prescrib'd this cautious laws 
Deep policy oft lies in ancient customs : 

My Lord, we must respe.^t them. Nature cast 
Into the ocean® these two fiery nations 
Upon this plank, and she divided it 
Unequally, and bode them fight for it. 

The narrow bed of Tweed alone divides 
These daring spirits ; often hath the blood 
Of the contending parties dyed its waves. 
Threathing, and sword in hand,*the^ thousand years, 
Froiq^ both its banks they watclx their rival's motions, 
Most vigilant and true confederates, 

\yitn ev’ry en’ray of the neighbour state. 

No |be oppre8s4>3 England, but the Scot 
Becomes nis firm ally ; no civil w^ 
lnfi|imes the towns of Scotland, but the English 
AdCfucl to the fire ; this raging hate 
TVili never be extinguish'd tSl, at last, 
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One parliarnenfe in concord sliall unite them, 

One common sceptre rule thraughout the isle. 

Ben. . And from a Stuart, then, should J2ngland hope ' 

This happiness’? ^ 

Maiiy. O ! wliy should I deny it r 

Yes, I confess, I cherish d the fond hope, 

I thought myself the happy instrument 
To join in freedom, neath the olivets shade, 

Two gen rous realms in lasting happiness ! 

I little thought I should become the victim 
Of their old hate, their long-liv’d jealousy. 

And the sad flanfes of that unhappy stiife, 

I hop’d at last to smother, and for ever : 

And, as my ancestor, great Richmond, join’d 
The rival roses after bloody contest, 

To join in peace the Scotch and English crowns. 

Bun. . All evil way you took to this good end, 

To set the realm on fire, and through the flames 
Of civil war to strive to mount the throne. 

Maiiy. 1 wish’d not that : — I wish’d it noj:, by Heaven ! 

When did T strive at that? — Where are ypui •pi'ou&t*"' ' 

13 UK. .1 came not hither to dispute ; your cause 
Is no more subject to a war of words. 

T^e great majority of forty voices 

Hath found that you have contraven’d the law 

Last year enacted, and have now incurr’d 

Its penalty. * 9[Prodticing tJie verdict. 

Maby. Upon this statute, then, 

My Lord, is built the verdict of my judges ? 

Bubleigh {reading). 

Last year it was enacted, “ If a plot 
Hencefortli should rise in England, in the name 
Or for the bipneflt of any claimant 
To England’s crown, that justice should be done 
On such pretender, and the guilty party 
Be prosecuted unto death.” Now, since 
It has bee^ prov’d , 

Maby. Lord Burleigh, I can well 

Imagine Ifeat a law expressly aim’d 
At me, and fram’d to compass my destruction, 

May to my pr^udice be used. 0 ! woe ^ 
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To unhappy^^Tictiio^ toogu^ 

/Pmt framesaw lawj the senteoce. 

Cfi^ yoa statute 

lor my^4esP$iii(^aiid nought else ? 
Hub. ll &ave acted as a warning to you : 

By yowimprudence it became a snare. 

You saw the precipice which yawn’d before you ; 
Yet, truly warn’d, you plung’d into the deep. 

With Babington, the traitor, and his bands 
Of murderous companions, were you leagued* 

You knew of all, and from jpur prison £4 
Their treaiiK>nons plottings with a dcepdaid plan. 
Maby. When did 1 that, my Lord? Let them produce 
The documents. 

^UBLEiOH. You have already seen them : 

were, before the court, presented to you. 
Mart. copies w’ritten by another ha^d ; 

Show me the proof tliat they were dictated 
By me, that they proceeded from my lips, 

And in tho.<|e very terms in which you read them, 
-"^^efore his execution, Babin gton » 

Confess’d they were the same which he receiv’d* 
Mary. Why was he in his lifetime not produc’d 

Before my face ? Why was he then despatch’d 
So quickly, that he could not be confronted 
With her whom he accused ? 

BuRLEroH. ‘ Besides, my l4*dy, 

Your, secretaries. Curl and Nau, deckj^ ^ 

On oath, they are tlie very selfsame letters 
Which, from your lips, they faithfully transcrib’d. 
And on my menials’ testimony, then, 

I am^condemn’d ; Ti|K>n the word of tliose 
Who have betray’d me, me, their rightful Queen ! 
Wholin that very moment, when they came 
As witnesses against me, broke their &itb 
Bub. You i^d yourself, you held your countiyman 
b^ an upright conscientious mad* ^ 

MAmc. 1 thoiight him such i but ’tis danger 

^onf , which tries the virtue of a tban 
He eVer was an hon^t mau, but weak 
Ip uiiders^^ng; and his subtle ;C(Mcaradd» 
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Maby. 


Whose faith, ol>ftewe. I never awmer’d for, 

Might easily s^d\iee hi^ti to writ# down 

More than he ; ilS raekjmay have comn^'d ] 

To say and to confa^i nmre«than ha fc^4||P* 

He hop’d to save himself by this falstmCaess, 
And thought it could not injure we--d*tjueen. 

. The oalh he swore was free and unconstrain’d. 
But not before my face ! How now, my.Lord» 
The*witne8se«» you name are still alive, 

Let^hem appear against me, face to face ! 

And there repeat jvhat they have testified ! 

Why am I then denied that privile§e. 

That nght, wliieh e en the murderer enjoys ? 

I know from Talbot’s mouth, my former keeper. 
That iit this reign e statute has been pass'd. 
Which orders tiuit the plaintiff bo confroufed 
With the defendant; is it so. good Paulot? 

I e’er have known you as an honest man, 

"Now prove it to me; tell me, on your conscience, 
Tf such a law exist, or not, in Enghnid ? 

, JVIadatn, there docs : that is tlie law in EnglaudT" 
1 must declare the tnith. 

■Well then, my Lord, 
If J am treated by the law of England 
8o hardly, when that law oppresses me, 

Say, why avoid this selfsame cojintry’s law, 

^tis for my advantage ? Answer me ; 

Why not Babington confronted with me ? 
Why not my servants, who are both alive ? 

. Be not so hasty, I^ady ; *tis not only 

Your plot with Babington 

^ *Tis tliat alone 

Which arms the law against me ; tliat alone 
From which I’m call’d upon to clear myself. 

Stick to' the point, my Lord ; evade it not. 


’d tabula 


Bur. . It has been prov’d that you have corresponded 
With the And^assador of Spaifl, Mendoza-— 
Mary. Stick to the jwint, my Lord. 

BuRr.MOH. That you have form’d 

Conspiracies to overturn fhe fix’d 
Eeli^on of the realm ; that you Jwe call’d 
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Into this kingdom foreign pow'rs, ii6ua*d 
All kings in Europe to a war with Eiigland. 

Ma&t* And were it so, my Lord— though I deny 
But OrOn suppose it were so ; 1 am kept 
Imprison'd here against all laws of nations. 

I came not into England sword in hand ; 

I came a sup 2 )liant ; and at the hands 
Of my imperial kinswoman, 1 claim'd 
The sacred rights of hospitality. 

When power seized upon me, and prepared 
To rivet fetters, where 1 hipp'd preelection. 

Say, is my conscience bound, then, to this realm ? 
What are the duties that I owe to England ? 

I should but exercise a sacred right, 

Deriv’d from sad necessity, if 1 
Warr’d with these bonds, dheounter'd might with 
might, * 

Doused and incited ev rj states in Europe, 

For my protection, to unite in arms. 

Whatever fin a rightful war is just 
And loyal, ’tis my right to exercise : 

Murder alone, the secret bloody doed, 

My conscience and my pride alike forbid. 

Murder would stain me, would dishonour me : 
Dishonour me, my Lord!— but not condemn me; 

Nor subject me to Engli^nd s courts of law ; 

For ’tis not jubtice, but mere violence, 

'Which is the question 'tween myself and Kagland. 
BunnEioH (significantly). 

Talk not, ray Lady, of the dreadful right 
Of pow’r : tis seU^ra on the pris'ner’s side. 

Mauv. I am the weak ; she is the mighty one : 

Tie well, my Lord ; let her then use her pow’r ; 

Let her destroy me : let me bleed, that she 
May^live secure : but let her then 
That she hath exercised her pow’r alone. 

And ]iiot conlaiainate the name of justice. 

Let her not borrow, from the jaws^ the sword 
To rid her of her hated enemy : 

Let her not clothe, in this religious garb^ 

The hloodv Jorinff of licentious miffht ; 
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Let ndt these juggling tricks deceive the world.— 

[Returning the sentence 
Though she may murder me, she caimot judge me:— 
Let her no longer strive to join the fruits 
Of vice with virtue's fair and angel show ; 

But let her dare to seem the thing she is. [EMt. 

Scene VIII. 

Bueleigh, Paulet. 

Bur. . She scorns us, sha defies us ! will defy us, 

Ev n at the scaffold s foot. This haughty heart 
Is not to be subdued. Say, did the sentence 
Surprise her ? Did you see her shed one tear, 

Or even change her c-olour ? She disdains 
To make appeal to our compassion. Well 
She knows the wttv'ring mind of England’s Queen. 
Our apprehensions make her bold. 

Patjlet. My Lord, 

Take the pretext away which buoyif it up, 

And you shall see this proud defiance fail • 

That very moment. I must say, my Lord, 
Irregularities have been allowed 
In these proceedings ; Babington and Ballard 
Should have been brought, with her two secretaries. 
Before her, face to fwe. 

Bcri.eigh. No, Paulet, no! 

That was not to be risk’d ; her influence 
Upon the human heart is too supreme ; 

Too strong the female empire of her tears. 

Her secretary, Curl, if brought before her, 

And call’d upon to speak the weighty word 
On which her fife depends, would straight shrink back 
And fearfully revoke his own confession. 

Paul. . Then l^gland’s euemiee will fill the world 
With evil romoors ; and the fonnal pomp 
Of these proceedings, to the Ainds ^ all, 

Will only signalize an act of outrage. 

Bun. • That is the greatest torment of our Qaeeo, 

[ That never ’scape the blame. 0 God ! 3^ 
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Had but this lovely mischief died before 
She SOI her faithless foot on English ground. 

Paul. . Ameii, say I ! 

BrniEion. Had sickiics*^ but consum’d her ! 

Paul. . England had been hecur'd from much misfortune. 

Bur. . And yet, if bhc had died in nature’s course, 

The world would still ha\e call’d us murderers, 

Paul. . Tis true, the world will think, de‘'i»ite of us, 
WhaleVr it list. 

Burleigh Yet could it not he prov’d ? 

And it would make IcbS noibe. • 

Pauixt. Why let it make 

What noise it may. It is not clara’roiis blame, 

’Tis righteous censure only which can wound. 

Brn, . Wo know that holy justice capnot ’scape 
The voice of censure; and the public cry 
Is ever on the side of the unliappj : 

Envy pursues the laurcll’d coftquei'or; 

The sword of justice, wddeh adorns the man, 

^Is hateful in a woman’s hand; the world 
‘Will give no credit to a woman s justice. 

If woman h«‘ the \icUm. Yam that we, 

The judges, si>oke what consciem'O dictated ; 

She has the royal prlxilcge of mercy ; * 

iShe must exf vt it : ’twere not to bo borne, 

Should she letjustice take iU full career. 

Paul. . And tliorefore 

Burleigh. Therefore should she live? 0! no, 

She itaust not live ; it must not be. Tis tifiis, 

Ev’n this, my fri[end, which so disturbs tlie Queen, 
And scares all slumber from her couch ; 1 read 
Her foul’s distracting contest in her eyes ; 

She fears to speak her wishes, yet her looks, 

Her silent looks, significantly ask, 

Is tliere not one amount my many servants 
To* save me from this sad alternative ? 

Eithor to trembto in eternal fear** 

Upon my throne, or el^e to sacrifioe 
A Queen of my own kindred on the block?** 

P^UL. . Tis even so ; nor can it he avoided — 
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i3uR. • Well miglit it Lo avoided, tldnks lAie Queen, 

K bbe bad only more atteiiti\o bcrvaiits. 

Paul. . Ilov; more atlcnlive? 

PuBtiEiGn. Sucli as could interpret 

A silent mandate. 

Patjlwt. What ? A silent mandate ! 

33uB. . Who, ^lien a poi>a'nous adder is deliver’d 

Into their bands, would keep the treaeh’rous charge 
As if it were a sacred, precious jewel? 

Paul. . A precious jewel is l^- Queens good name, 

And spotless reputation : good, my Loid, 

One cannot guard it with sufTicienl care. 

fiuii. . When, out of Sbrewsb’ry s band, the Ciuecn of Scots 
Was trusted to Sir Amias l^aulcts care, 

The meaning was 

Paui.!:!’. • I hope to God, my Lord, 

The meaning was, to gi\c the weightiest charge 
Into tho purest liiiuds: ray Lord, my Lord! 

P>y llcavn, I had disdain'd this Iwuliff’s oilice. 

Had 1 not thought the service claim’d the care 
i 4’ tjio host man tJiat England’s realm can^ boast. 

Let me not think I am indebted for it 
’fo iiiiy thing hut my unblemish’d name. 

Pur. . SjFcad the report, she wastes ; grows sicker still, 
And sicker ; and expires at last in peace ; 

Thus will she perisl^m the world’s rememb’rance. 
And your good name is pui'e. ^ 

P \T’ I j . j . But not my conscience. 

Bur. . Though you refuse us, Sir, your own assistance, 

You will not, sure, prevent another’s hand. 

Paui*. . No murdrer’s foot shall ©’^approach her threshold, 
Whilst she's protected by my household gods. 

Her life’s a sacred trust ; to me the head 
Of Queen Elizabeth is not more sacred. 

Ye are the judges ; judge, and break the staff ; 

And when ’tis time, then lot the carpenter. 

With axe ijui saw appear to Ifuild the scaffdd. 

Hy castle’s portals shall be open to him, 

Th^ sheril^and the executioners : 

Till then, she is intrusted to my care; ^ 

And, be assur’d, il will fulfil my trust, • 

She ahjall nor do, nor suj^er unjust, 
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^ ACT II. 

SCENIS I. 

London ; a Hall in the Palace of Westminster, 

The Earl op Kent and Sir Wiixiam Davison, meeting. 

Dav. . Is thtiit my Lord of Kent? So soon return’d ? 

Is then the tourney, the carousal over ? 

Kent. . How now ? Were you noj present at the tilt ? 

Dav. . My of&cc kept me here. 

Kent. Believe me, Sir, 

YouVe lost the fairest show which ever taste 
Devis’d, or graceful dignity perform'd : 

For beantj^'s virgin fortress* was presented, 

As by Desire invested ; the Ear} Marshal, 

The Lord High Admiral, and ten otlier knights. 
Belonging to the Queen, defended it, 

And France’s Cavaliers led the attack. 
u\ herald march'd before the gallant troop, 

And summon’d, in a madrigal, the fortress ; 

And from the walls the Cliancellor replied ; 

And then th’ artillery was play’d, and nosegays. 
Breathing delicious fragratoee, were discharg'd 
From neat field-pieces* ; hut in vain, the storm 
Was valiantly resisted, and Desire 
Was forc’d, unwillingly, t© raise tlie siege. 

Dav. .A sign of evil boding, good, my Lord, 

For the Fipi^i suitom. 

Kent. ' Why, you know that this 

Was bur in sport; ; when the attack’s in earnest, 
.^The fortress will, no doubt, eapitulate. 

Dav. « lla ! think you so ? I never can believe it. 

Kent. . The hardest article of all is now 
* A^usted, and acceded to hy France ; 

The Duke of Anjou is content to hold 
Hk holy worship in a private ; 

; And opeidy iie promisea to honour 
Andio fxrotect ibo realm s eattiblkdi^d fiiith. 

£ Had you hut heard die pete's jejrfdl shouts 
Wkere’er the tidings spread, for it has been 
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The country’s oonstant fear thej,Qiicei]L might die. 
Without immediate issue of her ; ' 

And England bear again the Romish clieSns, 

If Mary Stuart should ascend the throne. 

Day. . This fear appears superfluous ; she goes 
Into the bri^l chamber ; Mary Stuart 
Enters the gates of death. 

Kent. The Queen approaches 

Scene 11. 

• • 

Enter Eltzauf.tii, led in hy Leicester, Count Aitbesptne, 
Beiiaevre, Lords SHREwsBuny and Burleigh, with other 
French and English Gentlemen. 

Elizabeth (to AuBESPiitE). 

Count, 1 aya sorry for these noblemen, 

Whose gallant^eal hath brought them over sea 
To visit these our shores, that they, with us, 

Must miss the splendour of St. Gormain’s court. 
Such pompous festivals of godlike state • 

1 cannot furnish, as the royal court 
Of France. A sober and contented people, 

Which crowd around me with a thousand blessings. 
Whene’er in public 1 present myself: 

This is the spectaclei^which 1 can show, 

And not without some pride, tS foreign eyes. 

The splendour of the noble dames who bloom 
In Cath’rine’s beauteous garden would, 1 know, 
Eclipse myself, and my mor^m|^est merits. 

Aob. • The court of England has oml^Iady only. 

To show the wond'ring foreigner; but all 
That charms our hearts in die accomplish’d sex, 

Is seen united in her single person. 

Bel. . Great Mtyesty of England, suffer us 

To take our leave, and to our royal master. 

The Duke o&Aiqou, bring th<lf Imppy news. 

The hot imj>atieuce of his heart would not 
Permit him to remain at Paris ; he 
At Amiemi awaits the joyftd ti<ifliigs ; 

And theime to Oalak teadi his pests, to 
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Wi^ swiftness to bis tranced ear 

Tb^voeet eoiisent still we humbly, hope^ 
xojel lips wi^ graciously pronoance« 

^lAZ. . Fre3l( me no furtlmr qqw, Count BeUievre^ , 
it is not now|^time, I must repeat, 

To kindle here the joyful marnagevtoroh«, , 

The heav’ns low r black and heavy o’er tlms land ; 
And weeds of mourning would become me better 
Than^e magnificence of biidal robes. ‘ 

A fatal blow is aim’d against my heart ; 

A blow which threatens tp oppress my House. 

JOEL. . We only ask your Majesty to promise 

Your royal hand when brighter days shall come. 
Eliz. . Monarebs are but the slaves of their condition ; 

They dare not hear the dictates of their hearts : 

My wish was ever to remaifi unmarried, 

And I had plac’d my greatest puide in this, , 

That men hereafter on my tomb might read 
Here rests the virgin Queen.” But my nood subjects 
Are not content that this should be : they thinks 
E’en now they often think, u|H)n the time 
When I shall be no more. ’Tis not enough 
That blessings now ai*e shower’d upon this land ; 
They ask a sacrifiee for futu|g welfare, «> 

And I must ofier up my libSy, 

My virgin liberty, my,greatest good, 

To satisfy my people. Thus they’d force 
A lord and master on me. ’Tis by this 
1 see that I am nothing but a woman 
In their end yet methought that I 

Had govetIffiKe a man, and like a king. 

Well wQjt I tSI it is not serving God, 

To quit the laws of nature ; and that those 
jWho here have rul’d before me merit praise, 

^That tliey have op’d the cloister gates, and giv’n 
Thousand dt victims of ilbtaught devotion« 

Baek.^ duties of humanity. 

But yet a Queen, who hath not jspent her days 
Jn^rtiitl4»ia« idle contemplation ; 
iWjthout a munnnr, indeJati^bly, 

, d^Perfonns the hardest of all dutiei^ efts 
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Should be exempted, ttom that natui^law 
Which doth ordain one Wlf of httmauKfed 
Shall ever be sabservieuti to'the othpr. ‘ - 
Aub. . Great Queen, you have upon your throne done honour 
To ev’ry virtue ; nothing nowK remains, , , ^ 

Bi^ to the" sOx, vrhose greatest boast you are, 

To be the leading^tar, and give the great 
Example of i^ most consistent duties. 

’Tis* tme, the man exists not who deserves 
That you to him should sacrifice your freedom ; 

Yet if a hero's souU descent, and rank, 

And manly beauty can make mortal man 
Deserving of this honour — 

Eejzabeth. Without doubt, 

My Lord Ambassador, a marriage union 
With France’s royal son would do me honour: 

Yes, 1 acknowledge it without disguise, 

If it must be, if I cannot prevent it, 

If 1 must yield unto iny people’s prayers, 

And much I fear they will o’erpo\vftr me, 

1 do «iot know, in Europe, any prince * 

To whom with less reluctance I would yield 
My greatest treasure, my dear liberty, 

Le^this confession satisfy your master. 

Bel. , It gives the fairest hope, and yet it gives 

Nothing bvX hope ; uty master jprishes more, 

Eliz. . What wishes he ? 

[iS/litf takes a ring from Her finger ^ and thoughtfully' 
examines it. 

In this has not 

One privilege above all oth^RPInen. 

This common token marks one common duty, 

One common Servitude ; the ring denotes 
Marriage ; and ’tis of rings a chain is formed. 

Convey this present to his Highness ; 'tis 
As yet no chain, it binds me not as yet. 

But out of it fnay grow a link^o bind me. ' 
Belltetue {kneeling. v- 

This present, in his namp, upon xny kneesi, 

1 do receive, great Queen, and press the kiss 
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Of ho^aage 6ii,,tiL#,haiid of who i8 
Hfenfeetorth . 

EiizABETH ^ $kg EiHi. $ii^ during th 

last speeches^ cmiUpually regarded), 

^ Jwt leav®, my Lord. 

, takes the blue Ms am 

invests Bellievre with it. 

Invest his Higlmess mth this omantehi^ 

As I invfest j^ou with it, and receive you 
Into the duties of my gallant order. 

And, ** Honi soit qni mal y4>enBe.* Thus perish 
All jealousy between our several realms, 

And let the bond of confidence unite, 

He^nceforth, the crowns of Britain and of Fr^mce. 
Bel. . Most sov’reign Queen, this is a day of joy ; 

O that it could be so for all, and no 
Afflicted heart within this island mouni. 

See ! mercy beams upon thy ipodiant brow ; 

Let the reflection of its cheering light 
Fall on a Wretched princess, who coneema 
Britain and France alike. 

Elizabeth. No further, Count! 

Let us not mix two inconsistent things ; 

If France be truly anxious for my hand, * 

It must partake my interests, and renounce 
Alliance with pay foes. ^ 

Aubespine. In thine own eyes 

Would she not seem to act unworthily, 

If in this joyous treaty, she forgot 

This hapless Qjd|pn, the widow of her king ; 

In whose behi^Pfier honour and her faith 
Are bound to pWd for grace. 

Elizabeth, ‘Thus urgi^d^ I know 

Toj jfate this intercession at its worth ; 

Fr^ce has discharged jher duties as a friend, 

^ Will ftilfil my own as England's Queen. 

' [Sfc* horn tit tke French Anthassadors^ who^ wU) 
the other Gentlemen^ retire n^epeetftdlg^ 

dwilWof the wore th« 
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Enter Bueletoh^ ^ia^^ALBor. 3^ Queeb takes 

Bue. . Illustrious 6gjgisrSJil^®>u crown’st to day ^ 

The fervent wisties of thy people : now 
We can rqoice in the propitious days 
Which thou bestow st upon us ; and we loot 
No more with fear and trembling towards the time 
Which, charg’d with storms, futurity presented. 

Now, but one only care disturbs thia land ; 

It is a sacrifice which evoiy voice 

Demands ; 0 ! grant but this, and England’s peace 

Will be establishy now and evermore. 

Eliz. . What wish they* still, my Lord? Speak. 

Burleigh, They demand 

The Stuarts h^ad. If to thy people thou 
Wouldst now secure thei precious boon of freedom. 
And the fair light of truth so dearlf won, 

Then she must die : if we are not to live « 

In endless terror for thy precious life, 

The enemy must fall : for well thou know’st, 

Thj^t all thy Britons are not true alike : 

Romish idolatry has still its friends 
In secret, in this islaj^d, who foment 
The hatred of our enemies. Tfteir hearts 
All turn towards this Scuart ; they are leagu’d 
With the two plotting brothers of Lorrain, 

The foes invet rate of thy h(^e and name. 

^Gainst thee this raging fac^^ hath declar’d 
A war of desolation, which they wage 
With the decoilful instruments of hell. 

AtBbeims, the Cardinal Archbishop’s see. 

There is the arsenal, from which they dart 
These lightnings ; there the school ol regicida ; 
Thence, in a ^ousand shapes disguis’d, are sent 
Their secret missionaries to this isle ; 

Uae liba&d with the George, about their necli^^ as they still do the eoS^n^ 

on great dayB.^T&ANS&Aii>a» 
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Their bold and dazing zealots : fiir from thmce. 

Have ive not seen the third ass^n come ? 

And inexhausted is the direful tleed 
Of secret enemies in thU abyss. 

While in her castle sits, Bt Fotheringay, 

The of this everlasting war, 

Who, with the torch of love, spreads flames around ; • 
For her who sheds delusive hopes on all, , 

Youth dedicate itself to certain death ; 

To set her free is the pretence — the aim 

Is to establish her upon the Ahronet 

For this accursed House of Guise denies 

Thy sacred right ; and in their mouths thou art 

A robber of the throne, whom chance has crown’d. 

By them this thoughtless wom^n was deluded, 
Proudly to style herself the Queen of England : 

No peace can be with her, and with her house ; 

|[ Their hatred is too bloody, and their crimes 
Too great;] thou must resolve to strike, or sufier 
Her life is fteath to thee, her death thy life* 

Eliz. , My tiord, you bear a melancholy office : • 

I know the purity which guides your zeal, 

The solid wisdom which informs your speech : 

And yet I hate this wisdom, when it calls * 

I’or blood, I hate it in my inmost soul. 

Think of a milder counstil— Good, my Lord 
Of Shrewsbury, we crave your judgment hero. 

Tal. . Desire you but to know, most gracious Queen, 


* The picture of At^,the of mischief, we are acquainted with from 

Homer, 11. t. 91. 130. 1. 601. %he i« a daughter of Jupiter, and eager to 
prejudice every one, e^'en the immortal gods. She counteiactod Ju|dtor 
himself, on which account he seized her by her beautiful hair, and hhrled 
her from heaven to the earth, where she now, striding over the hea^s of men, 
excites them to evil, in order to involve them in cotoity* — H ebdek. 
Shakspere has, in Jt^ui Cmsar, mada,%,;4De use of this image : — 

" And Caesar's spirit, rguging fo revenge. 

With !8Lt4 by his side, come hot from hgll, 

Shall in theM confines, with a monarch’s voice, 

Cry havoc, and let slip the dogii of war.” • * _ 

I need not point out to the reader, the beautiful propriety of introducing 
this evil spirit on this 0ccasioii.*->-TRA»SLAXOB, 
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r What is for your advantage, I can add' 

Nothing to what my Lord High Treasurer 

Has urged; then, for your welfare, let the sentence 

Be now confirm’d — this much is prov’d already: 

There is no surer method to avert 

The danger from your head, and from the state. 

Should you in this reject our true advice, 

Ypu can dismiss your council. We are plac’d 
Here as your counsellors, but to consult 
The welfare of this land, and with our knowledge. 
And our «xpeviance, we are bound to serve you ! 
But in what s good and just, most gracious Queen, 
You have no need of counsellors, your conscience 
Knows it full well, and it is written there* 

Nay it were overstepping our commission 
If we attempted to instruct you in it. 

EiJZ. . Yet speak, my worthy Lord of Shrewsbury, 

Tis not our understanding fails alone, 

Our heart too feels it w’ants some sage advice. ] 

Tal. . Well did you praise the upright ieal which fires 
'Lord Burleigh's loyal breast ; my bosom too. 
Although my tongue be not so eloquent. 

Beats with no weaker, no less faithful pulse. 
l7ong may you live, my Queen, to be the joy 
Of your delighted people, to prolong 
Peace and its enviAl blessiiif^s in this realm. 

Ne’er hath this isle beheld such happy days 
Since it was govern’d by its native kings. 

O let it never buy its happiness 

With its good name ; at may Talbot’s eyes 

Be clos’d ill death, e’er this shall como to pass. 

Eltz. . Forbid it, Heaven, that our good name be stain’d ! 

Tal, . Then must you find some other wiiy than this 
To save thy kingdom, for the sentence pass’d 
Of death against Stuart is unjust. 

You cannot upon her pronounce a sentence. 

Who is not subject to you. * 

Euzabeth. • Then, it seems, 

My council and my parliament have err’d ; 

Each bench of justice in the land is wrong, 

Which did, with one accord, admit this right. 
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Talbot {(xfter a fame). 

The proof of jtistice lies not in the voke 
Of numbers : England s not the worid, nor is 
Thy parliament the focus, which collects 
The vast opinion of the human race. 

This present England is no more the future, 

Than ^tis the past *, as inclination changes, 

Thus ever ebbs and flows the unstable tide 
Of public\iudgment.‘ Say not then, that thou 
Must act as stem necessity compels, 

That thou must yield to the importunate ^ 
Petitions of thy people ; ev’ry hour 
' Thou canst experience that thy will is free. 

Make trial, and declare, thou batest blood, 

And that thou wilt protect thy sister’s life ; 

Show those who wish to give thee other coimsels. 
That here thy royal anger is not feign’d, 

And thou shalt see hew stenf necessity 
Con vanish, and wlmt once was titled justice 
Into injustice be converted ; thou 
Thyself must pass the sentence, thou alone : — 

Trust not to this unsteady, trembling reed. 

But hear the gracious dictates of thy heart. 

God hath not planted rigour in the frame 
Of woman ; and the founders of this rejilm, 

Who to the female hantl' have not denied 
The reins of government, intend by thi« 

To show that mercy, not severity, 

Is tlm best virtue to adorn a crown. 

Eliz. . Lord ShrewsbW is a fervent advocate 

For mine, and England’s enemy ; I .must 
Prefer those counsellors who wish my welfare. 

Tal. . . Her advocates have an invidious task ! 

None will, by speakingjn her favour, dare 
To meet thy anger then, an old 

A!tid faithful counseH'i^wfaom nought on earth 
Can tempt, on* the gravels brink) to enercise 
The pious duty of humanity. # 

It never ehall be said, that, in thy couiMnl, 

Pkerion and inters could i^nd a tongue, 

Wbde mercy’s pleading voice alone was mutei 
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All cireumstances have conspir’d against her ; 

Thott ne’er hast seen her face, and nothing speaks 
Within thy breast for one tliat ’s stranger to thee, 

I do not t^e the part of her misdeeds ; 

They say ’twas she who plann’d her husband’s murder : 
’Tie l^e that she espous’d his murderer, 

A grievous crime, no doubt; but then it happen’d 
Jji darksome days of trouble and dismay, 

In the stem agony of civil war, 

When she, a woman, helpless and hemm’d in 
By a rude cro^^d of rebel vassals, sought 
Protection in a powesrful chieftain’s arms. 

God knows what arts were used to overcome her ! 

For woman is a weak and fragile thing. 

Eliz. . Woman’s not weak ; there are heroic souk 
Among the sex ; and, in my presence, Sir, 

% I do forbid to speak of woman’s weakness. 

Tal. , . Misfortune was for thee a rigid school ; 

Thou wast not station’d on the sunny side 

Of life ; thou saw’st no throne, from far, before thee ; 

The grave was gaping for thee at thy feet. 

At Woodstock, and in London’s gloomy tower, 

’Twas there the gracious father of this land 
Taught thee to know tliy duty, by misfortune. 

No flatt’rer sought thee there : there learn’d thy soul. 
Far from the noiiijr world a^d its distractions. 

To commune with itself, to think apart, 

And estimate the real goods of life. 

No God protected this poor sufferer : 

Transplanted in her early youth to France, 

The Court of levity and thoughtless joys. 

There, in the round of constant dissipation. 

She never heard the earnest voice of truth ; 

She was deluded by the glare of vice. 

And driven the stream of ruin. 

Hers was the vw^K>ssession of a. face. 

And sho Outshone all othSrs of her sex 
As far in beauty, as in noble birth. 

Euz. . Oollect yourself^ my Lord of Shrewsbury; 

Bethink you we are met in solemn council. 

Those charms must surely be without comparer 
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Which can engender, in an elder 6 blood, 

Such fire. My Lord of Leicester, you alone 
" Are silent ; does the subject which has made 
Him eloquent, deprive you of your speech? 

Li:ic. . Amazement ties my tongue, my Queen, to think 
That they should fill thy soul with such alarms. 

And that the idle tales, which, in the streets 
Of London, terrify the people s ears, 
should reacji th’ enlighten’d circle of thy council, 
And gravely occuj)y our statesmen 's minds. 
Astonishment possesses me,, I own,. 

To think this lackland Queen of Scotland, Sixer 
Who could not save her own poor throne, the 
Of her own vassals, and her country's refuse, 

Who, in her fjiirest days of freedom, was 
But thy despised puppet, should become 
At once thy terror when a prisoner. 

What, in Heaven s name, can make lier formidable ? 
That she lays claim to England? that the Gufses 
Will not acknowledge thee ms Queen? Did then 
Thyr people s loyal fealty await 
These Guises’ approbation? Can these Guises 
With their objections, ever shake the right 
Which birth hath giv n thee ; which, witii one consent. 
The votes of parlkiiient have ratified ? 

And is not she, ^ by HenrJ:Is will, pass’d o’er 
In silence ? Is it probable that England, 

As yet so bless’d in tlie new light s enjoyment, 
Should throw itself into this papist’s arms ? 

From thee, tlie sov ’reign it adores, dcseil 
To Damlcy’s murderess ? V/hat will they then, 
These restless men, who even in thy lifetime 
Torment^ thee with a successor ; (vho cannot 
Dispose of thee in -marriage soon enough 
To rescue church and $ti||p from fancied peril ? 
Stand’st thou not bloominj| there in youthful prime 
Whild each step lifads her towards fii’expecting tomb ? 
By Heavens, I hope thou wilt full q^any a year 
Walk o’er the Stuart’s grave, and ne’er become 
Thyself tae instrument uf her sad end. 

B17B. . Lo^d Leicester hath not atway’d held this tone. 
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Leic. . ’Tis true, I m tiie court of justice gave 

My verdict for her dfeath ; here, in the council, 

1 may consistently speak otherwise : 

Here, right is not the question, but advantage. 

Is this a time to fear her power, when France, 

Her only succour, has abandon’d her? 

When thou preparest with thy hand to bless 
Thq royal son of France, when the fair hope 
Of a new, glorious stem of sovereigns 
Begins again to blossom iu this land ? 

^Vhy hasten thenjaer death? She’s dead already. 

Contempt and scorn are death to her ; take heed 
Lest ill tim’d pity call her into life, • 

’Tis therefore my advice to leave the sentence, 

By which her life is forfeit, in full force. ^ 

Let her live on* but let her live beneath 
The lieadsman’s axe, and, from the very hour 
One arm is lifted for her, lot it fall. 

FjT.izabeth 

My Lords, I now have heard your*sev’ral thoughts, 
An«i give my ardent thanks for this your *eal. 

With God’s assistance, who the heai'ts of kings 
Illumines, I will weigh your arguments, 

And^choose what best my judgment shall approve. 

[To Burleigh. 

[] Lord Burleigh’s ho.:Vest fears.^J know it \vell, 

Arc but the offspring of his faithful care ; 

But yet. Lord Leicester has most truly said, 

There is no need of haste ; our enemy 
Hath lost already her most dangerous sting — 

The mighty arm of France : the fear that sho 
Might quickly be the victim of their zeal 
Will curb the *blind impatience of her friends. ]] 

SCE)^ IV. 

Enter Sir Amias Pai&et and Mortimer. 

There’s Sir Amias Paulet; ncTble Sir, 

What tidings bring you? 

Gracious Sovereign, 

My nephew, who but lately is return’d 
From foreign traVel, kneels before thy feet, ^ 


Enz. 

Paul. 
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And o&rs thee his drst and . earliest homage. 

Grant him thy royal grace, and let him grow 
And flourish in the sunshine of thy favour. 
Mobtiheb {knedmg an one hnoB), 

Long live my royal mistress ! Happiness 
And glory from a crown to grace her brows ! 

Eliz. Arise, Sir Knight; and welcome here in England ; 

You’ve made, I hear, the tour, have been in France 
And Home, and tarried too some time at Rlieims ; 
Tell me what plots our enemies are hatching ? 

Mort, May God confound then^all ! And may the darts 
Whicli they shall aim against my Soverei^, 
Recoiling, strike their own perfidious breasts ! 

Eliz. Did you see Morgan, and tlie wily Bishop 
^ Of Ross? 

-Mort. I saw, my Quoe*n, all Scottish exiles 

Who forge at Rhcims their plofeg against this realm. 
I stole into thoir confidence^ in hopes 
To learn some hint of their conspiracies. 

Paul. Private '•despatches they entrusted to him, 

In cyphers, for tlie Queen of Scots, which he. 

With loyal hand, hath given up to us. 

Eltz. Say, what are then their latest plans of tre|pon ? 
Mort. It struck them all as ’twere a thundenkolt, 

That France should leave them, aud with England 
close 

This firm alliai\oe ; now they turn their hopes 
Tow^’rds Spain 

Elizabeth. * This, W'alsingham batfi written us. 

Mort. Besides, a bull, which from the Vatican 
Pope Sixtus lately levelTd at thy throne. 

Arriv’d at Rhcims, as I was leaving it : 

With the next ship, we may expect it here. 

Leic. . England no more is frighten’d by such arms. 

Bur. . They’re always dangerous in bigots’ hands. 
Elizabeth (laoldng tte^asUg at Mortimer). 

xoar enemies have said, that^yon irequeiited 
The schools at Eheims, an^ %ave abjur’d your 
ffdth. 

Mort. So | pretended, that T must confess ; 

Sucih was my anxious wiadi to aem my Queen. 
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Elizabeth {to Patoet, who presents papers to her). 

What have you there? 

Paulet. ^Tis from the Queen of Scots. 

*Tis a petition, and to thee address’d. 

PuRLEiOH (hastily catching at it). 

Give me the paper. 

Paulet {giving it to the Queen). 

, By your leave, my Lord 

High Treasurer ; the Lady order'd me 
To bring it to her Majesty's ovn hands. 

She says,*! am her enemy ; I am 
The enemy of her offences only. 

And that which is consistent with my duty 
I will, and readily, oblige her in. 

^\The Que^n takes the letter : as she rea^s it, Mon* 
TiHEU and Leicester speak some words in 
private. 

Burleigh {to Paulet^. 

What may the purport of the letjer be? 

Idle complaints, from which one ought to screen 
The Queen’s too temder heart • 

Pallet What it contains. 

She did not hide from. me ; she asks a boon ; 

Sffe begs to be admitted to the grace 
Of speaking with the Queen. 

Burleigh. ^ ^ It cannot be. 

Tal. . Why not ? Her supplication’s not unjust. 

Bur. - For her, the base encourager of milder; 

Her, who hath thirsted for our sov’reign’s blood. 

The privilege to see the royal presence 
Is forfeited : a faithful counsellor 
Can never give this treacherous advice. 

Tal. . And if the Queen is gracious, Sir, are you 
The man to hinder pity’s soft emotions ? 

Bur. - She is condemn’d to death : her head is laid 
Benea^ thy axe, and it wo^ld ill become 
The Queen to see a death-devoted head. 

The sentence cannot have its execution 
If the Queen s Majesty approaches her, 

For pardon stip attends the royal presence* 

As sickness flies the health-dispensing hamd. 
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'Elizabeth {having read the tetter, dries her tears). 

0 ! what is man ! What is the bliss of earth ! 

To what extremities is she reduc’d 
Who with such proud and splendid hopes began ! 
Who, call'd to sit on the most ancient throne 
Of Christendom, misled by vain ambition, 

Hop’d with a triple crown to deck her brows I 
How is her language alter’d, since the time 
When she^ssum’d the arms of England’s crown. 

And by the flatt’rets of her Court was styled 
Sole monarch of the two Britansic isles ! 

Forgive me, Lords, my heart is cleft in twain. 
Anguish possesses me, and my soul bleeds 
To think that earthly goods are so unstable, 

And tliat the dreadful fate Avhich rules mankind 
Should threaten mine own touse, and scowl so near 
me. o 

Tax. • . 0, Queen ! the God of mercy hath inform'd 

Your heart ; O ! hearken to this heav'nly guidance. 
Most grievously, indeed, hath she aton'd 
Her grievous crime, and it is time that* now, 

At last, her heavy penance have an end. 

Stretch forth 3 "our hand, to raise this abject Queen, 
And, like the luminous vision of an angtl, 

Descend into her gaol's sepulchral night. 

Ben. . . Be stedfast, cnighty QWeen ; let no emotion 
Of seeming laudable humanity 
Mislead thee ; take not from thyself the pow’r 
Of acting as necessity commands. 

Thou catist not pardon her, thou cufist not save her ; 
Then heap not on thyself the odious blame, 

That tliou, with cruel and contemptuous triumph, 
Didst glut thyself with gazing on thy victim. 

Leic. . Let i®, my Lords, remain within our bounds ; 

The Queen is wise, and dotli not need our counsels, 
Tti leitd her to the most becoming choice. 

This meeting' of the Queens ^th nought in com- 
mon c ' 

Withjthe proceedings of the Court of Justice. 

Tbe mr of Eoglatid, not t^o monarch's will, 
.Condemns the Queen of Scotland, and ’tvore vrorthy 
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Of the great soul of Queen Elizabeth, 

To follow the soft dictates of her heart, 

Tliough justice swerve not from its rigid path. 

Eliz. . Iletire, my Lords. — We shall, perhaps, §t.nd means 
To reconcile the tender claims of pity 
With what necessity imposes on us. 

And now retire.— 

JiThe Lords retire : she calls Srn Edward Mor- 
timer hack. 

Sir Edward Mortimer ! 

• • 

Scene V. 

Elizabeth, Mortimer. 

Elizabeth (having meas^ed him for some time^ with her eyes, 
^ in silence). 

You’ve shown a^spirit of advent rous courage, 

And self-possession, far beyond your years. 

He who has timely learnt to play sS well 
'llie difficult dissembler’s needful task • 

Becomes a perfect man before his time, 

And shortens his probationary years. 

Fate ^alls you to a lofty ^ceue of action ; ' 

I prophesy it and ran, happily 

For you, fulfil, myselfi my own prediction. 

Mort. Illustrious mistress, what I am, and all 
I can accomplish, is devoted to you. 

Eliz. . You’ve made acquaintance with the foes of England. 
Their hate against me is implacable ; 

Their fell designs are inexhaustible. 

As yet, indeed, Almighty Providence 
Hath shielded me ; but on my brows the crown 
For ever trembles, while she lives who fans 
Their bigot-zeal, and animates their hopes. 

Mort. She lives no more, as soon as you command it 
Emz. . 0, Sir ! I thoTight I saw my l&bour s end, 

And I am ceme no farther than at first 
I wish’d to let the laws of England act, 

And keep my ow^ hands pure from blood’s defile- 
ment ^ 
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The sentence is pronounc'd — ^what gain I by it? 

It must be executed, Mortimer, 

And I must authorize the execution. 

The blame will ever light on me, 1 must 
Avow it, nor can save appearances. 

That is the worst — 

Moetimer. But can appearances 

Disturb your conscience where the cause is just? 
Eliz. . You are unpractis'd in the world, Sir Knight ; 

What we appear, is subject to the judgment 
Of all mankind, and what we are,^of no man. 

No one will be convinc'd tliat I am right : ^ 

I must take care that my connivance iu 
Her death be wrapp'd in everlasting doubt. 

In deeds of such uncertain double visage 
Safety lies only in obscurity. 

Those measures are the worst ths^t stand avow’d, 
What 's not abandon’d, is not, wholly lost. 

MoETniER [seeking to learn her weaning). 

Then it perhaps were beat— 

ELizABEXnj[^t<ic/c). Ay, surely Itwere 

The best ; O, Sir, my better angel speaks 
Through you go on then, worthy Sir, conclude ; 
You are in earnest, you examine deep, «. 

Have quite a different spirit from your uncle. 
Mortimer [surprised),^ V 

Have you imparted theu your wishes to him ? 

Eliz. . I am sorry that 1 have. 

Mortimer. Excuse his age. 

The old man is grown scrupulous ; such hold 
Adventures ask enterprising heart 
Of youth — 

Elizabeth. And may I venture Lhen on you — • 

Mort, My hand 111 lend thee ; save then os thou const 
Thy reputation — 

Elizabeth.i Yes, Sir ; if you could 

But, waken me some morning with this news— 

** Marfa Stuart, your blood^tl^tyjbe. 

Breath’d yesternight her last" — 

Moetimee. " Depend on me. 

Euz. . lyheh shall my head lie cal&ly down to sleep? 
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Mort. The next new moon will terminate thy fears. 

Euz. . And be the selfsame happy day the dawn 

Of your preferment — so God speed you, Sir ; 

And he not hurt, if, chance, my thankfulness 
Should wear the mask of darkness. — Silence is 
The happy juitor’s god. — The closest bonds, 

The dearest, are the work of secrecy. [ExU^ 

Scene VI. 

Mortimee (alone). 

Go, false deceitful Queen ! As thou deludest 
The world, e^ en sof[ cozen thee ; ‘tis right, 

Thus to betray thee ; 'tis a worthy deed. 

Look I then like a niurd’rer ? Hast thou read 
Upon my brow such base dexterity ? 

Trust only to myaxm^ and keep thine own 
Conceal'd — assume the pious outward show 
Of mercy 'fore the world, while reckoning 
In secret on my* murd’rous aid ; and llius 
By gaining time wc shall ensure he7% rescue. 

Thou wilt exalt me ! — show'st me from afar 
The costly recompense : but oven were * 

Thyself the prize, and all thy w^oman’s favour, 
What^art thou, poor one, and what caust thou proffer? 
I scorn ambitionls avari^'Lus strife. 

With Jier alone is all nharm of life, 

O’er her, in rounds of ’^adiess glSry* hover 
Spirits with grkp6,%nd yoiilli eternal bless'd. 
Celestial joy is thi'ou’d upon her breast. 

Thou hast but earthly, mortal goods to offer--* 

That sov’reign good, for which all else be slighted, 
Wlicn heart in heart, delighting and delighted ; 
Together flow in sweet forgetfulness ; — 

Ne'er didst thou woman's fairest crown possess, 

Ne'er hast thou with thy hand a lover’s heart requited. 
— I must attend Lord Leicester, and deliver 
Her letter to feim — ^'tis a hatefcl charge — 

I have no confidence in this court puppet— 

J can effect ^ler rescue, I alone ; 

Be danger, honour, and the prize my own. 

he is Fauust nmte him* 
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SCENK VJI 

Mortimer, Paulet 

Paul. . Wlmt said the Queen to you ? — 

Mortimer. Twas nothing, Sir; 

Nothing of consequence — 

Paulet (looking at him earnestly). Hear, Mortimer ! 

It is a faJee and slippVy gi’ound on which 
You tread. The grace of princes is alluring, 

Youth loves ambition — ^let not joJirs betray you. 
Mort. Was it not yourself that brought me to the Court ? 
Paul. 0, would to God I had not done as much ! 

The honour of our house was never reap'd 
In courts — stand fast my nephew— purchase not 
Too dear, nor stain your consicience with a crime. 
Mort. What are these fears ? Wliat are you dreaming of ? 
Paul. . How high soe’er the Queen may pledge herself 
To raise you, trust not her alluring words. 

[ The spiPit of the world's a lying spirit. 

And vice is a deceitful, treacherous friend. 

She will deny you, if you listen to her ; 

And, to preserve her own good name, will punish 
The bloody deed, which she herself enjoin’d. 

Mort. The bloody deed ! — 

Paulet. Away^ dissimulation ! — 

I know the deed the Queeyi^os'd to you. 

She liopes that your amhitmufi^uth will prove 
More docile than my rigid age. But say, 

Havb you then pledg'd your promise, have you ? — 
Mort. Uncle! 

Paul. . If yOu have done so, I abandon you, 

And lay my curse upon you— • 

Leicester (ihteTing), Worthy Sir ! 

I with your nephew wish a word. — The Queen. 

^ graciously inclin’d to him ; she wills 
'!]^t to bis custody the Scottisb» Queen 
Be udth full powers entrusted. She relies 
On ]|is fidelity. 

Paulet. * Relies I— ’tis well— 

liEio. . What say you, Sir ? 
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Her Majesty relies 
On him ; and I, my noble Lord, rely 
Upon myself, and my two open eyes. [Eadt, 

Scene VITI. 

Letcesteb, Mobtimeb. 

Leicester (swip-wed). What ailed the Knight ? 

Mortimer. My Lord, I cannot tell 

Whet angers him : — ^the confidence, perhaps. 

The Queen so suddenly confers on me. 

Leic. . Are you deserving then of confidence ? 

Mokt. . This would* I ask^f you, my Lord of Leicester. 

LEit\ . You said you wish’d to speak with me in private. 

Mort. , Assure me first that I may safely venture. 

Leic. . Who gives me un assurance on your side ? 

Let not my want of confidence ofiend you ; 

I see you, Sir, exliibit at this court 

Two diff refit aspeef^s ; one of them must he 

A borrow’d on(f ; but which of them is real ? 

Mort. . The selfsame doubts I have concerning you. 

Leic. . Which, then, shall pave the way to confidence ? 

Moirr. . He who, by doing it, is least in danger * 

Leic. . Well, tliat are you — 

Mortimer. ^ Na you ; — the evidence 

Of such a weighty, powJrful peer as you 
Can overwhelm my v<pce. My acrnsatioii 
Is weak agoi^t rank and jihfiuence. 

Leic. . Sir, you mistjfc.* In ev’rything but this 

I’m powerful nere ; but in this tender point, 

Which I am call’d upon to trust you with, 

I am the weakest man of all the Court, 

The poorest testimony can undo me. 

Mort, . If the all-powirful Earl of Leicester deign 
'to stoop so low to meet me, and to make 
Such a confession to me, I may venture 
To think a little better of myself, 

And lead the^way in magnanimity. 

Leic. . Lead you the way of confidence, 111 follow. 

Mortimer {producfhg suddenly the letter). 

Here is a letter from the Queen of Scotland. 



858 MABY 6TUABT. [AC¥ XU 

Leioesxeb {atarwedt catches hastily at the letter). 

Speak softly, Sir ! — ^\vhat see I ? — Oh, it is 
Her picture !— 

and examines it ivith speechless joy^a 
2)ause. 

Mortimer {who has watched him closely the whole time). 

Now, my Lord, 1 con believe you. 
Leicester {haviny hastily run th rough the letter). 

You kuqyr the purport of this letter, Sir? 

Moet. . Not I.— 

Leicester. Indeed ! Slie surely bath inform’d you— 
Mort. . Nothing hath sho inform’d «ne of.* She said 
You would explain this riddle to me — ’tis 
To me a riddle, that the Earl of Leicester, 

The far-fam’d fav nte of Elizabeth, 

Tlie open, bitter enemy of Mgry, 

And one of those who spoke her mortal sentence. 
Should be the man from whom th6 Queen expects 
Deliv ’ranee from her woes ; atfd yet it must be ; 

Your eyeStjBxpi'css too plainly, what your hqart 
Feels for the hapless lady. — 

Leicester.* Tel^ me, Sir, 

First, bow it comes tliat you slioidd take so warm 
Att int’rest in her fate ; and what it was 
Gain’d you her conficV^nce? — ** 

Mortimer. ' My Lord, I can, 

And in few ^Vords, explain this mystery. 

I lately have at Ihnnc abju^^i niy creed, 

And stand in correspondence the Guises. 

A letter from the Cardinal Archbishop 
Was my credential with the Queen of Scots. 

Leic. . I am acquainted, Sir, with your conversion ; 

'Twas that which wak’d my confidence towards you. 
Eabh remnant of distrust be henceforth banish’d ; 
Your hand, Sir, pardon me these idle doubts. 

I qpnnot use too mush precaution here. 

^Knowing how ^alsingham and Burleigh hate me, 
Ai|d, watching me. in secret spread their snares; 

Yoh might have been their instruiisent, their creatqre, 
Tor lore me to their toils. 
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Mortimer. How poor a jiart 

So groat a nobleman is forc'd to play 
At court ! My Lord, I juty you. 

Leicester. With joy 

I rest upon tJie faithful breast of friendship. 

Where I can ease me of this long constraint. 

You seem surpris'd, Sir, that my heart is turn’d 
So suddenly towards the captive Queen. 

Tn« truth, 1 never hated her ; — Uie times 
Have forc'd me to appear her enemy. 

She was, as you well know, my destined bride. 
Long since, ere fhe bestow'd her band on Damley, 
While yet the beams of glory round her smil’d. 
Coldly I then refused the proffered boon. 

Noiv in conhnement, at the gales of death, 

I claim her, at* the haziard of my life, 

Mort. . True magiianimity, my Lord — 

Leicester. The state 

Of circumstaiSces, since that time, is chang’d. 
Ambition made me all insensible • 

To youth and beauty. — Mary’s hand I held 
Too insignificant for me ; — 1 hoped * 

To be the husband of the (Jucen of England. 
Mort. . It is well known she ^ve you preference 
Belore all others. 

Leicester. indeet^ it seem’d. 

Now, after ten Ipst ymi’s of teJlious courtship, 

And hateful self^'constraiiit — 0, Sir, my heart 
Must ease itself of this long agony. 

They call me happy! — Did they only know 
What the chains are, for which they envy mo ! 
When I had sacrificed ten bitter years 
To the proud idol of her vanity ; 

Submitted with h slave s humility 
To ev’iy change of her despotic fancies ; 

The play tiling of each little wayward whim. 

At times seeming tendemiess caressed. 

As oft renulsed with proud and cold disdain ; 

Alike tormented by her grace and rigour ; 

Watch’d like a pria ner by the Argus-eyes 
Of jealousy ; eMmin'd like a schoobboy, 

i 3 
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And rail'd at like a servant. — O, no tongue 
Can paint this hell — 

Mortimer. My Lord, I feel for you. 

Leic. . To lose, and at the very goal, the prize ! 

Another comes to rob me of the fruits 
Of my so anxious wooing. I must lose 
To her young blooming husband all those rights 
Of which I was so long in full possession ; 

And I n^ist from the^stoge descend, where I 
So long have play’d the most distinguish'd part. 
Tis not her hand alone this envious stranger 
Threatens, he’d rob me of Mer favour too ; 

She is a woman, and he form’d to please. 

Mort. . He is the son of Cath’rine. He has learnt, 

In a good school, the arts of flatteiy. 

Leic. . Thus fall my hopes ; — I strove to seize a plank 
To bear me in this shipwreck of my fortunes, 
And my eye turn’d itself towards the hope 
Of former days once more ; then Mary's image 
WiUiin me* was renew’d, and youth and beauty 
Once more asserted all their former rights. 

No more ’twas cold ambition ; 'twas my heart 
Which now compar’d, and with regret I felt 
The value of the jewel 1 had lost. ^ 

With horror 1 beheld^er in the depths 
Of miseiy, ca^t down my transgression : 

Then wak’d the hope in roe, that I might still 
Deliver and possess her; I contriv’d 
To send her, through a faithful hand, the news 
Of toy conversion to her interests ; 

And in this letter which you brought me, she 
Assures me that she pardons me, and offers 
Herself as guerdon, if I rescue iier. 

Mobt. . But you attempted nothing for her rescue. 

You let her be condemn'd without a word ; 

•You gave, yourself, your verdict for her death ; 

A miracle must ^happen, and tbei light 
Of truth must movoj me, me, her keeper's nephew 
Anil Heav’n ust, in the Vatican at Home, 
Prtipare for her an unexpected succour. 

Else had she never found the way to yon. 
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Leig. . O, Sir ! it has tormented me enough ! 

About this time it was, that they remov’d her 
From Talbot 8 castle, and deliver’d her 
Up to your uncle’s stricter custody. 

Each way to her was shut. I was oblig’d, 

Before the world, to persecute her still ; 

But do not think that I would patiently 
Have scon her led to death. No, Sir; 1 hop’d, 

And still 1 hope, to ward off all extremes, 

Till I can find some certain means to save her. 
jMoet. . These arrf already found : my Lord of Leicester, 
Your gen roil s confidence in me deserves 
A like return. I will deliver her. 

That is rny object here — my dispositions 
Are made already, and your pow’rful aid, 

Assures us of success in our attempt. 
liETC. . Whatsay*you? — ^j’ou alarm me — how ?— you would— 
Moet. . T’ll open forcibly her prison-gates : — 

1 have confederates, and all is residy. 

Lifiic. . You have confederates, accomplices? 

Alas ! In what rash enterprise would you 
Engage me? And these friends, know they my secret? 
Monr. . Fear not ; our plan w^ laid without your help. 

Without your help i^^fould have been accomplish’d, 
Had she not signifidnher resolution 
To owe her liberty to you alone. 

Leic. , And can you then, with certainty, assure me, 

That in your plot my name has not been mention’d? 
Mout. . You may depend upon it. How, my Lord, 

So scrupulous when help is offer’d you ? 

You wish to rescue Mary, and possess her ; 

You find confed rates; sudden, unexpected, 

The readiest means fall, as it were from Heav n. 

Yet you show more perplexity than joy. 

Lkic. . We must avoid all violence ; it is 
Too dangerons an enterprise 
Mortimer. Delay 

Is also ddhgerous. 

Leicester. I tell you, Sir, 

’Tis not to be attempted — 

Mortimer. Tis, my Lord, * 
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Too hazardous for tjou who would possess her ; 

But who only wish to rescue her, 

We are more bold. 

Leicester. Young man, you are too hasty 

In such a thorny, dangerous attempt. 

Moet. . And you too scrupulous in honour’s cause. 

Leic. , 1 see the trammels that are spread around us. 

Mort. . And I ffiflpl courage tp break through them all. 

Leic. . Fool-hardiness and madness, is this courage ? 

Mort. . This prudence is not bravery, niy Lord. 

Leic. . You surely wish to end lik^Bnbirfgton. 

Mokt. . You not to imitate great Norfolk's virtue. 

Leic. . Norfolk ne’er won the bride ho woo'd so fondly. 

Mort. . But yet he prov’d how truly he deserved her. 

Leic. . If we are ruin’d, she must fuJi with us. 

Mort. . If we risk nothing, she will ne'er be rescued. 

Leic. . You will not weigh the matter, will not hear ; 

With blind and hasty rashness you destroy 
The plans- •which I so happily had framed. 

Mort. . And what w ere then tlie plans which you had fram’d ? 
What have you done then to deliver her^&^;, 

And how, if 1 were miscreant enough 
To murder her, as was propos’d to me 
TMs moment by Elift^eth, and which ' 

She looks upon as certLn ; only name 
The measures you have taken to protect her ? 

Leic. . Did the Queen give you then this bloody order? 

Moex. . She was deceiv’d in me, as Mary is 
In you, 

Leicester. And have you promis’d it ; say, have you? 

Mort. . Tteit she might not engage another’s hand, 

I offer’d mine. 

Leicesteiu Well done. Sir, — that was right ; — 

T$is gives us leisure, for she rests secure 
I Upon your bloody seivice, and the sentence 
Is unfulfill’d th® while, and we<gain time. 

Mortimer . 

we are losing time, 

Leicester The Queen depends 

On you, and will the readiCt make a show 
Of mercy — and I may prevail on her 
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To give an audience to her adversary ; 

And by this stratagem we tie her hands : 

Yes ! 1 will make the attempt, strain ev’ry nerve. 
Moke. And what is gain’d by this? When she discovers 
That I am cheating her, that Mary lives ; 

Are wo not where we w'crc ? She never wdll 
Be free ; the mildest doom which can await her 
Aji best, is but perpetual confinement 
A daring deed must day end the matter ; 

Why will you not with such a deed begin ? 

The powlr is iii^our hands, would you hut rouse 
The might of your dependents round about 
Your many castles, ’twere an host ; and still 
Has Mary many secret friends. The Howards 
And Percies’ noble houses, though their chiefs 
Be falln, aro*rich in heroes ; they but wait 
For the example of sorno potent lord. 

Away with feigning — ^act an open part, 

And, like a loyal knight, protect your fair ; 

Fight a good fight for her ! You know you ai’C 
of the person of the Queen of England, 
^^^^^hene’er you will : invite her to your castle, 

^Oft hath she tliithcr follow’iC you — then show' 

That you’re a man—^en speak as master — keep her 
Confin’d till she reji^e the Queen of Scots. 

Leic!« . I am astonish’d — 1 am terrified 1 — 

Where would your giddy madness hurry you? 

Are you acquainted with this country ? Know you 
The deeps and shallows of this court ? With what 
A potent spell this female sceptre binds 
And rules men’s spirits round her ? ’Tis in vain 
You seek th’ heroic energy which once 
Was active in this land ! — it is subdued, — 

A woman holds it under lock and key, 

And ev’iy spring of courage is relax’d. 

Follow my counsel — venture nothing rashly. 

Some one upproachea — go— 

Mortimer. » And Maiy hopes—* 

Shall I return to her with empty comfort? 

Lbic. . Bear her my yows of everlasting love. 
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Mobt Bear them youraelf ! 1 offer'd my assistance 

As her deliv’rer, not your messenger. [Exit. 

' I 

, SCENK IX. 

Elizabeth, Leicester. 

EiJz. . Say who was here ? I heard tho sound of voices. 
Leicester {turning quickly ,&d perplexed rounds ^ on hearing 

It was young Mortimer-ii^ 

Elizabeth. ^Iow new, my Lord : 

Why so confus'd ? 

Leicester {collecting himself). 

Your presence is the cause. 

Ne’er did I see thy beauty so resplendent, 

My sight is dazzled by thy heavenly chari^. 

Oh!— . 

Elizabeth. WTience this sigh ? • 

Leicester. Have I no rea^, then, 

To sigh ? ' When I behold you in your gl^> 

I feel anew, with pain unspeakable, ' 

The loss which threatens me. 

Elizabeth. Whnt loss, my Lord ? 

Leic. . Your heart — your ov^ inestimable self:^- 
Soon will you fuel yomP^elf within the arms 
Of your young ardent husband, highly bloss’d : 

He will possess your heart, without a rival. 
lie is of royal blood — that am not 1. 

Yet, spite of all the world can say, there lives not 
One on this globe, who with such fervent zeal 
Adores you, ns the man who loses you. 

Anjou hatli never seen you, can but love 
Your glory, and the splendour of your reign ; — 

But 1 love you — and w ere you horn, of all 
The peasant maids the poorest, I tho first 
©f kings, I would descend to your condition. 

And lay my croVn and sceptre #t your feet! 

Eliz. . Pity, me, my Dudley ; do not blame me — 

I cannot ask my heart. Oh, that had chosen 
Far’otherwise ! Ah, how l^,envy others 
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Who can exalt the object of their love 1 
But I am not so blest : — ’tis not my fortune 
To place upon the brows of him, the dearest 
Of men to me, the royal crown of England. 

The Queen of Scotland was allow’d to make 
Her hand the token of her inclination ; — 

. 8ke hath had ev’iy freedom, and hath drunk, 

E’en to the very dregsiS^e cup of joy. 

Leic. . And now she drinl^i^liwbitter cup of sorrow. 
Eliz. . She never did rcspe 6 t tne world’s opinion ; — 

Life was to her 4 sport ; — she never courted 
The yoke to which I bow’d my willing neck. 

And yet, methinks, 1 had as just a claim 
As she, to please myself, and taste the joys 
Of life : — ^but I preferr’d the rigid duties 
Wl^ch roj^alty imposed on me ; — yet she^ 

Blui was the favourite of all the men. 

Because she only strove to be a woman ; 

^;And youth and age became alike her suitors. 

Thus are the men — ^voluptuaries ail ! 

The willing slaves of levity and pleasure f 
Value that least which claims their reverence. 
And did not even Talbot, though grey-headed, 
Grow young again, wh(^ speaking of her charms? 
Leic. . Forgive him — for he^as her keeper once, 

And she has fool’d him with hen* cunning wiles. 
Eliz. . And is it really true, that she’s so fair? 

So often have I been oblig’d to hear 
^ The praises of this wonder — it were well 
If I could learn on what I might depend : 

Pictures are flattering, and description lies ; — 

I will trust nothing, but my conviction. 

Why gaze you at me thus ? 

Leicester. I plac’d in thought 

You and Maria Stuart, side by side. 

Yes I I confess, I oft We felt a wish, 

If it could bfi but secretly contriv’d, 

To see yoR placed beside the Scottish Queen. 
Then would you feel, and not till then, the full 
Enjoyment of yopr triumph : — ^she deserves 
To' be thus humbled ; she deserves to see, ^ 
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With her eyes, and envy’s glance is keen, 
Herself surpass'd, to feel herself o ermatch’d, 

As much by thee in form and princely grace. 

As in each virtue that adorns llie sex. 

Eliz. . In years she has th’ advantage — 

Leicesxeu. Has she so ? 

I never should have thought it. But her griefs, 

Her bi^eringa, indeed ! tis possible, 

Have brought dowupg© upon her ere her time. 

Yes, and ’twould mortii^ her more to see thee 
As bride — hath already tuni^ her back 
On each fair hope of life, and she vroiild soe thee 
Advancing tow’rds the open arms of joy — 

See thee as bride of Fnaice’s royal son. 

She who hath always plumcjj herself so high 
On her connection with the House of France, 

And still depends upon. its mighty aid. 

Euzabetii [u'ith a careless air). 

I’m teaz’d to grant this interview. 

LEicEbTEB. She aalis it 

As a favour ; grant it as a punishment, 

For though you sliould conduct her to the block, 

Yet would it l^s torment her, than to see 
Herself extinguish V by your beauty's ^^plendour. 
Thus can you murde?rtier, as she hath wish’d 
To murder you. When she beholds your beauty, 
Guarded by modesty, and beaming bright. 

In the clear gloiy of unspotted fame, 

(Which she with thoughtless levity discarded,) 
Exalted by the splendour of the crown, 

And blooming now with tender bridal graces— 

IJien is the hour of her destruction come. 

Yes — ^when I now behold you — ^you were never, 
iJo, never wore you so prepar'd to seal 
ITie triumph of your beauty. As but now 
* You enter'd the apartment, I was dazzled 
As by a glorious .vision from oh high. 

Could you but now, now as you me, appear 
Before her, you could find no l>etter moment. 

EtJz. , Now ? — no — not now — ^no^jLeicester — this must be 
t Maturely weigh’d — I must with Burleigh — 
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Leicester. Burleigh ! 

To him you ar(3 but Sov reign, and as such 
Alone he seeks your welfare ; but your rights, 

Deriv’d from womanhood, this tender point 
Must l)C decided by your own tribunal, 

Not by the statesman : — ^yot e’en policy 
Demands that you should see her. aud allure, 

By^uch a geu’rous dee(^ the public voice. 

You can hereafter act aar/it may please you. 

To rid you of the hateful enemy. 

Elt;z. . But would It tbojit hecome me to behold 
My kinswoman in infamy and want? 

They say she is not royally attended ; 

Would not the sight of her distress reproach me ? 
Lfjc. . You need not ip.vss her threshold — hear my counsel ; — 
A fortunate conjuncture favours it. 

The hunt fou mean to honour >vith your presence 
la in the neighbourhood of b othcringay ; 

Permission may be giv u to Lady Stuart 
To bdte the air; you meet her in tlie park, 

As if by accident ; it must not seem • 

To have been plauu’d, and should you not incline, 
Y^ou nefid not speak to her. 

Elieabtstii. • If I am foolish, 

Be yours the fault, n/t mine. T would not care 

To-day to cross your wishes ; for to-day 

IVe griev’d you more than all my other subjects. 

[Tenderly, 

Let it then be your fancy, Leicester, hence 
You see tlm free ob.sequiousness of love, 

Which suffers that w-hich it cannot approve. 

[Leicesttjh prostrates hhnself before her, and tJie 
turtain falls. 
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ACT III. 

SCEKE I. 

In a Park. — In foreground Trees ; in the background a 

distant Prospect. 

Mary advances, running front behind the Trees: Hannah 
Kennedy follows slowly. 

Ken. . You hasten on as if endow’d with wings—* 

I cannot follow jou so swiftly — \<rait. 

Mary. . Freedom returns ! O let me cnjdy it, — 

Let me be childish, — be childish with me ! 

Freedom invites me ! O let me employ it, 

Skimming with winged step light o'er the lea ; 

Have I escaped from this mansion of moumiiig ? 
Holds me no more the sad dungeon of care ? 

Let mo, with joy and with eagenJess burning, 

Drink in the free, the celestiil air ! 

Ken. . O, my dear Lady ! but a very little 

Is your sad gaol extended ; you behold not 
The wall that shuts us in ; these plaited tufts 
Of trees hide from your sight tlie hated object. 

Mary. . Thanks to these friendly trees, that hide from me 
My prison walls, aiiiHlatter my illusiod ! 

Happy I now may drSlim myself, and free ; 

Why wake ihe from my dream’s so sweet confusion ? 
The extended vault of heaven around me lies, 

Free and unfetter’d range my wandering eyes 
O'er space’s vast immeasurable sea! 

From where yon misty mountains rise on h^h, 

I can my empire’s boundaries exploij© ; ' 

And those light clouds which, steering southwards, fly, 
Seek the mild clime of France s genial shore. 

Fast fleeting clouds! ye meteors that fly; 

Could I but with you sail through the sky ! 
Tenderly .greet the dear l^nd of my youth ! 
Here I am captive ! oppress’d by my foes, 

No other than you may canf my woes, ^ 

Free thro’ the etlier your palhwray is seen, 

Ye own not the power of this tyrant Queen. 
Kek. . Alas I dear Lady ! You’re beside yourself, 
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This long-lost, long-sought freedom makes you rave. 

Mart. . Yonder’s a fisher reluming to home ; — 

Poor though it be, would he lend me his wherry, 
Quick to congenial shores would I feriy. 

Spare is his trade, and labour’s his doom — 

Rich would I freight his vessel with treasure, 

Such a draught should be his as he ijiever had seen, 
Wealth should he find in his nets without measure, 
Woidd he but rescue a poor captive Queen. 

Ken. . Fond, fruitless wishes ! See you not from far, 

How we are ^follow’d by observing spies ? — 

A dismal, barbVoifb prohibition scares 
Each sympathetic being from our path. 

Mary. . No, gentle Hannah ! Trust me, not in vain 

My piison gates are open'd. This small grace 
Is harbinger of greater happiness. 

No ! I mistake not — ]tis the active hand 
Of love to wliich I owe this kind indulgence 
I recognise in fliis the mighty arm ^ 

Of Leicester. They will by d^*co? e.vpand 
My prison ; mil accustom me.'iSirough sm^ill, 

To greater liberty, until at last 
I shall behold the face of him whose hand 
Will jjash my fetters ofF.^nd that for ever. 

Ken. , O, my dear Queen ! I^innot reconcile 

These contradictions. ’ Twas but yesterday 
That they announc'd your death, and all at once. 
To-day, yuu have such liberty. Their chains 
Are also loos’d, as I have oft been told, 

Whom everlasting liberty awaits. 

\Hvnting horns at a distance, 

Mary. . Hear’st thou the bugle, so blithely resounding ? 

Hcar’st thouiunechoes through wood and through plain ? 
Oh, might I now, on my nimble steed bounding, 

Join with the jocund, the frolicsoiibe train ! 

[Hunting horns again heard. 
Again ! 0 this^sad and this pleasing remembrance ! 
These are sounds, which, so sprightly and clear, 
ijSOft, when with music the hounds and the horn, 

^ cheerfullv welcom'd the break of the mom, 

On the heaths of &e Highlands delighted xQjr ear. 



970 


M All’s STUAHT. 


lACT m. 


Scene II. 

Enter Paulet. 

Paul. . Well! have I acted right at last, my Lady? 

Do I for once, at least, deserve your thanks ? 

Mary. . How ! Do I owe this favour, Sir, to you ? 

Paul. . Why not to me ? I visited the Court, 

And gave the Queen your letter. 

Mary. Did you give it ?• 

Jn very 4ruth did you deliver it? 

And is this freedom which I now enjoy, 

The happy consequence? , 

Paulet {siyni/icantly). '^Nor that alone ; 

Prepare yourself to see a gi’eater still. 

Mary. . A greater still ! What do you mean by that ? 

Paul. . You heard the hugle-homs ? 

Mary {startlmj hack with foreboding Apprehension). 

Yim frighten me — 

Paul. . The Queen is hunting in the.;ncighbourhood — 

Mary. ^ What I 

Paul. . In a fewVqjnents shell appear before you. 

Kennedy ihastening towards Mary, and about to fall), 

IIow fare you, dearest Lady ? — you grow pale. 

Paul. . How? Is’t not well? Was it not then your pray’r? 
’Tis granted now, l^jfore it was expected ; 

You who had ever sifu^ a ready speech, 

Now flummem all your powers of eloquence, 

The important time to use them now is come. 

Mart. . O, why was 1 not told of this before ? 

Now I am not prepar’d for it — not now* — 

Wlnit, as the greatest favour, I besought, 

Seoms to me now most fearful : — llannab^l^ome. 
Lead me into the house, till I colle(^t 
My spirits. 

pAUiaBT, ' ^ Stay ; — you must await her here. 

Yesf ! — I iTOeve you may be well alarm’d 
fTo jetand before your judge. 

ScENJ!) HI. 

i Enter the Eart^ of S®ri:wsbury. r 
Mart. i ^ Tis not for 

# ^la ! Far other thoug^ possess me tiow. 
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O, worthy Shrewsbui’y ! You come, as though 
You were an angel aeut to me from heav n, 

T cannot, will not see her. Save me, save me 
From the detested sight ! 

Sheewsbtjby. Your Majesty, 

Command yourself, and summon all your courage ; 
’Tis the decisive moment of your fate. 

Maby . . For yeare 1 ve waited, and prepared myself. 

For ibis I*vo studied, weigh’d, and written down 
Each word within the tablet of my mem’ry, 

That was to touch, and move her to compassion. 
Forgotten sadden ly, effac'd is all. 

And nothing lives within me at this moment, 

Xlut the fierce, burning feeling of my wrongs. 

My heart is turn'd to direst hate against her ; 

All gentle tbou^^lits, all sweet forgiving words 
Are gone, and round me stand with grisly mien. 
The fiends 6f hell, and sliake their snaky locks ! 
Shrew. Command youif wild, rebellious blood 

The hittcriiess which fills your heart^i<*^NO good 
Ihisues, when hatred is opjiosrfHyfTnate. 
l:fow*rnuch soo’er the inward struggle cosC 
You must submit to stern necessity, 

The pow r is in her hand^ be therefore humble. 
Mary. . To hcV ? 1 never can. . 

Shbewsdury. ^ But pray, ‘^^uhmit. 

Speak with respect, with calmness I Strive to move 
Her magnanimity ; insist not, now, 

Upon your rights, not now — ’tis not the season. 
Mary. . Ah ! wo is me ! I've pray’d for my destruction, 
4^d, as a curse to me, my prayer is heard. 

We never should have seen each other — ^never !— • 
O, this can never, never come to good. 

Bather in love could fire and water meet, 

The timid lamb embrace the tiger !~ 

1 have been hurt too grievously ;‘"6he hath 
Too grievously oppress’d me ;^no atonement 
Can make us friends I 

SHBEWBBtKY. • First see her, face to face : 

Bid 1 not see h^w she was mov’d at reading 
Your letter ? H<Vher eyes were drowtftS imears ? 
No — she is not ulafeeling ; only place ^ 
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More confidence in her. It ^vas for 
That I came on before her, to entreat you, 

To be collected — to admonish you — 

Maby (Beizinff his hand). 

Oh, Talbot ! you have ever been iny friend. 

Had I but stay'd beneath your kindly care ! 

They have, indeed, misused me, Shrewsbury. 

Shbew. Let all be now forgot, and only think 

How to rej[?eive her with submissiveness.' 

Mary. . Is Burleigh with her too, my evil genius ? 

Shrew. No one attends her but the Earl of Leicester. 

Mary. . Lord Leicester ? ♦ 

Shrewsbury. Fear not him ; it is not he 

Wlio wishes your destruction ; — ’twas his work, 

That here the Queen hath granted you this meeting. 
Mary. . Ah ! w^ell I knew it. ‘ 

Shewsbury. What ? 

Paulet. The Queen approaches. 

* ' M draw aside; Maby alone ref/iatm, leanintj 

• Scene IV. 

The same^ Elieabeth, Eare of Leicester, and Retinue. 
Elizabeth {to Leicester), v 

What seat is that, myJLord? 

Leicester. , Tis Fotheringay. 

Elizabeth (to Shrewsbury). 

My Lord, send back our retinue to London ; 

The people crowd too eager in the roads, 

Well seek a refuge in this quiet park. 

[Talbot sends the train away. She looks stedf costly 
at Mary, as she speaks further with Paulet. 
My honest people love me ovetmuch. 

These sigi^^ joy are quite idolatrous. 

Thus sho J jj m God be honour'd, not a mortal. 

Mary {wkq the w^m time had leaned, almost fainting, on 
Kennedy, rhes now, and hesr eyes meet the steady 
jneircing look of Elizabeth ; ^ site shudders and 
throws herself again upon Kennedy’s bosom), 

O Gofl ! from out these features speaks no heart. 
'Hliz. 1lVlia|1ady h that?— ' 

* \A embarrassed silence. 
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Leicestfr. ' You are at Fotlieringay, 

My Liege ! 

Elizabeth (an if surpiised, caMing an angry look a« L eicestfir). 

Who hath done this, my Lord of Leicester ? 
Leic. , Tis past, niy Queen; — and now that Heavn hath led 
Your footsteps hitlier, he magnanimous; 

And let sweet pity be triumphant now. 

Shrew. O rpyal mistress ! yield to our entreaties ; 

0 cast your eyes on this unhappy one, 

Who stands dissolved in anguish. 

[Mary callecU Jicrself and begins to advance to- 
wards Elizabeth, stops shuddering at half 
way: — her action c,rpr esses the most violent 
internal struggle. 

Elizabeth. * How, my Lords ! 

Which of you then announc'd to me a prisoner 
Bow'd down hy wo ? I see a haughty one, 

By no meaus bumbled by calamity. ^ 

Mary, . be it so : — to this will I 

Farowell high thought, and jyid’e^Jinoble mind I 

1 witl forget my dignity, and nil • 

]\1y suflferingS ; 1 will fall before her feet, 

Who hath reduced me to this wretchedness. 

lurns towards the Queen. 
The voice of Heav n decides for you, my sister. 

Your happy brows are now with ’triumph crown’d, 

1 bless the Power Divine, which thus hath rais’d 3’ou. 

kneels. 

But in your turn he merciful, my sister ; 

Let me not lie before you thus disgraced ; 

Btretcli forth your hand, your royal hand, to raise 
Your sister freyn the depths of her distress. 
Elizabeth {stepping back). 

You are where it becomes you, ||||y Stuart ; 

And thankfully I prize my Goo^totection, 

Who hath not suffer’d me to Jj:neel a suppliant 
Thus at your Teel, as you now kneel at mine, 

Mary {with increasi^ig energy of feeling). ^ 

Think on all earthly things, vicissitudes. 

Oh! there are gods who punish haughty pri^e; 
Respect them, ha|tour them, the dreadful cues 
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Who thus before thy feet have humbled me ! 

Before these straugers' eyes, dishonour not 
Yourself in me : profane not, nor disgrace 
The royal blood of Tudor. In my veins 
It flows as pui*e a stream, as in your own. 

O ! for God’s pity, stand not so estranged 
And inaccessible, like some tall cliff. 

Which thq poor shipwreck’d mariner in ,Tain 
Struggles* to seize, and labours to embrace. 

My all, my life, my fortune now depends 
Upon the influence of my fvordsMnd tears ; 

That I may touch your heart, O I set mine free. 

If you regard me with those icy looks, 

My shudd ring heart contracts itself, the stream 
Of tears is dried, and frigid .horror chains 
The words of supplication in my bosom ! 

Elizabeth {cold and severe), • 

.JYhat would you say to me, my Lady Stuart ? 
i?ohNTi|li.’d to speak with me ; and I, forgetting 
The Quc*<Sh>fi£!d all the wrongs I have sustain’d, 
Fulfil the pious duty of the sister, ‘ 

And grant the boon you wished for of my presence. 
Yet I, in yielding to the gen rous feelings 
Of magnanimity, expose myself • 

To rightful censure, that 1 stoop so low. 

For well yoil know, you would have bad me murder’d. 
Mary. . O ! how shall I begin ? O, how shall I 
So artfully arrange my cautious words, 

Thai they may touch, yet not offend your heart ? — 
Strengthen rny words, O Heavh I and take from them 
Whatie’er might wound. Alas I I cannot speak 
’ In my own cause, without impeuebing you, 

And that most heavily, I wish not so ; 

You h&vemL as you ought, behav'd to me; 

I am n Qd^n, like you, yet you have held me 
Cdnihei'd in pr^on. As a supj^liunt 
I camo to you, yet you in me insulted 
The pious use of hospitality ; • 

Slighting in me tlm holy notions, 

^ Imni|ur'd me in a duug€o]»---itoi^ from me 

jBuIy f&ndja and servants ; to un^ecmly want 
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I was exposed, and hurried to the bar 
Of a disgraceful, insolent tribunal. 

Ko more of this ; — in everlasting silence 
Be buried all the cruelties I suffer’d ! 

See — I will throw the blame of all on fate, 

’Twas not your fault, no more than it was mine. 

An evil spirit rose from the abyss, 

To.kindlc in our hearts the flames of hate. 

By which our tender youth had been divided. 

It grew with us, and bad designing men 
Fann’d wiiSi thoif ready breath the fatal fire : 

Fran tics, enthusiasts, witlx sword and dagger 
Arm’d the uncall d-for hand ! This is the curse 
Of kinga, that they, divided, tear the world 
In pieces with^heir hatred, and let loose 
The raging furies of all hellish strife ! 

No foreign^ tongue is now between us, sister, 

\Approachfng lier confidently , and witf u,fiaUermg 
tone. 

Now stand we face to face ; jrow, ' sister, speak ; 

Naifie but my crime, 111 fully satisfy you,— 

Alasl had you vouchsaTd to hear me then, 

When 1 so earnest sougljt to meet your eye, 

It n<fver would have come to this, nor would, 

Here in this mouruful place, have happen’d now 
This so distressful, this so mournful meeting. 

Eliz. . My better stars preserv’d me. I was warn’d, 

And laid not to my breast the pois’nous adder ! 
Accuse not fate ! your own deceitful heart .j. 

It was, the wild ambition of your house : 

As yet no enmities had pass'd between us, 

W^hen your imperious uncle, the proud priest, 

Whose shameless hand grasps at all crowns, attackU 
me 

With unprovok’d hostility, and taught 
You, but too ^ocile, to assuma my arms, 

To vest yourself with my imperil title, 

And meet fac in the lists in mortal strife : 

What arms employ’d he not to storm my thtfone ? 
The curses of Ihe^jnests, the people’s swords 
The dreadful weapons of religious frenzy • 
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Ev n here in my own kingdom's peaceful haunts, 
He fann'd the flames of civil insurrection ; — 

But God is with me, and the haughty priest 
Has not maintain’d the field. The blow was aim’d 
Eull at my head, but yours it is which falls ! 

Mary. . I’m in the hand of llcav’n. You never will 
Exert so cruelly the pow’r it gives you. 

Eliz. . Who sliall prevent me ? Say, did not your uncle 
Set all the kings of Europe the example, 

How to conclude a peace with those they hate. 

Be mine the school of Saiuit Banholomew; 

What ’s kindred then to me, or nations’ laws ? 

The church can break the bands of ev’ry duty ; 

It consecrates the regicide^ the traitor; 

I only practise \\hat your priests have taught ! 

Say then, what surety can be offer’d me, 

Should I magnanimously loose your bonds ? 

♦-wgay, with what lock can I secure your faith, 

J)7 St. Peter’s keys cannot be open’d ? 

Force is my anjy surety ; no alliance 
Can be concluded with a race of vipers. 

Mary. . O ! this is but your wretched, dark suspicion I 
For you have constantly regarded me 
But as a stranger, and an enemy, 

Had you declar’d me heir to your dominions, 

As is my right, then gratitude and love 
In me had fix’d, for you, a faithful friend 
And kinswoman. 

Elizabeth. Your friendship is abroad, 

Your house is Papacy, the monk your brother. 
Name you ray successor! The treach’rous snare ! 
That in my life you might seduce my people; 

And, like a sly Armida, in your net 
Entangle all our noble English youth ; 

That all might turn to the new rising sun, 

A»ai- , 

Mart. 0 sister, rule your realm in peace : 

I give up ev’ry claim to these doftiains— r 
Alas ! the pinions of my lam'd ; 

Greatness entices me no mt^l^Tour point 
Js gain’d ; I am but Mary’s ^dow now— 
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My noble spirit is at last broke down 
By long captivity: — ^you’ve done your worst 
On me ; you have destroy'd me in my bloom ! 

Now, end your work, my sister ; — speak at length 
The word, which to pronounce has brought you hither ; 
For I will ne’er believe, that you are come. 

To mock unfeelingly your hapless victim. 

Pr^mounce this word ; — say, “ Mary, you are free : 
You have already felt my pow’r, — learn now 
To honour too 1113^ generosity.” 

Say this, Mid I will take my life, will lake 
My freedom, as a present from your hands. 

One Word makes all undone; — I w'ait for it ; — 

O let it not be needlessly delay’d. 

Wo to you, if you end not with this w’ord! 

For should yon not, like some divinity. 

Dispensing noble blessings, quit me now, 

Then, sister, jiot for all this island’s wealth. 

For all the realms encircled by tbg deep, 

Would I exchange my present lot for yours* 

EljZ. . And 30U confess at last, thtft yon are conquer’d ; 

Are all your schemes mn out ? No more assassins 
Now on the road ? Will no adventurer 
Attempt again, for you,^tlie sad achievement? 

Yes, madam, it is over : — You’ll seduce 
No mortal more. T^e world has other cares; — 
None is ambitious of the dang’rous honour 
Of being your fourth husband : — You destroy 
Your wooers like your husbands. 

Mary {starting angrihjX Sister, sister! — 

Grant me forbearance, all ye powr’s of heav’n ! 
Elizabe™ {regards her long, with a look of proud coiitempt). 
Those then,*iny Lord of Leicester, are the charms 
Which no matt with impunity can Yiew% 

Near which no woman dare attempt to stand ? 

In sooth, this honour has been cheaply gain'd ; 

She whe to*all is common, ^ay with ease 
Become Ahe eopmon object of applause 
Mary. . This is too flgich ! 

Euzabeth (laugh^^^ltingly). 

You show us now, indeed, 
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Your real face ; till now ’twas but tlie mask. 

Mary (burning with rage, yet dignified and noble). 

My sins were human, and the faults of youth ; 
Superior force misled me. I have never 
Denied or sought to hide it : 1 despis d. 

All false appearance as became a Queen. 

The worst of me is known, and I can say, 

That I am better than the fame 1 bear. 

Wo to you]'* when, in time to come, the world 
Shall draw the robe of honour from your deeds. 

With which thy arch-hypocrisy h^ veil’d 
The raging flames of lawleA secret lust. 

Virtue was not your portion from your mother ; 

Well know we what it %vas which brought the head 
Of Anna Boleyn to die fatal block. 

Shrewsbury {stepping between both QifSsENs). 

O ! Heav’n ! Alas, and must it cqpie to this ! 

Is tills the moderation, the sul^mission, 

My Lady ? — 

Mart. * Moderation ! I’ve supported 

What human nature can support : farewell, 
Lamb-hearted resignation, passive patience, 

Fly to thy native heaven ; burst at length 
Thy bonds, come fonvard from thy droai;y cave, 

In all tby fury, long-suppressed rancour ! 

And thou, who to the anger’d basilisk 

Impart ’st the murd’rous glance, O, arm my tongue 

With poison’d darts ! 

Shrewsbury. She is beside herself! 

Exasperated, mad ! My Lieges, forgive her. 

[Elizabeth, speechless with anger j casts enraged 
looks at Mary. 

Leicester (in the most violent agitatibn; he seeks to lead 
ELiZABE'fH away). ;; 

Attend not to her rage ! Away, away, . 

Frpm this disastrous place 1 
Mary {raising her voice). A bastard soils, 

Profanes the Engliscrt^ neJ^ he^^en’rous Britons 
Are cheated by a tlgiure 

Id false and paintd^% heart a^HBas ioce] 

If right prevail’d, you now woflPin the dust 
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Before me lie, for I’m your riglitful monarch ! 

[Elizabeth haaiily quits the stage; the Lords 
follow her in the greatest consternation. 

Scene V. 

Mary, Kennedy. 

Ken. . . What have you done ? She has gone hence in vrath. 

All hope is over now ! 

Mary {still quite beside herself)* 

Gone hence in wrath ! 

She carrion death within her heart ! I know it. 

• [Falling on Kennedy’s bosom. 
Now I am happy, Hannah ! and, at last, 

After whole years of sorrow and abasement, 

One moment of victorious revenge ! 

A weight falls my heart, a weight of mountains ; 

J plung’d ihe steel in my oppressor’s breast! 

Ken, . , Ihiliappy La^y ! Frenzy overcomes you. 

Yes, you have wounded your invet^nte foe ; 

'I’is she who wields the light ’ning, she is Queen, 

You have insulted her befofe her miniorw 
Mary. . I have abas’d her before Leicester’s eyes ; 

He saw it, he was witness of niy triumph. 

How did I hurl her fro A hor haughty hei^t. 

He saw it, and liis presence strengthen’d me. 

Scene VI. 

Filter Mortimer. 

Ken. . . O Sir! What an occurrence! 

Mortimer. I heard all — 

[Gives the nurse a sign to repair to her post, ctnd 
draws nearer; his whole appearance expresses 
the utmost violence of passion, 

T|^e is the palm ; — thou trod’st her to the dust !— 
Thdii wast the Queen, she was the malefactor 
I am transported with thy noble courage ; — 

Yes 1 I adofe thee ; lifce a l)eity, 

My senso ^ lieav’nly beams. 

Mary (unfh « 

* You spok^HI Leicester, gave my letter to him. — 

My presei^TO? — speak, Sir. 
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Mortimer {peholding her with glowmg looka). 

How thy noble, 

Thy royal indignation shone, and cast 
A glory round thy beauty ; yes, by Heavens, 

Thou art the fairest woman upon earth ! 

Mary. . Sir, satisfy, I beg you, my impatience ; 

What says his Lordship ? Say, Sir, may I hope ? 
Mort. . Who? — he? — he is a wretch, a very coward, 

Hope nougiit from him ; despise him, and forget him I 
Mary. . What say you ? 

Mortimer. He deliver, and«pos8e$a you ! 

Why let him dare it : — he I— he must with me 
In mortal contest first deserve the prize ! 

Mary. . You gave him not my letter? .Then, indeed, 

My hopes are lost ! 

Mortimer. The coward loves his life. 

Wlioe er would rescue you, and cali you his, 

Must boldly dare affi*ont e'en dxiath itself! 

Mj^rt. , Will be do nothing for me? 

Mortimer. Speak not of him. 

Wh^x can he do V' What need have we ol liim ? 

1 will release you; 1 alone. 

Mary. Alas ! 

Wliat pow r have you ? « 

Mortimer. Deceive yourself no more ; 

Think not your case is now as formerly ; 

The moment that the Queen thus quitted you. 

And that your interview had ta’en this turn, 

All hope was lost, each way of mercy shut. 

Now deeds must speak, now boldness must decide ; 
To compass all must all he hazarded ; ^ 

You must he free before the morning btjeak* 

Mary.. Wliat say you, Sir — to-night?— imposai^l 
Mort. . Hear what has been resolv'd : — I led my friends 
Into a private chapel, where a priest 
H^ard our confession, and, for cv’ry sin 
We had committed, gave us absiSfhition ; 

He gave us absolution too, bo&rehand, 

For ev’ry crime we might in future ; 

He gave us too the final sac»|p|it, ^ 

And we ore ready for the fijo^ouniey. 
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TMaby. . O ! wbat on dreadful preparation ! 

Mort. . We scale, this very night, the castle’s walls ; 

The keys are in my pow’r ; the guards we murder ! 
Then from thy chamber bear thee forcibly. 

Each living soul must die beneath our hands, 

That none remain who might disclose the deed. 
Mary. . And Druiy, Paulet, my two keepers, they 

Would sooner spill their dearest drop of blood. 

Mobt. . Thdy fall the very first beneath iny steel. 

Mary.. What, Sir! Your uncle? IIow! Your second father 1 
Mort. . Must perisb by my hand — I murder him ! 

Mary. O, bloody outragd ! 

Mortimer. We have been absolv’d 

Beforehand ; I may perpetrate the v/orst ; — 

I can, I will do so I 

Mary. * O dreadful, dreadful ! 

Mort. . And sbouhi 1 be oblig’d to kill the Queen, 
l‘vo sworn upijii the host, it must be done ! 

Mary. - No, Mortimer ; ero so much blood for me. — 

Mort. . What is the life of all, compar’d to thcc, 

And' to my love ? The boiKi which hold% the world 
Together may be loos'd, a second deluge 
Come rolling on, and swallow all creation ! 
Henci^forth I value notblfig; ere I quit 
My hold on thee, may earth and time be ended 1 
Mary {retiring). 

Hoav’ns ! Sir, what language, and what looks ! They 
scare, 

They frighten me ! 

Mortimer (with unsteady looks, compressive of quiet madness)* 

^ Life 8 but a moment — death 

Is but a moment too. Why ! let them drag me 
To '^burn, leY them tear me limb from limb, 
Wittf;red-hot pincers — 

[Violently approaching her with extended anm. 
If 1 clasp but thee 

Within my afms, thou fervciltly belov’d ! 

Mary.. Madman, «.vaunt ! 

Mortimer. To rest upon this bosom. 

To press upotM^? passion-breathing mouth— 

Mart. . Leave me, for CFod s sake* Sir ; let me go in — 

Mort. . He is a madman who neglects to clasp • 
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His bliss in folds that never may be loosed. 

When Heav'n has kindly giv n it to bis arms. 

I will deliver you, and though it cost 
A thousand lives, I do it : but 1 swear, 

Aa God ’s in Heav n, 1 will possess you too ! 

Mabv. . 0 ! Will no God, no angel shelter me ? 

Dread destiny ! thou throw s! me, in thy wrath, 
From one tremendous terror to the other ! 

Was I then bom to waken nought but frenzy ? 

Do hate and love conspire alike to fright me? 

Mobt. . Yes, glowing as tlieir hatred is rny love ; 

They would behead thee, thiy would wound this neck» 
So dazzling white, with the disgraceful axe ! 

0 ! offer to the living god of joy 

What thou must sacrifice to bloody hate ! 

Inspme tliy happy lover withithose charms 
Which are no more thine own. Those golden locks 
Are forfeit to the dismal pow’rs of death, 

0 1 use tjiem to entwine thy sliave for ever! 

Maby. . Alas I alas ! what language must I hear 1 

My, wo, my suffiings should be sacred tc you, 
Although my royal brows are so no more. 

Mobt. . The crown is fallen from thy brows, thou hast 
No more of earthly majesty. Make trial, 

Baise tby imperial voice, see if a friend. 

If a deliverer will rise to save you. 

Tby moving form alone remains, the , high, 

The godlike inlluence of thy Vieav’nly beauty; 

This bids me venture all, this firms my hand 
With might, and drives me tow Yds the headsman’s axe I 
Maby. . 0 ! Who will save me from his rnging madness ^ 
Mobt. . Service that’s bold, demands a bold reward. 

Why shed their blood the darhig? Is not life 
Life’s highest good ? And he a madman, who 
Casts life away ? First will T take my rest, 

U]^n the breast that glows wdth love’s own fire ! 

xHefresae^ her violently to his bosom. 
Maby. . Oh, must I call for help against tho man 
Who would deliver me I 

Mobtimeil not unfeeling, 

Ti^e world ne’er censur’d thee for frigid rigour ; 

The fervent pray'r of love can tmich thy heart. 
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Thou mad'st the minstrel Rizzio blest, and gavest 
Thyself a willing prey to Bothwell’s arms. 

Mart. . Presumptuous man 1 

Mortimf-r. He was indeed thy tyrant, 

Thou trembled 'st at his rudeness, whilst thou lov’d’st 
him; 

Well then — if only terror can obtain thee — 

}3y the infernal gods 1 

Mary. * Away — youVe mad ! 

Mort. . 1*11 teach thee then before me too to tremble — 
Kennedy {entering suddenly). 

They’re coming —they approach — the Park is fill’d 
With men in arms. 

Mortimer {starting, and catching at his sword). 

I will defend you — I — 

Mart. . O Hannah ! save me, save me from his hands. 

Where shajl I find, poor sulTrer, an asylum ? 

O ! to what saint shall I address my pray’rs ? 

Here force assails me, and within ig murder! 

[She flies towards the home, Kennedy follows her. 
Scene Vlir 

Mortimer, Paulet, and Drury rws/t in in the greatest 
consternation. — Attendants jj^asten over the Stage. 
pAyii. . Slmt^ll the portals— draw the bridges up — 
kloRT. . What is the matter, uncle? 

Pauiet. Where is the murdVess? 

Down with her, down into the darkest dungeon I 
Mort. . What is the matter? What has pass’d? 

Paulet. The Queen! 

Accursed hand ! Tnfemal machination ! 

Mort. . The Queen! What Queen? 

Paul. • What Queen ! 

The Queen of England ; — 
She has been murder’d on the road to London. 

[Hastens into the home. 

* Scene VIII.* 

MoEyiMER, soon after, O’Kellt. 

Mortimer {after a pome). 

Am 1 then mSlA? * Came not one running by 
But noT^r, and cried aloud» The Queen is mtyrder’d ! 
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No, no ! I did but dream. A fev risli fancy 
Paints that upon my mind as true and real, 

WTiich but existed in ray frantic thoughts. 

Who’s there ? It is O'Kelly. So dismay’d ! » 
O’Kelly (ntMng in \ 

Flee, Mortimer, O I flee — for all is lost ! 

Mort. . What then is lost ? 

O’Keli.y. Stand not on qLiesti9n. Think. 

On speedy /light. 

Mortimer. * What has occurred ? 

O'Kelly. * Sauvage, 

That madman, struck the blow. 

Mortimer. It is then true ! 

O’Kel. True, true — 0 ! save yourself. 

Mortimer { exultingly ). ^ 

The Queen is murder’d — 
And Maiy shall ascend the Englkrh throne ! 

O’Kel. Is murder’d! Who said that ? . 

Mortimer. t Yourself. 

O’Kelly. She lives, 

Aftd I, and you^and all of us are lost. * 

Mort. . She lives! 

O’Kelly. The bjow was badly aim’d, her cloak 

Keceiv’d it. Shrewsbury disarm’d the«nurd’rer. 
Mort.. She lives! 

O’Kelly, She lives to whelm us all in ruin ; 

Come, they surround the park already ; come — 
Mort. . Who did this frantic deed ? 

O’Kelly. It was the monk 

From Toulon, whom you saw immers’d in thought, 
As in the chapel the Pope’s bull was read, 

Which pour’d anathemas upoij the Queen. 

He wish’d to take the nearest, shortest way. 

To free, with one bold stroke, the church of God, 
And ^ain the crown of martiydom : — ^he trusted 
His jairpose only to the priost^^and struck 
Thib fatd blow'upon the road to London. 

Mortimer [after a long silenae ), ^ 

Alas I a fierce destructive fate piursues thee, 
Unhappy one ! Yes — now thy ¥eath is fix’d ; 

^,Thy very angel has prepar’d thy fall I 
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ACT IV., SC. IT.] 

O’Kel. Say, whither will you take your flight? T go 
To hide me in the forests of the north. 

Mort. . Fly thither, and may God attend your flight ; 

I will remain, and still attempt to save 

My love ; if not, my bed shall be upon her grave. 

[Exeunt at different sides, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Antechanihen 

Count Aubespine, the Earls of Kent and Leicester. 

Aub. . How fares*hcr Majesty ? My Lords, you see me 
Still stunn’d, and quite beside myself for terror? 
How happen’d it ? How was it possible 
That, in the midst of this most loyal people— 

Leio. . The deed was jiot attempted by the people. 

The assassin was a subject of your king, 

A Frenchman. 

Aubespine. • Sure a lunatic. 

Leic. a Papist, 

Count Aubespine ! 

Scene II" • 

Enter Burleigh in conversation with Davison. 

Burleigh. • Sir ; let the death-warrant 

Be instantly made out, and pass the seal ; 

Then let it be presented to the Queen ; 

Her Majesty must sign it Hasten, Sir, 

We have no time to lose. 

Davison. It shall be done. [Exit 

Aub. • My Lord High Treasurer, my faithful heart 
Shares in the just rejoicings of the realm. 

Prais’d bo almighty Heaven, who hatli averted 
Assassination from our much-lov’d Queen ! 

Bur. - Prais’d be his name, who thus hath turn’d to scorn 
The malice of our foes ! 

Aubespine. May Heav’n confound 

The perpetAtor of this curbed deed ! 

Bur. , Its perpetrator and its base contriver I 

Aub. . Please you, my Lord, to bring me to the Queen, 

That I may lay the warm congratulations 
Of my imperial master at her feet. 
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Bur. There is no need of this. 

Aubespinb: {offlciovdy). My Lord of Burleigh, 

I know my duty. 

Burleigh. Sir, your duty is 

To quit, and that without delay, this kingdom. 
Aubespine [stepping back with surprise). 

What ! How is this ? 

Burleigh, The sacred character 

Of an Aiphassador to-day protects you, 

But not lo-morrow. 

Auhespine. What*^ my ^irime ? 

Burleigh- * Shohld 1 

Once name it, there were then no pardon for it. 
Aub. . I hope, my Lord, my charge s privilege — 

Bur. . Screens not a traitor. 

Leicester and Kent. Traitor ! How ? 

Aubespine. • e My Lord, 

Consider well— 

Burleigh. Your passport was discover’d 

In tlie assassin’s pocket. 

Kent. ^ I-lighteous Heaven I 

Aub, . Sir, many passports are siihscrib’d by me, 

I cannot know the secret thoughts of men. 

Bur. . He in your house confess’d, and was afe«olv’d — 

Aub. , My house is open — 

Burleigh. To our enemies. 

Aub. . I claim a strict inquiry — 

Burleigh. Tremble at it — 

Aub. . My monarch in my person is insulted, 

He will annul tlie marriage contract 
Burleigh. That 

My royal mistress has annull’d^already ; 

England will not unite herself with Fnmce. 

My Lord of Kent, I give to you the charge 
To see Count Auhespine embark’d in safety 
The furious populace has storm’d his palace. 

Where a whole arsenal of arms was found ; 

Should be be found, they ’ll tear him limb from 
limb, 

Conceal him till their fuiy is abated, — 

You answer for his life. 
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Aubespine. I go — I leave 

This kingdom, where they sport with public treaties, 
And trample on the laws of nations. Yet 
My monarch, be assur'd, will vent his rage 
In direst vengeance I 

Burleigh. Let him seek it here, 

[E.Keunt Kent and Aubespine. 

Scene JTI 

Leicester, Burleigh. 

Leic. . And thas yju loose, yourself, tlie knot of union 
Which you officiously, uncall’d for, bound ! * 

You havo deserv'd but little of your country, 

My Lord ; this trouble was superfluous. 

Bur. . My aim was good, though fate declared against it; 
Happy is ho wfio has so fair a conscience ! 

Leic. . Well know^wc the mysterious mien of Burleigh, 
When he is on the hunt for deeds of treason. 

Now yoxi are in your element, my Jjord ; 

A monstrous outrage has been just committed, 

\ud darkness veils, as yet, 4ts perpetrators : — 

Now will a court of inquisition rise ; 

Lach word, each look be weigh’d ; men's very thoughts 
Be signraon’d to the bar. • You are, my Lord, 

The mighty man, the Atlas of the state, 

All England’s weight lies upon your shoulders. 

Bcr. - In you, my Lord, I recognise my master; 

For such a victory as your eloquence 
Has gain'd I cannot boast. 

Leicester. What means your lordship ? 

Bur. . You were the man who know, behind my hack, 

To lure the Queen to Fothoringay castle, 

Leic. . Behind your hack ! When did I fear to act 
Before, your face ? 

Burleigh. You led her Majesty ? 

0, no — you led her not — it was the Queen 
Who was so gracious as to lead you thither. 

Leic. . What do you mean, my Lord, by that ? 

Burleigh. The noble part 

You forc’d the Qt^een to play! The glorious triumph 
Which you prepar’d for her I Too gracious princess 1 
Bo shamelessly, so w'antonly to mock • 
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Thy unsuspecting goodness, to betray thee 
So pitiless to thy exulting foe ! 

This, then, is the magnanimity, the grace 
'Which suddenly possess’d you in the council ! 

The Stuart is for this so despicable. 

So weak an enemy, that it would scarce 
Be worth the pains to stain us with her blood' 

A specious plan ! and sharply pointed too ; 

Tis only pity this sharp point is broken. 

Leic. . Unworthy WTCtcli! — this instant follow me, 

And answer at the throne this i^isolence. 

Bur. • You’ll find me there, my iJbrd ; and look you well, 

That there your eloquence desert you not. [EaiU 

ScENli IV. 

Leicester, alone; then Mortimer, 

Letc. . I am detected ! All my plot ’s disclos’d 1 
How has my evil genius track d my steps ! 

Alas ! if lie has proofs, if she should learn 
That I have held a secret correspondency 
With her worst enemy ; how criminal 
Shall I appear to her ! How false will then 
My counsel seem, and all the fatal pains 
I took to lure the Queen to Fotheringay ! 

I’ve shameiully betray’d, 1 luive exposed her 
To her detested enemy’s revilings ! 

0 ! never, never can she pardon that. 

All will appear as if premeditated. 

The hitter turn of this sad intendew, 

The triumph and the tauntings of her rival ; 

Yes, e’en the murd’rous hand, which had prepar’d 
A bloody, monstrous, unexpected fate ; 

All, all will be ascrib’d to my suggestions ! 

1 see no rescue ! — nowhere — Ha! Who comes? 

^ [Mortimer entern^ in the moat violent uneaameaa^ 
’ and loolcs’ with apprehension round him. 

Mort. . Lord Leicester! Is it you ? Are alone ? 

Letc. . Ilbfated wretch, away ! What seek you here ? 

Mort. . They are upon our track— ^upon yours too. 

Be vigilant ! 

Leicebtrr , Away, away J 
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Moktimer. They know, 

That private conferences have been held 
At Aiibcspines — 

JjEicester. What's that to me ? 

AlouTiArER* They know, too. 

That the assassin — 

IjEiCKSTJi.u. That is your affair — 

Audacious wreteh ! to dare to mix my name 
In your detested outi*a«[e : go ; defend 
Your bloody deeds yourself ! 

MoRTiMi'iii. ^ But only hear me. 

Leicesi«ii (violeiUly enrayed), 

Down, down to hell ! Wliy cling you at my heels 
Like an infernal spirit ! I disclaim you — 

I know you not — I make no common cause 
With murdertn^! 

AloirrijMEH. ^ You will not hear me, then ! 

V came to warn you — you too are detected. 

June. How! What?* ^ 

MoiiTiMEU. Lord Burleigh w*eiit to Fotheringay, 

.lost as the luckless deed had been attempted ; 
Search’d with strict scrutiny the (Jueen’s apartments. 
And found there — 

Lkioesteu. ^ What.^ 

AloiiTiMEu. A letter, which the Queen 

Hjid just addressed to you — 

Leicester. Unhappy woman ! — 

jVloirr. . In which she calls on you to keep your word, 

Ilenews the promise of her hand, and mentions 
The picture wdiicli she sent you. 

Ij’jcuiSTKR. Death and hell ! 

Mort. . Lord Burleigh has the letter — 

Leicester. * I am lost ! 

[Dnriny ilu followirty speech of Moriimek, 
Leicester goes up and doimiy as in despair, 

Mobt. . Improve the moment ; be beforehand with him, 

> And save youfself — save her ! An oath can clear 
Your fame k contrive excuses to avert 
The worst. I am disarm'd, can do no more ; 

My comrades are dispers’d — to pieces fall’n 
Our whole confed’cacy. For Scotland I, 

t? 
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To rally such new fncnds as there I may. 

Tis now your turn, my Lord — try wJiat your weight, 
What hold assurance can effect. 

Leicesti iu {stops suddenly^ as if resolved), I will— 

[Goes to the door, opnm it, and calls. 
Who waits without? Guards! seize this wretched 
traitor ! 

\To the Officer, who comes in with soldiers. 
And gjaard him closely ! A most dreadful plot 
L brought to light — 111 to her Majesty. 

MoiniAirit /o?* a time iwtrijicd with wonder; collects 

himself soon, and fMlows LEicESTKHi»inlA his 
looks expressive of the must sovercujn contempt). 
infamous wretch! — But I deserve it all. 

Who told mo then to tinst this j^raclis’d villain? 

"Now 0 or my head he stridcif, and on my fall 
lie builds the bridge of safety !-^be it so, 

Go, save thyself — my lips are seal’d for ever;— 

1 ^^ill not join e’eii thee in my destruction — 

I would not own' llice. no, not e’en in death ; 

LUo is the faithless vjllain's only good !. 

[To the Officer of the Guard, ivho si i.ps forward to 
seize him. 

Wliat wilt thou, slttvo of tyranny, with me? 

1 laugh to scor 2 i thy throat iiings — 1 am free. 

[Drawing a dagger. 

Ori-’ic. lie’s arm’d ; — rush in, and wrest his we;q)on from him. 

\Thcy rush upon him, he defends himself. 
Moiii'iJTEii {raising his voice). 

And in this latest moment, sliall my heart 
Expand itself in freedom, and my tongue 
Shall break this long constraint. Curse and destruc- 
tion 

Light on you all, who have betray’d your faith. 

Your God, and your true Sov’rcign ! Who, alike 
^ To earthly Mary false as to the heav’nly. 

Have sold your duties to this bastard Queen ! 

OjjTic. Hear you these blasphemies? Bush forwwd — seize 
him ! 

Moet. . Beloved Queen I 1 could ^ot set thee free ; 

Yet take a lesson from me how to die. 
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Maify, tliou holy one, O I pray for me ! 

And take mo to thy hcav’nly home on high ! 

[Stabs himself, and falls into the arms of the Guard. 

Scene V. 

llie Apartment of the Queen. 

Elizabeth, with a letter in her hand, Burleigh. 

Eltz, . To lure me thillier 1 trifle with me thus ! 

Th?! traitor ! Thus to load me, as in triumph, 

Into the presonoc of his paramour! 

O, Burloiglj! no’or was woman so deceiv’d. 

Bun. cannot. 3’C5t confeive what ])()tont means, 

AVliat magic exerted, to surprise 
My Cjuceij’s accustom'd prudence. 
rhazABETii. 0, I die 

h\)r shame ! Ilov; must he laugh to scorn rny vreak- 

iie^s ! 

I thought to humhlo her, and was myself 
Tlie ohjcci of her hitter scorn. ^ 

BunLEK.'Tf, ' By tliis 

You son how faithfully 1 crunsoll’d you. ^ 

Eliz. . (.>, i am sorol}' punish’d, that T turn’d 

My ear from your wise counsels : rot J thought 
I niijjJit confide in him. *Wlio could suspect, 
Bcneatli the vows of fiiilhiullest dovolioii, 

A deacll}’^ snare ? In whom can T confide, 

Wlien he deceives mo? Ho, whom 1 have made 
'J'he greatest of the great, and over set 
I’lie nearest to my lioart, and in this court 
Allow'd to play tl)c master and the kijig. 

Bur. . Yet in that very nioiuenl he betra\''d you, 

Botra^f'd yon to this wily (^ueen of Scots, 

Eliz. . O, she sliall tne f()r it 'with her life ! 

Is the death-warrant ready ? 

Burleigh, 'Tls prepar’d 

As you commanded. 

Elizabeth. • She shall surely die — 

He shall behold her fall, and fall himself! 

I’ve driven him from my heart. No longer love, 
Eevenge alone isptliere : and high a« once 
He stood, so low and shameful be his fall I 

. u^a 
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A monument of my severity. 

As once the proud example of my weakness. 

Conduct him to the Tower ; let a commission 
Of peers he nam'd to try him. He shall feel 
111 its full weight the rigour of the law. 

Bob. . But he will seek thy presence ; he will clear — 

Eliz, . How con he clear himself? Does not the letter 
Convict him ? O, his crimes are manifest ! 

Bob. . But t]aou ait mild and gracious ! His appearance, 

His powerful presence — 

Elizabeth. I will never see him ; 

No never, never more. Aj^ orders giv'n. 

Not to admit him, should he come ? 

Bubleigit. ’Tis done. 

Page (entenud). 

The Karl of Leicester ! 

Elizabeth. The presumptuous man ! 

I will not see him. Tell him that I will not. 

Page. . I am afraid to briiig my Lord this message, 

Nor would he credit it, 

J^hjZABKTH, - And I have raistjd him 

So high, tliat my own servants tremble more 
At him than me ! 

Bubleigh {to the Page). ‘'The Queen forbids, his presence. 

[The Pag 15 retires slowly, 

Elizabeth {after a paiise). 

Yet, if it still w^ere possible ? If he 

Could clear himself ? Might it not be a snare 

Laid by the cunning one, to sever me 

From my best friend — the ever treach rous harlot ! 

She might have writ the loiter, hut to raise 

Poisonous suspicion in my heart, to ruin 

The man she hates. 

Burleigh, Yet, gi*acious Queen, consider— 

I * Scene VI. 

Leicester {hursts open the door with violejice, and enters with 
an imperious air), 

Leic. . Fain would I see the shameless man, ivho dares 
Forbid me the apartments of my Queen ! — 
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Euzabeth {avoiding his sight). 

Audacious slave ! 

Leicester. To turn me from the door ! 

If for a Burleigh she be visible, 

She must be so to me ! 

Burleigh. My Lord, you are 

Too bold, without permission to intrude — 

Leic. . My Lord, you are too arrogant, to take 

Tne l(3ad in these apartments. What ! Permission ! 
I know of none, who stands so high at court 
As to pernryt my doings, or refuse them. 

* [Tlumhly approacMng Ei.izabeth. 
'Tis from my SovVeign’s lips alone that I — 
Elizabeth (without looking at him). 

Out of my sight, deceitful, worthless traitor ! 

Lkic. . ’Tis not my gnicious Queen I hear, but Burleigh, 

My enem] 5 fc in these ungentle words. 

To my imperial mistress T appeal ; 

Thou hast lent him thine ear ; 1 a»k the like. 

Eliz. . Speak, shameless wretch ! Increase your crime — 
deny it — • 

Leic. . Dismiss this troublesome intruder first. 

Withdraw, my Lord ; it is not of your office 
To pl|iy the third man here : between the Queen 
And me there is no need of witnesses, 
iletire — 

Elizabeth (to Burleigh) 

Kemain, my Lord ; ’tis my command. 

Leic. , What has a third to do ’twixt thee and me ? 

I have to clear myself before my Queen, 

My v^orshipp’d Queen ; I will maintain the rights 
Which thou hast given mo : these rights are sacred. 
And I insist upon it, that my Lord 
Retire. 

Eltzabeiii. This haughty tone befits you well. 

Leic. . It well befits me ; am not I the man, 

The happy uftin, to whom thy gracious favour 
Has giv’n<the highest station ? this exalts me 
Above this Burleigh, and above them all. 

Thy heart imparted me this rank, and what 
Thy favour gave, by Heav'ns I will maintain 
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At my life's hazard ! Let him go, it needs 
Two moments only to exculpate me. 

Eliz. . Think not, with cunning w^ords, h) hide the truth, 
Lkic . That fear from him, so voluble of speech : 

But what 1 say, is to the heart address’d ; 

And I will justify what I have dar'd 
To do, confiding in thy geii’rous fiivour, 

Before thy heart alone. I recognise 
N 0 other j urisdiction. 

Elizabeth. Base deceiver ! 

'Tis this, e’en this, which above /dl condemns you. 
My Lord, produce the lettei-. [To Buhleigk, 

Bubleigh. Here it is. 

Leicf.steii [riinnirtfj over the letter without losing his presence 
of tiiind). 

’Tis Maiy Stuart s hand — ' 

Elizabeth. Bead, jsind be dumb ! 

Leicester [havbiy read if quietly), 

Appearaijce is against me ; yet I hope 
I shall not by appearances ho judg'd. 

Eltz. . Can you deny your secret con espondcnc^ 

With Mary ? — that she sent, and you receiv'd 
Her picture, that you gave her hop(;» of rescue ? 
Letc. . It were an easy matter, if 1 felt 

That 1 were guilty of a crime, to challenge 
The testimony of my enemy: 

Yet bold is my good conscience. I confess 
That she liatli said tho truth. 

Elizabeth. Well then, thou wretch ’ 

Boil. . His own words sentence him — 

Elizabeth. Out of my sight ! 

Away ! Conduct the traitor to tlie tow’r ! 

Leic. . I am no traitor ; it was wrong, I own, 

To make a secret of this step to thee ; — 

Yet pure was my intention, it was done 
, To search into her plots and to confound them 
Eliz. ; Vain subterfuge ! ^ 

Bun. . And do you think, ray Lord — 

Leic. . Tve jday’d a dang rous game, I know it well, 

And none hut Leice.ster daro be bold enough 
To risk it at this court. The world must know 
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IIow I driest this Stuart, and the rank 
Which here I liold, nij monarch s confidence. 

With which slio honours me, must sure suffice 
To overturn all doubt of my intcntioins. 

Well may the man thy favour above all 
Distinguishes, pursue a daring course 
To do his duty ! 

rJrRLEJGJi. ^ If the course was good, 

Wherefore conceal it? 

Leicester. You are us’d, my Lord, 

To prate before ^oti act — tlic very chime 
Of your own deeds. This is your miinner, Lord. 

But mine, is first to act, and tiicn to speak 

Bur. . Yes ; now you sjieak, because you must. 

I.EirusTER [wrasurhifj^hini i^tondlij and disdam/uUif with 
his (*i/rs\ 

• And you 

Boast of a w(mdorful, a mighty action, 

1’hat yon have sav’d the Queen, hifve snatch'd away 
'I’lie mask from tread i ry : — all is kno^An to yon; 

think, forsootli, that nothing can cseape 
Your penetrating eyes. Poor, idle boaster I 
III spite of all your cuniyng, IMary Stuart 
Was free to day, bad I not hinder'd it. 

Bur. . Hoav? you? 

Leicester. Yes J, my Lord : the Queen confided 

In Mortimer ; she open'd to the youth 
Her inmost soul ! Yes, she went fnrthcr still ; 

She gave liini too a secret bloody charge, 

Which l*aulet had before refus’d with horror. 

-Bay, is it so, or not? 

[I'he ()ue^:n and Burleigh look at one. another 
with nstonishmefit, 

Buri-eigh. Whence know you this ? 

Leic. , IS ay, is it not a fact? Now answer me ! 

And where, my Lord, where were your thousand eyes. 
Not to discover Mortimer was Msc? 

That he, the Guise’s tool, and Mary’s creature, 

A raging Papist, danng fanatic, 

Was come to free the Stuart and to murder 
The Queen of England ! 
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the Utmost astonishment). 

^ - /' How! This Mortimer ? 

Jjmii. % Twiafe hie through whom our correspondence pass’d ; 

** This p|ot it was which introduc’d me to him. 
j This very day she was to have been tom 
From her confinement ; he, this very moment, 
Disclos’d his phui to mo : I took him pris ncr, 

And gave him to the guard, when in despair 
To seo'his work o’ertum’d, himself unmask’d, 

He slew himself ! 

Elizabeth. O, I indeed ^ave been 

Deceiv’d beyond example, Mortimer ! 

I3ur. . . This happen’d then but now ? Since last we parted ? 

Leic. . For my own sake, I must lament the deed — 

That he was thus cut off. His testimony, 

Were he alive, had fully clear'd my fame, 

And freed me from suspicion : — ’twas for this 
That I surrender’d him to open justice. 

I thought' to choose the most impartial course 
To verify and fix my innocence 
Before the world. • 

Buelejgh. He kill’d himself, you say ! 

Is’t so ? Or did you kill him? 

Leicester. '' Vile suspicion ! 

Hear but the guard who seiz’d him. 

[He goes to the door, and calls. 

Ho! Who waits? 

[Enter the Officer of the guard. 
Sir, tell tlie Queen how Mortimer expir’d. 

Offic. . I was on duty in the palace porch. 

When suddenly my Lord threw wide the door, 

And order'd roe to take the knight iu charge, 
Denouncing him a traitor : upon this 
He grew enrag'd, and with most bitter curses 
Against our sovVeign, and our holy faith, 

{le drew a dagger, and before the guards 
Could hinder his intention, pluhg’d the steel 
Into his heart, and fell a lifeless corpse. 

Leio. . ^is well ; you may ivithdraw. Her Majesty 
Has heard enough. « 

[The Officer tvithdraws. 
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Elizabeth. 0! what a 

Of monstrous deeds ! 

Leicester. Who was it then ♦ thy Queen,i 

Who sav’d you ? Was it Burleigh ? J)id he know . 
The dangers which surrounded you ? ^id he . 

Avert them from your head ? Your faithful Leicester 
Was your good angel. 

Burleigh. . This same Mortimer 

Died most conveniently for you, my Jjord. 

Eliz. . What I should say I know not. 1 believe you, 

And I heliave you not : — I think you guilty, 

And yet I thinl^you not. A curse on her 
Who caus'd me all this anguish ! 

Leicester. She must die — 

I now myself consent unto her death. 

I formerly advis’d you to suspend 

The sentence, till some arth should rise anew 

On her beha^* ; the case has happen’d now, 

And I demand her instant execution. 

Bur. . . You give this counsel ? You ? 

Leicester. Ilowe’ey it wound 

My feelings to be forc’d to this extreme. 

Yet now 1 see most clearly, now I feel 
Thatfethe Queen’s welfare asks this bloody victim. 

’Tis my proposal, therefore, that the writ 
Be drawn at once, to fix the execution. 

Burleigh {to the Queen). 

Since then his lordship shows such earnest zeal, 

Such loyalty, ’twere well, were he appointed 
To see the execution of the sentence. 

Leic. . Who? 1? 

Burleigh. Yes, you ; you surely ne’er could find 

A better means to shake oif the suspicion 
Which rests upon you still, than to command 
Her, whom ’tis said you love, to be beheaded. 
Eijzabeth {looking stedfastly at Leicester), 

My Lord aifVises well. So be it then ! 

Leic. . It were Ifut fit tlwit my exalted rank 

Should free me from so mournful a commission, 
Wliich would indeed, in ev’ry sense, become 
A Burleigh better than the Earl of Leicester. 

The man who stands so near the roy,*’! perscii 
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Should have no knowledge of such fatal scenes ; 

But yet, to prove my zeal, to satisfy 
My Queen, I wave my chai'ge s privilege, 

And take upon myself this hateful duty. 

Eliz. . Lord Burleigh shall partake this duty with you. 

[To Burleigh. 

So he the ■\\ arrant instantly i*repar’d. 

[Burleigit withdraws; a tumult heard without. 

Scene VII. 

The Queen, the Earl of 

Eliz. . How now, my Lord of Kent^ What uproar ’s this, 

I hear without ? 

Kent. . My Queen, it is thy people, 

Who, round the palace rang’d^ impatiently 
Demand to sco their sov reign. 

Elizabeth. ' What ’s their wish ? 

Kent. . A panic terror has already sprcfid 

Through London, tJnit thy life has been attempted ; 
That murderers commission’d from the Pope 
Beset thee : that the Catholics have sworn 
To rescue from her prison Mary Stuart, 

And to proclaim her Queen. Thy loyal people 
Believe it, and are inad — her liead alotic 
Can quiet thom^ — this day must he her last. 

Eliz. . How! Will they force me then? 

Kicnt. . They are resolv’d — 


Scene VIIT. 

Enter Burleigh and Davjson, with a paper. 

Eliz. . Well, Davison ? 

Dav. . [approaches earnestly). 

Your ordejrs are obey'd, 

My Queen — 

Elizabeth. What orders, Sir ? 

^ [As she is about to take the paper t she shudders, 
and starts hack, ^ 


vO God !— 


Burlbig^. * Obey 

'f hy people*s voice ; it is the voice of God. 
EuzABEtH [irresolute, as if in contest with fterself), 

O my good Lord, who will assure me now 
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That what I hear is my whole people’s voice, 

The voice of all the world ! Ah ! much I fear, 

That, if I now should listen to the wish 
Of the wild multitude, a diff’rent voice 
Might soon be heard ; — and that the very men, 

Who now by force oblige me to this step, 

May, when ’tis taken, heavily condemn me ! 

* ScKNE IX. 

Enter the Eakl of Sitbetvsbuby {tvho enters ivith great emotion). 
Hold fast, my Queen, they wish to hurry thee ; 

* [Seeing Davison uith the paper. 
Be firm — Oi* is it thou decided? — is it 
Indeed decided ? 1 beliold a paper 
Of ominous ap^joaraiico in his hand ; 

Let it not at this moment meet thy eyes, 

My Queers! — 

Kliz. , ,(iood Shrewsbury! I am constrain’d — 

SiiiiEW. Who can constrain thee? Thou m"t Queen of England, 
Here must thy Majesty assert its rights : 

Comrnutiil those savag(3 voices to be sileni;. 

Who take upon themselves to put constraint 
lipou thy royal will, to rijlo ihy judgment. 
h’(3ar ynly, blind conjecture, moves thy people ; 

Thou art thyself beside thyself ; thy wrath 
Is grievously provok’d : thou art but mortal, 

And canst not thus asceud the judgment seat. 

Bub. . Judgment has long been past. It is not now 
The time to speali, but execute the sentence. 

Kent on Shrewsdcuy’s entry, had retired, conies hack). 
The tumult giiiiis apace ; there are no means 
To moderate the peoplo 

Eltzabeth {to SiiBF.w*sBURy). See, my Lord, 

How they press on. 

Shrewsbuby. I only ask a respite ; 

A single word trac’d by tliy hand decides 
The peace, tfie happiness of all thy life I 
Thou hast?' for years consider'd, let not then 
A moment rul'd by passion hurry thee — 

But a short respite — recollect thyself ! 

Wait for a moment of tranquillity. 
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Bdrlbigh 

W^t for it — ^pause — delay— till flames of fire 
^ ConSume^e realm ; until the fifth attempt 
Of murder be successful ! God, indeed, 

Hath thrice deliver'd thee ; thy late escape 
Was mai’vellous, and to expect again 
A miracle, would be to tempt thy God! 

Shrew. That God, whoso potent hand hath thrice preserv'd 
'"thee. 

Who lent my aged feeble arm the strength 
To overcome the madman : — ^he deserves 
Thy confidence- I will not*raise the voice 
Of justice now, for now is not the time ; 

Thou canst not hear it in this storm of passion. 

Yet listen but to this! Thou tremblest now 
Before this living Mary — tremble rather 
Before the murder’d, the beheaded Mary. 

She will arise, and quit her grave, will range 
A fiend of discord, an avenging ghost 
Around thy realm, and turn thy people s hearts 
From tlieir allegiance. For as ^ the Britons 
Hate her, because they fear her; but most surely 
Will they avenge her, when she is no more. 

They will no more behold the enemy 
Of their belief, they will but see in her 
The much-lamented issue of their kings 
A sacrifice to jealousy and hate. 

Then quickly shalt thou see the sudden change 
When thou hast done the bloody deed ; then go 
Through London, seek thy people, whicli till now 
Around thee swarm’d delighted ; thou shalt see 
Another England, and another people; 

For then no more the godlike dignity 
Of justice, which subdued thy subjects’ hearts, 

Will beam ai’ound thee. Fear, the dread ally 
Of tyranny, will shudd’ring march before thee, 

And make a wilderness in ev’iy street— 

The last, extremest crime thou hast committed. 
What head is safe, if the anointed fall? 

Eliz. . Ah! Shrewsbury, you sav’d my life, you turn’d 
The murd’rous steel aside ; why let you 3Emt 
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The dagger take its course ? broils 

Would have been ended ; then, releasjd fro|tu doubt, 
Aud free from blame, 1 should be^pw. at restr 
In my still peaceful grave. In very sooth, 

I’m weaiy of my life, and of my crown. 

If Ileav’n decree that one of us two Queens 
Must perish, to secure the others life — 

And sure it must be so — why should not I 
Be*she who yields? My people must decide ; 

I give them back the Sovereignty they gave. 

God is my jrithess, that 1 have not liv’d 
For my own sak6, but for my people’s welfare. 

If they expeiJt from this false, fawning Stuart, 

The younger sovereign, more happy days, 

I will descend with pleasure from the throne, 

Again repair to Woodstock’s quiet bowers. 

Where onee I spent my unambitious youth ; 

Where far reyiov’d from all the vanities 
Of earthly power, I found within myself 
True Miijesty. I am not made to rule — 

A luler sl^ld be made of stenier stuff:. 

My heart is soft and tender. 1 have govern’d 
These many years, this kingdom happily, 

But t^en 1 only needed to njake happy : 

Now, comes my first important regal duty, 

And now I feel how v;eah a thing T am. 

Bur. • Now by mine honour, when I hear my Queen, 

My royal liege, speak such unroyal words, 

I should betray my ofEce, should betray 
My countiy, were I longer to be silent. 

You say you love your people ’bove yourself, 

Now prove it. Choose not peace for your own heart, 
And leave your kingdom to the storms of discord. 
Think on church. Shall, with this Papist Queen, 
The ancient superstition be renew’d ? 

The monk resume his sway, the Roman legate 
In pomp maich hither; lock our churches up, 
Dethrone <our monarebs ? 1 demand of you 
Tiie souls of all your subjects— as you now 
Sh^l act, they all are sav’d, or all are lost I 
Hera is no time for mercy to promote 
Your people's welfare is your highest duty.* 
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If Shrewsbury lias sav’d your life, theu T 
Will save both you, and England — that is more ! 
Eliz. . 1 would be left alone. No consolation, 

No counsel, can be draTin from human aid 
In this conjuncture : — I will lay my doubts 
Before the Judge of all: — I am resolv’d 
To act as He shall teach. Withdraw, my Lords. 

[To Davison, u ho lays the j)aper on the table. 
You, Sir, remain in wraiting — close at hand. 

[The Lords withdraw ; Shkewsbuby alone stands 
for a fete moments before ^the Queen, regard. s 
her significantly t theh ivithdraws slowly, and 
with an expression of the de<pcst anguish. 

Scene X. 

Elizabeth aloitc. 

0 ! servitude of popularity ! , 

Disgraceful slavery! How weary am I 
Of llattepng this idol, which rny soul 
Despises in its inmost depUi I O ! when 
8h^l] I once mora be free upon tliis thrc«:ie ? 

1 must respect the people’s voice, and strive 
To win the favour of the multitude, 

And please the faifcies of a mob, whora nought 
But jugglers’ tricks delight. O call not him 
A king, who needs must pleaso the world : 'tis lie 
Alone, wiio in his actions does not heed 
The llckle approbation of mankind. 

Have I then practis’d justice, all my life 
Shuim’d each despotic deed ; have I done this, 

Only to bind iny hands against this first, 

This nocessaiy act of violence ? 

My own example now condemns myself! 

Had I but been a tyrant, like my sister, 

My predecessor, I could fearless then 
Ha^ shed this royal blood : — but am I now 
Just by^my own free choice ? — I was forc’d 

By stem necessity to uso this virlue; 

Necessity, which binds e’en monarchs* wills. 
Surrounded by my foes, n^y peoide’s love 
Alone supports me on my envied tlhnone. 

All Evrope’s pow'rs confederate to destroy me ; 
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The Pope’s inveterate decree declares mo 
Accurst and excommunicated. France 
Betrays me with a kiss, and Spain prepares 
At sea a fierce exterminating war ; 

Thus stand I, in contention widi the world, 

A poor defenceless woman : I must seek 
To veil the spot in my imperial birth, 

By which my father cast disgrace upon me : 

In Vain with princely vii-tues would I hide it ; 

The envious hatred of my enemies 
Uncovers it, and places Mary Stuart 
A threat ’nidg liciid before me evermore ! 

[Walking up and donn, uith quick and agitated steps. 

0 no ! tins fear must end. Her head must fall ! 

1 xeill have pefice. She is the very fuiy 
Of my existent ; a tormenting demon, 

Whkli destiny has fasten'd on my soul, 

AVliorCNcr*! liad planted mo a comfurt, 

A fiHttViug b^pe, my way was cver^cross’d 
By this infernal viper! She has tom 
My;favrite, and my dcstij;od bridegroom from me. 
The hated name of ev'ry ill I feel * 

Ts Mary Stuart — were bat sbe no more 
On earth, I should be fr;^ as mountain air. 

* [Standing stilL 

With what disdain did sho look down on me, 

As if her eye should blast me like the lightning ! 

Poor feeble wretch ! I Lear far other arms, 

Their touch is mortal, and thou art no more. 

[Advancing to the taUe hastily^ and taking the pen. 
I am a bastard am I ? Hapless wretch, 

I am but so the while thou liv’st and breath’st. 

Q Thy death will make my birth legitimate.] 

The moment I destroy thee, is the doubt 
Destroy'd, which hangs o'er my imperial right. 

As soon as England has no other choice, 

My mother’»honour and my birthright triumphs ! 
[Shedgp^s with resolution; lets h&rpeii then faU, and 
st^s back with an expression oj terror,^After 
a pause shenngs* 
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Sgenr XI. 

Elizabeth, Davison. 

Eltz. . Where are their Lordships? 

Davison. They M’e gone to quell 

The tumult of the people. The alai'm 
Was instantly appeas’d, when they beheld ' ^ 

The Earl of^Shrewshury. That ’s he ! exjSainrd 
A hundred voices — that s the man — he sav^d 
The Queen; hear him — the bravest man in England! 
And now began the gallant Talbot, blam’d ' 

In gentle words the peopled violence, 

And used such strong, persuasive eloquence, 

That all were pacified, and silently 
They slunk away. 

Elizadeth. The fickle multitude ! 

AVhich turns Avith ov’iy wind. Unhappy he 
Who leans upon this reed ! Tis well. Sir William ; 
You may,retire again — 

[As he is fjoing toirards the door, 

^ . And, Sir, this paper, 

r Receive it back; I place it in your hands. 

Davison {casts a look upon the paper ^ and starts hack). 

My gracious Queen — thy name !— r’tis then decided. 

EiJZ. . I had but to subscribe it — I have done so — 

A paper sure cannot decide — a name 
Kills not — 

Davison. Thy name, my Queen, beneath Ibis paper, 

Is most decisive — kills — ’lis like the lightning. 

Which blasteth as it flies! This fatal scroll 
Commands the Sheriff and Commissioners 
To take departure stiaight for Fotheringay, 

And to the Queen of Scots announce her death, 
Which must at dawn be put in execution. 

There is no respite, no discretion, here — 
scon as 1 have parted with this w^rit, 

Her face is run — 

Elizabeth. Yes, Sir, the Lqrd has plac'd 

This {Weighty bus ness in your feeble hands; 

Seek, him in pray’r, to lig^t you with his Avisdom; 

1 go«^and leave you. Sir, to do yeur duty. [Going^ 
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Day. . . No ; leave me not, my Queen, till I have heard 
Your will. The only wisclom that I need 
Is, word for word, to follow your commands. 

Say, have you plac’d this warrant in my hands, 

To see that it be speedily enforced ? 

Eiiiz. , That you must do, as your own prudence dictates. 

Davison (interrupting her quickly , and al^med). 

Not mine — O God forbid ! Ob#iience is 
My only prudence here. No point must now 
. .Be left to be decided by your servant. 

A small m\ptalve would here be regicide, 

A monstrous crftne, from which my soul recoils I 
Permit me, in this weighty act, to be 
Your passive instrument, without a will 
Tell me in plain undoubted terms your pleasure, 
What with the bloody mdbdate I should do. 

Eltz. . Its name declares its meaning. 

Davison. , ‘ Do you, then, 

My Liege, command its instant execution ? 

Eliz. . J said not that ; I tremble but to think it. 

Dav. . . ShJdl I retain it, then, 'ti^l further orders ? 

Eliz. . At your own risk ; you answer the event. 

Day. , . I ! — gracious Heavens !— 0 speak, my Queen, your 
, pleasure ! 

Eliz. , My pleasure is, that this unhappy business 
Be no more mention’d to me ; that at last 
I may be freed from it, and that for ever. 

Dav. . . It costs you but a word — determine then ; 

Wliat shall I do with this mysterious scroll ? 

Eutz. . I have declar’d it, plague me, Sir, no longer. 

Dav. . . You have declar’d it? say you? O, my Queen, 

You have said nothing. Please my gracious mistress 
But to remember — 

Elizabeth (stamps on the ground). 

Insupportable ! 

Day. . . 0, be indulgent to me ! 1 have enter’d 
Unwittingly; not many months ago, 

Upon this office ; T know not the language 
Of courts and kings. I ever have been rear’d 
In simple, open wise, a plain blunt man 
Be patient with me ; nor denv your servant 

• X 
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A light to lead him clearly to his duty. 

[He approaches her in a supplicating posture^ she 
turns her hack on hint; he stands in despair; 
then, speaks with a tone of resolution. 

Take, take again this paper — take it hack I 
Within my hands, it is a glowing lire. 

Select not me, my Queen ; select not me 
To serve you, in this terrible coiiiuneture. 

Erjz. . Go, Sir ; — ^fijilfil the duty of your oflice ! ' [Exit. 

Scene XII. 

Davison, then BuRW^iGif. 

Day. . . Sho goes! She leaves me doubting, and pcrj)lex d 
With this dread paper ! How to act 1 know not; 
vShould I retain it, should I forward it? 

[To ?3uuLiLTGir, ivho enters. 
Oh ! I am glad that you are conie,^my Lord, 

Tis you who have ])rcferr'd me to this (diarge ; 

Now free me from it,, fur I undertook it, 

Unknowing how responsible it made me. 

Let seek again th’ obscurity * 

In which you found me ; this is not my place. 

BfR. . . How now? Takecoarage,Bir ! Wlicreistho waiTaiit ? 
The Queen yvtxs with you, 

Davison. She has quitted mo 

In bitter anger. O advise me, help, me, 

Save mo from tliis fell agony of doubt! 

My Lord, here is the warrant : it is sign’d ! 

Euh. . . Indeed ? O give it, give it me ! 

Davison. I may not. 

Bull. . . How f 

Dav. , . She has not yet explain’d her final will. 

Bun. . . Explain’d I She has subscrib’d it i-^give it me. 

Dav. . , 1 am to execute it, and I am not 

Great Heavens ! I know not what I am to do ! 
Burleigh {§irgmg more violently). 

It mufit be now, this moment, efxecutod — 

The warrant, Sir. You're lost if y«u delay. 

Dav. . . So am 1 also, if I act too rashly. 

Bub. . . What strange infatuation, t Give it me. 

[Snatches the paper from exit with iU 
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Day. . . What would you ? Hold ! You will be my destruc- 
tion ! 

ACT V. 

tSoENE I. 

The Scene the same as in the First Act. 

ITA^"^:A^ TvK^iNEPY in deep rnourninff, her eyes still red from 
nrepiiiff in yreat hut quiet anyitish, is employed in sadiu/) 
tetters ahd parcels. Her sorrow often irderritpts her orni/nt- 
iion, and she is seen at such intervals to pray in si/eucc. 
Patjlet and Dkuky, also in mournbifj, enter, followed hy 
many servants, who Imar yohlen and silver vesseds, minors, 
ptiiniinys. and other valuables, and Jill the hack part <\f the 
stayc with them: 3*ai-t,kt delivers to the Nurse a how of 
jewels and a. paper, and seems to inform her hy siyns. thai it 
contains the inventory of the ejfects the Queen had hronnht 
wirh her. At pte siyht of these riches, the anyuish of the 
Nurse is renewed ; she sinks into a dctp, gloomy melamiary, 
during which JDiU3llY, Paulpt, and the Servants, silently 
retire. 

' M ELY J L ^ 

liLr.NNEDY (screams aland, as soon as she observes him). 

Melvil! Is’t you? Peboid 1 you agaiii? 

JMiiL. . faitlilul Kennedy* wo meet once more. 

Kkx. . After this long, long, pain ful separation! 

. A most unhappy, bitter meeting, this 1 

Ken. You come — 

]\J KLVii.. To tabc an everlasting leave 

(Jf my dear Queen — to l»id a last farewell ! 

Ken. . And now at length, now on the lalal morn 

Which brings her deatli, they grant our royal I/idy 
The presence of her friends. O, worthy Sir, 

I will not (jhestion you, how you have far’d, 

Kor tell you all the sulf'rings we’ve endured. 

Since you were torn away from us : — a, las ! 

There will be lime enough for that 'hereafter* 

C), Melvil, ^Iclvil, why was it our fate 
To see t^iie dawn of this unlwqjpy day ! 

Mel. . Let iis not melt each other with our grief. 

Throughout my* whole remaining life, as long 
As ever it may be, I’ll sit and weep 


•n 2 
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A smile shall never more light up these cheeks, 

Ne’er will 1 lay this sable gai*b aside, 

But lead henceforth a life of endless mourning. 

Yet on this last sad day, I will be finn ; 

Pledge me your word to moderate your grief ; 

And when tlie rest, of comfort all bereft, 

Abandon’d to despair, wail round her, we 
Will lead her with heroic resolution, 

And be her ateif upon the road to death ! 

1y£N. • Melvil ! You are deceiv’d, if you suppose 

The Queen has need of our support to meet 
Her death with firmness. 8Ife it is, my friend, 

Who will exhibit the undaunted heart. 

O ! trust mo, Mary Stuart will expire 
As best becomes a Heroine and^ Queen! 

Mel. . Receiv’d she llmily, then, tlie sad decree 

Of death?— ’tis said, that she was not prepar'd. 

Ken. . She was not ; yet they were far other terrors 

Which made our Lady shudder : ’twas not death, 

But her deliverer, which made her tremble. 

Freedom was promis’d us ; this very night 
Had Mortimer engag'd to bear us hence : 

And thus the Queen, perplex’d ’twixt hope and fear. 
And doubting still if she should trust hpr honour 
And royal person to th’ advent ’rous youth, 

Sat w’aiting for the morning. On a sudden 
We hear a boist’rous tumult in the castle ; 

Our ears are startled by repeated blows 
Of many hammers, and we think we hear 
The appx'oach of our deliv’rers hope salutes us, 
And suddenly and unresisted, wakes 
The sweet desire of life And now at once 
The portals are thrown open— it is Paulet, 

Who comes to tell us — that — ^the carpenters 
Erect beneath our feet the murd’rous scaffold ! 

turns tiside, overpowered hy excessive anguish, 
Mel. * O Grod in Heav’n! O tell me th%n, how boro 
The Queen this terrible vicissitude? 

Kennedy {of ter a panse^ in which she has somewhat collected 
herself), ^ 

Not by degrees can we relinquish life ; 
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Quick, sudden, in the twinkling of an eye 
The separation must he made, the change 
From temporal, to eternal life ; — and God 
Imparted to our mistress at this moment 
His grace, to cast away each earthly hope, 

And firm and full of faith to mount the skies. 

No sign of pallid fear dishonour’d her ; 

.No word of mouniing, ’till she heard the tidings 
Of Leicester’s shameful treach’ry, the sad fate 
Of the deserving youth, who sacrificed 
Himsel5for her: the deep, the bitter anguish 
Of that old finight, who lost, through her, his last, 
His only hope ; till then she shed no tear, — 

'Tw’iis then her tears began to flow, ’twas not 
Her own, others’ wo which wrung them from her. 

Mll. . Where is she now ? Can you not lead me to her ? 

Ken. . 8he sptnt the last remainder of the night 

In pray ’ry» and from her dearest friends she took 
Her last farewell in writing : — Ihcn she wrote 
Her will witli her own hand. She now enjoys 
A moment of repose, the latest slumber 
Ilefreshes her weak spirits. 

Melvil # Who attends her? 

Ken. . Nena but her women and physician Burgoyn : 

You seem to look around you with surprise ; 

Your eyes appear to ask me what should mean 
This show of splendour in the house of death. 

0, Sir, while yet we lived w^e suffer’d want ; 

But at our death plenty returns to us. 

Scene II. 

Enter Margaret Curl. 

Ken. . How, Madam, fares the Queeu ? Is she awake ? 

Curl {drying her tears). 

She is already dressed — she asks for you. 

Ken. . Igo;— 

[To Melyil, who seetns to wish to accomjpmy hsr^ 
» But follow not, until the Queen 
Has been prepar’d to seo you, [Einf. 

CuBii. » Melvil, sure, 

Tlie ancient steward? 

^ f 

* Tho document is now in the British Museum. 
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Hklvil. Yes, the same. 

Cujir.. O, Sir, 

This is a house which needs no steward now ! 

Mclvil, you corae from London ; can you give 
Ko tidings of my husband ? 

Melvil. It is said 

IJe will be set at liberty, as soon — 

CuuL. . As soon as our dear (^ueeii shall bo no more. 

O, the unworthy, the disgracejul traitor! 

J-Ie is our Lady’s murderer — ’tis said 
It was his testimony^ which condemn'd her. 

Mf.l. . ’Tis true. 

O, curse upon him ! — be his soul 
Condemn’d for ever! — he has borne false wiliiess — 
Mel. . Think, Madam, what you say. 

CuiiL, . 1 will maintain il 

With ev ry sacred oath, before the court, 

I will repeat it in his very face ; 

The world hriudl hear of nothing else. I say 
That she dies innocent! 

JilELViL. - Cod grant it true ! 

SoE^r: in. 

Enter Hannah Ki:NXKbv. 

Kennedy {to Curt.). 

Go, Madam, and require a cup (>]’ wine — 

’Tis for our Lady. 

TMelvil. Is the Queen thou sl(,k ? 

Ken. . She thinks that she is strong; she is deceiv’d 
By lier heroic courage ; she believes 
She has no need of nouri^jhment ; yet still 
A hard and painful task s allotted Jjer. 

Her enemies shall not enjoy the triumph ; 

They shall not say that fear hath blanch’d her cheeks. 
When her fatigues have conquer'd human weakness. 
Mel. . May 1 approach her? 

Kennedy, i She will corno herself. 

Scene IV. 

Enter Bciigoyn; two women of the cliaviher follow him, weeping ^ 
‘ and in deep 

Burg.. O, Melvirf 
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Melvtl. 0, Burgo}’!!! * \They embrace nUntly. 

Fibst Woman [to the Nurse). She cbosc to be 

Alone : — she wishes, at this awful moment, 

For the last time, to commune with her God. 

Scene V. 

Enter Margaret Curl, hearing a yolden cup of wine ; she 
places It hastily upon the table ^ and leans, pale and trem- 
bling, against a chair, 

Mkl. . Jlow, Madam ! What has frighten’d you ? 

Kennedy. 0 God! 

Btjug. . Speak, 

Ottrl. What, alas ! have 1 beheld ! 

1\Iel. . Co!no to yourself, and say what you liave seen! 

CiTRii. . As I went down the staircase which conducts 
To tlie great J'lall below, a door stood open; 

I look'd into the chamber, and 1 saw — 

O lleav'ft ! 

Melvji.. ‘What saw- you ? 

CtjUL, All flio walls were hung 

With black; a s]mcions^sc{iflbld too o'ers])road 
With sable cloth, ^^as rai' ’d above tho*Hoor, 

And in the middle of the scaffold stood 
A dreadful sable block > upon it lay 
A naked, polish’d nvc : — the hall was full 
Of cruel people, crowding rc/und the scaffold ; 

Who, with a horrid thirst for human blood, 

Seem’d waiting for the victim ! 

The Women. Gracious Heav’ii 

Protect our Queen ! 

Melvif.. Be calm; tlie Queen approaches. 

^ Scene YI. 

Enter Mary in white and sumptuously arrayed, as for a 
festival : she wears hanging from her neck, on a row of small 
beads an Agnus Dei ; a rosary hangs from her girdle ; she 
bears a crucifix her hand, and a diahm of precious stones 
hinds her hai^; her large black veil is thrown back. On 
her entrance, oil present fall hack on both sides with the most 
violent expressions of ^anguish. falls involuntarily 

upon his htees. 
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Mary (with quiet majesty^ looking round the whole circle). 

Why these complaints ? Viliy weep ye ? Ye should 
rather 

R^goice witlrme, tliat now at length the end 
Of my long wo approaches ; that ray shackles 
Fall off, my prison opais, and my soul 
Delighted mounts on seraph s wings, and seeks 
The Ituid of everlasting liberty. 

When I was offer’d up to the oppression 
Of my proyd enemy, was forc’d to suffer 
Ignoble taunts, and insults most unfitting 
A free and sov’reign Queen* theft was the time 
To weep for me ; but, as an earnest friend, 
Beneficent and healing Death approaches. 

All the indignities which I have suffer’d 
On earth, are cover'd by hia sable wings. 

The most degraded criminal ’s ennobled 
By his last suff’rings, by his final exit ; 

I feel again the crown upon my brows. 

And dignity possess my swelling soul ! 

[Advancinffi a few $teps. 
How ! Melvil here ! My worthy Sir, not so ; 

Arise ; you rather come in time to see 
The triumph of your mistress, than her death 
One comfort, which I never had expected, 

Is granted me , that, after death, my name 
Will not be quite abandon’d to my foes; 

One friend at least, one partner of my faith. 

Will be my witness in the hour of death. 

Say, honest Melvil, how you far’d the while 
In this inhospitable, hostile land ? 

For since the time they tore you from my side, 

My fears for you have oft depress’d my soul. 

Mkl. . No other evil gall’d me, but my grief ^ 

For thee, and that I wanted pow’r to serve thee. ^ ' 
Mari . How fares my chamberlain, old Dldier? 

Buf stire the faithful servant lokg has slept 
The deep of death, for he was fulhof years. 

Mel, , God l^at];^ not granted him as yet this grace ; 

He lives to see the grave ojerwbeltn thy vouth. 
Mary. . O ! Could I but have felt before my deathi.- 
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The happiness of pressing one descendant 
Of the dear blood of Stuart to my bosom. 

But I must suffer in a foreign land, 

None but my servants to bewaiPmy fate ! 

Sir ; to your loyal bosom 1 commit 

My latest wishes. Bear then, Sir, my blessing 

To the most Christian king, my royal brother, 

And the whole royal family of France. 

I bless the cardinal, my honour'd uncle, 

And also Heniy Guise, my noble cousin. 

I bless the holy Father, the vicegerent 
Of Christ oh earth, who will, I trust, blesi me. 

I bless the King of Spain, who nobly offer’d 
Himself as iny deliv’rer, my avenger. 

They are remember’d in my will : I hope 

That they wil) not despise, how poor soe’er 

They be, the presents of a heart which loves them. 

[Turnmg to her nervants, 
I have bequcflsith’d you to my royal Jbrother 
Of France ; he will protect you, he mil give you 
Another country, and a better home ; 

And if my last desire have my weight, • 

Stay not in England ; let no haughty Briton 
Glut his proud heart with your calamities, 

Nor see those in the dust, who once were mine. 
Swear by this image of our sufTiing Lord, 

To leave this fatal land, when I’m no more. 

• Melvil (touching the crucifix), 

1 swear obedience, in the name of all. 

Mahv. . What I, though poor and plunder’d, still possess, 

Of which I am^allow’d to malce disposal, 

Shall be amongst you shar’d ; for I have hope 
In this at least, my will may be fulhll’d. 

And what I wear upon the way to death, 

Is yours — ^nor envy me on tliis occasion, 

The pomp of earth upon the road to heav’n. 

[To the ladies of her chamber. 
To you, ipy Alice, Gertrude, Rosamund, 

I leave my pearls, my garments : you are young, 
And ornament may still delight your hearts. 

You, Margaret, |lo6sess the nearest claims, 

To you I should be gen’rous: for IJ[eavo you. 



dl4 


MAIIY STUAST. 


[act V. 


The most unhappy 'woman of them all. 

That I have not aveng’d your husband’s fault 
On you, I hope my legacy will prove. 

The worth of gold, my Hannah, charms not tlice ; 
Nor tlie magnificence of precious stones : 

My memory, I know will be to thee 
The dearest jewel ; take this handkerchief, 

J work'd it for thee, in the hours of sorrow, 

Witli my own hands, and my hot scaldihg tears 
Are wo von in the texture ; — you will bind 
My eyes' with this, when it is time ; this last 
Sad service I would wish b«t from my Hannah. 

Ke>'. . O Melvil ! I cannot support it. 

Mary. Come, 

Come all, and now receive my last farewell. 

^iShe Htreiches forth hcr^ands : theWinii^Lsrio- 
Unthj icerpinfj^fall sitcccssi^rli/ at her feet, and 
Idsfi her outstretched hand, 

MargVet farewell — my Alice, fare thoo well ; 

Thanks Burgoyn, for thy honest faithful service — 
Thy lips are liot, my frevtrude: — I havc'becji 
Much hated, yet have been ns much belov’d. 

May a deserving Irusband hle^s my Gertrude, 

For this warm glowing heart is form’d love. 
Bertha, tlxy choice is better, thou hadst rather 
Become the chaste and pious bride of heav’u ; — 

0 ! haste thee to fulfil thy vows ;~the goods 
Of earth are all deceitful ; — thou may’st learn 
This lesson from thy Queen. No more; farewell, 
Farewell, farewell, ray friends, farewell for cv()r. 

[She tttrns Huddenhj frOm them; all hut Melvil 
retire at dij/'ernit sides, ^ 

Scene VII. 

Mary, Melvil. 

Mary {after others are all gone). » 

1 liave arrang’d all temporal conc^ns, 

And hope to leave the world in debt to none ; 

Melvil, one thought alone Jhore is, which binds 
My troubled soiil, nor sufi’ers it to fly 
Pelightf 1, and at liberty, to heav*ri 



MAllY STtJAUT. 


815 


sc. TII.] 

Mel. . Disclose it to mo ; ease your bosom, trust ^ 

Your doubts, your Borrows to your faithful friend. 
Mabt. . 1 sec eternity’s abyss before me ; — 

Soon must I stand before tlie highest .indge 
And have not yet appeas'd Holy Cue. 

A priest of my religion is denied me. 

And 1 disdain to take the sacrament, 

The holy, heav’nly nourishment, from priests 
Of a*false faith ; 1 die in the belief 
Of my own churcli, for that alone can save. 

Mel. . Compose your homt ; the fervent pious wish 

Ts priz’d ill Ifeavcai ns high as the performance. 

The might of tyrants can but bind tbo liands, 

The heart’s devrnion rises free to God, 

The word is de^ld — ’tis faith which brings to life 
Maby. . Tlie heart is not sufficient of itself; 

(.)ur faith nyist have some earthly pledge to ground 
Its claims to die high bliss of hcav n. For this 
Our God becafho incarnate, and inclos’d 
M^ slenoiisly his unseen heav’nly gnice 
Within the outward ligui'e.of a body. 

The church it is, the lioly o;i , the high due. 

Which rt)ars for us l-lie ladder up to hcav’n: — 

Tis call'd the Catholic — afostoUc church, — 

For ’ti5 hut gen'ral faith can strengthen faith ; 
Where thousands worship and adore, the heat 
Breaks out in flame, and borne on eagle wings, 

I’lie soul iriouiils u]) wards to the heav’n of heav’ns. 
Ah ! happy they, -who for the glad commnriioii 
Of pious pray'r, meet iu the house of God ! 

The altfir is adorn’d, the tapers blaze, 

The hell invites, the incense soars on high. 

The bishop stands enrob’d, ho takes the cup, 

And blessing it declares the solemn mystery, 

The transformation of the elements ; 

And die believing peoide fall delighted 
To worship afid adore the present Godhead. 

Alas ! I omly am debarr'd from this ; 

The heav’nly benediction pierces not 
My prison walls : *its comfort is denied me 
Mel. . Yes ! it can pierce them — pul. thy trust in Him 
Who is almighty^ — ^in the hand of faith, « 
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-•The wither’d staff can send forth verdant branches; 
And he who from the rock call’d living water. 

He can prepare an ^ar in this prison, 

Can change — 

\8e^nff the ctip^ w>hich stands upon the table. 
The earthly contents of this cup 
Into a substance of celestial grace. 

Mary. . Melvil ! O yes, I undei'Stand you, Melvil I 
Here is no priest, no chm’ch, no sacrament ; 

But the Iledeemer says, “ When two or throe 
Are in my name assembled, I am with them.” 

What consecrates the priest f Say, what ordains him 
To be the Lord’s interpreter? — a heart 
Devoid of guile, and a reproachless conduct. 

Well, then, though unordain’d, be you my priest; 

To you wall I confide my last confession, 

And take my absolution from your lips. 

Mrl. , If then thy heart be with such zeal inflam'd, 

1 tell , thee, that for thine especial comfort, 

The liord may work a miracle. Thou say’st 
Here is no priest, no church, no sacrament — 

Thou err’st — ^liere is. a priest — ^here a God ; 

A god descends to thee in real presence. 

[At these tbords he uncovers his heady and shows 
a host in a golden vessel. 

I am a priest — ^to hear thy last confession, 

And to announce to thee the peace of God 
Upon thy way to death. I have receiv’d 
Upon my head the seven consecrations, 

1 bring thee, from his Holiness, this host. 

Which, for thy use, himself has deign’d to bless. 
Mary. • Is then a lieav’nly happiness prepar’d 

To cheer me on the very verge of death ? 

As an immortal one on golden clouds 
Descends, as once the angel from on high, 

Deliver’d the Apostle from his fetters: — ^ 

He scorns all bars, he scorns the soldier’s sword. 

He steps undaunted through tbe bolted portals, 

And fills the dungeon with his native glory ; 

Thus here the messenger of Heav’n appears. 

When ev’ry earthly dmmpion bad deceiv’d me. 

And ou, mj servant once, are now the servant 
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Of the Most High, and his immortal Word ! 

As before me your knees were wont to bend, 

Before you humbled, i^w 1 kiss the dust. 

[jlS^ Binks b^ore him on Iter knees 
Melvii. [making over her the sign of the cross). 

Hear, Mary Queen of Scotland : — ^in tlie name 
Of God the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Host thou examin’d carefully thy heart, 

Swear’st thou, art thou prepar’d in thy confession 
To speak the truth before the God of truth ? 

Mary. . Before my G(jd and thee, my heart lies open. 

Mel. . What calls thee tt# the presence of the Higliest ? 
Mary. . I liumbly do acknowledge to have err’d 
Most grievously, I tretnide to approach. 

Sullied \\dth sin, the God of purity. 

Mel. . Declare the sin tvhicli weighs so heavily 

t^pon thy CQjiscience, since thy last confession. 
Mary. . My lieart was fill'd with thoughts of envious hate, 
And vengeance took possession of my bosom. 

I hope forgiveness of my sins from God, 

Yot dould I not forgive my .enemy. 

]Mel, . ilepent’st thou of the sin ? Aiv thou, in sootli, 
llesolv’d to leave this world^at peace with all ? 
Mart. . As surelj' as I wish the joys of heav’n. 

Mel. . What otlier sin hath arm’d thy Ireart against thee ? 
Mary. . Ah ! not alone through hate ; through lawless love 
Have I still more abus’d the sovereign good. 

My heart was vainly turn’d towards the man, 

Who left me in misfortune, who deceiv’d me. 

Mel. . Repent’st thou of the sin ? And hast thou turn’d 
Thy heart, from this idolatiy, to God ? 

Mary. . It was the hardest trial I have pass’d ; 

This last of earthly bonds is torn asunder. 

Mel. . What other sin disturbs thy guilty conscience ? 
Mary. . A bloody crime, indeed of ancient date, 

And long ago confess’d ; yet with new terrors 
It now attacks fne, black and grisly steps 
Across my ifeth, and shuts the gates of heav’n : 

By my connivance fell the king, my husband — 

I gave my hand and heart to a seducer — 

By rigid penance I have made atonement ; 

Yet in my soul the worm is gnawing dlill. • 
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Mel. . Has theu thy heart no other accusation. 

Which hath not been confess’d and wash’d away ? 
Mary. . All yo^i have lieai-d, with jvhich my heart is cliarg'd. 
Mel. . Think on the presence of Omniscience ; 

Think on the punishments, witli which the church 
Threatens imperfect, and reserv’d confession! 

This is the sin to everlasting death, 

For this is sinning ’gainst his Holy Spirit. 

!1\Iary. . So may eternal grace with victoi}' 

Crown rAy last contest, as I wittingly 
Have nothing hid — 

Melyil. How® ilt thou then conceal 

The crime from Cod, for which thou art coiidcnnrd? 
Thou tell'st me iiolhing of the Ijhare thou hadst 
Tn liabington, and Parry's bloody treason : 

Thou diest for this a lemj>oral death : for this 
Wilt thou too die the everlasting; death? 

Mary. . 1 am prepar’d to meet etcniitv ; 

Withicr the nan'ow limits of an hour, 

I shall a})pear before my judge’s throne; 

.11, Vt, J repeat it,miy confessions ended? 

Mel, . Consider well — the heart is a decedver. 

'i’hou hast perhims, with sly equivocation, 

The ivo9yI avoided, which w^ould mal^e thee guilty, 
Although thy will was party to the crime. 

Ilemember, that no juggler s tricks can blind 
The eye of fire which darts through ev’rj’^ breast. 
Mary . ’Tis true, that I have call’d upon all princes 
To free me from unworthy chains ; yet *tis 
As true, that neither by intent or deed, 

Have I attempted my oppressor’s life. 

Mififi. . Your secretaries then have witness’d falsely. 

Mary. . It js, as T have said ; — what £hey have witness’d 
The Lord will judge. 

Melvil. Thou mount’st then, satisfied 

Of tliy own innocence, the fatal scaffold? 

Mary. . feod suffers me in mercy to alone, 

By undeserved death, my youth? transgressions, 
Melvil {rnftking over her the sign of the croea). 

Go, then, and expiate tJiem all by death ; 

Siulc a devoted victim on the al*ar, 

^Tlius B&all thy blood atone the blood thou ’st spilt. 
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Mel VI L 

Mary, . 
Mel. . 


J3ur. . 
Mary. 


From femalo frailty were deriv’d thy faults. 

Free from the Tvcakness of mortality. 

The spotless spirit seeks the blest abodes. 

Now then, by the^ authority which Gi)d 
Hath unto me committed, I absolve thee 
From all thy sins — bo as thy faith thy welfare ! 

[He gives her the host. 

lleceive the body which for thee was offer'd — , 

[He takes the cup which stands upon the table, con- 
secrates it with silent prayer, then presents it to 
her ; she hesitates to take it, and makes signs to 
him to withdraw it. 

Eeceivo the blootf, which for thy sins was shed— 
Keceivo it — tis allow’d thee by the Pope, 

To exercise in death the highest office 
Of kings, the l4)ly office of the priesthood. 

[She fakes the cup. 

And as thoi^ now in this Ids earthly body 
Hast hold with G-od mysterious coramunioii, 

Ho niay’st thou henceforth, in his reS,lm of joy, 
Wliciro sin no more exists, nor tears of woe, 

A fair tmnsiigur'd spirit, join thj^self 
hoT ever \Nith the Godhead, and for ever. 

[lie sets down the cup ; hearing a noise, he corers 
hi* head, and goes to the door; Mary remains in 
silent devotion, on her knees, 

{returning). A painful conflict is in store for thee ; 
Fcerat thou within thee strengtli enough to smotlicr 
Fach impulse of malignity and hate ? 

I fear not a relapse. I have to God 
Devoted both my hatred, and my love. 

Well, then, prepare thee to receive my Lords 
Of Leicester apd of Burleigh, They are hero. 

Scene VIII. 

Enter Burleigh, IjEicester, arid Paulet, 

[Leicestjpr remains in the bach-ground, without 
raising his eyes; Burleigh, who remarlcs his 
conjiision, steps between him and the Queen. 

E come, my Lady Stuart, to receive 

Your lust commanSs and wishes. * 

Ttonks, my Lord. 
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Bun. It is tbo pleasure of my royal mistress, 

That nothing reasonable be denied you. 

Mart. . My will, my Lord, declares my last desires ; 

I’ve plac’d it in the hand of Sir Amias, 

And humbly bog, that it may bo fultiH'd. 

Paul. You may rely on tliis. 

Mar\\ T beg that all 

My servants unmolested may return 
To France, or Scotland, as their wishes. load- 

Bur. . It shall be ns you wish. 

Mart. And since my body 

Is not to rest in consecrated g»uud, 

1 pray you suffer this ray faithful servant 
To bear my heart to France, to my rtlntions — 

Alas! ’twas ever there. 

Burleigh. it sjiall be done. 

What wishes else ? 

Mart. Unto her Mftj(‘sty 

Of England bear a eister’s sakilation ; 

Tell her, that from the bottom of my heart 
I pardon her my Vatli. inoa»t Immhly too 
I crave her to forgive me for the passion 
With which I spoke to her. "May God preserve her, 
And bless her wRh a long and prosp’roiis reign ! 

Bub. . Say, do you still adhere to jour resolve. 

And still nfuso assistance f.om the Doan? 

Mart. My Lord, I’ve made my peace with <jod. 

I To Paulpt. Good Sir, 

1 ha\ c unwittingly caused you much sorrow, — 

Bereft you of your ago a only stay. 

Oh, ’ot me hope you do not hate ray name 

Paulet (giving her his hand). 

The Lord be with you ! go your way in peace. 

Scene IX. 

Hannah Kknnedt, and the other mmen of the Queen crowd 
iiUo tfie^oom, with marks of horror^ The SiilriI'P fpUows 
thm^ a iiohite staff in hh hand • behind rre seen^ through the 
open dc^rSf men under arms. * 

Mary. . WliRt ails thee, Hannah?— Yes— my hour is come— 
The Sheriff comes to leafl me to my fete, 

^ 4nd pprt we must— ferewell 
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Kennedy and Cuel. We will not leave thee. 

Wo will not part from thee. 

Mary {fo Medvil). ^ You, worthy Sir, 

And my dear faithful Hannah, shall attend me, 

In my last moments. I am sure, my Lord 
Will not refuse my heart this consolation. 

Btjb. . For this I have no warrant. 

Mart. How, my Lord ; 

Can*you deny me then this small petition? 

Respect my «ex ; who shall attend mo else. 

And yield me the last service ? — sure it never 
Can be my aYkter,*s pleasure, that in me 
My sex should be insulted ; that these men 
With their rude hands, should toiich my royal person. 
Bur. ris order’d that no Avoman shall ascend 

'J’be ^ I f with you — their tears and moans — 

Mary. . Slu^ sh *4 r^t weep, my Lord, she shall not moan ; 

I answer for iny Hannah's resolution, 

Be i. < il ; Sivide me not so soouj 

FroV . >v; . true foster-mother, from ray friend. 

Sbo’l'Ci 3 on her arms into tliis life, 

Le^ her then jjently lead me ray death. 

Pavm=!t (it B 

V'icld V) ' -1' 'Msh 3. 

Burleigh. * Be it so. 

Maby. I now 

Have notliing in this world to wish for more. 

[IShe takes the crucifix^ and kisses it. 
My God f My Comibrcor! My blest RvJeemer! 

As onco thy arms Avere stretch’d upon the cross. 

Let them be now extended to receive me ! 

[She turns round to go, at the same moment her 
eyes fall \tpon Leicester, who, on her going, 
staf%s involuntarily and turns his eyes tmvards 
her : at this sight Maby tretnMes, her k^iees fail 
her, she is about to fall, when LkiOESteb catches 
at her, aitd receives her in his arms ; she regards 
him fmr some time earnestly, and in silence, he 
cannot support her looks ; at length she speaks^ 
You keep your woad, ray Lord of Leicester : for* 

You promised me ycur arm to lead me forth 
From prison, and you lend it to me how. 


T 
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At length the wish'd for clay is come, and what 
Was oft the object of my fondest dreams 
Is now accomplish’d : and the Earl of Leicester, 

The long expected, the long wish’d for friend, 
Appears at length in Fotheringay Castle. 

I see him standing in my prison ; all 
Is ready for the journey ; all the gates 
Stand open, and at length I cross the threshold. 
Conducted by his hand ; and now I leave* 

These dismal walls behind me, and for ever. 

All is fuliill'd, and you have sav’d your honour 
[He stands as if annihilated ; %h€ continues, %vith a 
gentle voice. 

Yes, Leicester ; not for liberty alone 
I wish’d to be indebted to your hands. 

You should have made me bless that liberty. 

Led by your hiuid, and happy in your love, 

* I hop’d once moi'e to taste the joys of life. 

Yes ; now tliat I’m prepar'd frcJto all the world 
To part, and to become a happy spirit, 

Whom earthly inclinations tempt no more, 

Noa^, Leicester, I may venture to confess 
Without a blush, the frailty I have conquer’d — 
Farewell, my lord^’ and, if you can, be happy ! 

To woo two Queens lias been your '*ug aim ; 

You liave disdain’d a tender, loving heart: 

Betray’d it, in the hope to win a proud one : 

Kneel at the feet of Queen Elizabeth ! 

May your reward not prove your punishment. 
Farewell ; I now have nothing more on earth. 

goes^ preceded hy the Sheriff, at her side 
Melvil and her Nurse, Burleigh and Paulet 
follow, the others wailing^ follow her with their 
eyes till she disappears; they then retire through 
i^the other doors. 

Scene X. 

Leicester edone). 

Do % live still ? Can I still bear to live ? 

Wi® not this roof fall dovyi and bury me? 

Yavhas no abyss, to swallow in gmph 

Tlie varfest wretch on earth ? What have 1 lost ? 
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Oh, what a pearl have I not cast away ! 

What bliss celestial madly dash’d aside ! 

She’s gone, a spirit purged from earthly stain. 

And the despair of hell remains for me ! 

Where is the purpose now with which I came, 

To stifle my heart’s voice in callous scorn? 

To see her head descend upon the block 
With unaverted and indifferent eyes? 

How doth her presence wake my slumb’ring shame ? 
Must she in death surround me with Love’s toils ? 
Lost, wretched man ! No more it suits thee now 
To melt avftiy, in womanly compassion : 

Love’s golden bliss lies not upon thy path. 

Then arm thy breast in panoply of steel, 

And henceforth be thy brows of adamant ! 

Wouldst thou»nor. lose the guerdon of thy guilt, 

Thou must uphold, complete it daringly 1 
Pity be dumb ; mine eyes be petrified ! 

1*11 see — I \fiU be witness of her fjill. 

[He advances with resolute steps tcnmrds the door^ 
throvrfh which MAuy jmsed ; Imt stops suddenly 
half way. * 

No ! No ! The terrors of all Hell possess me. 

1 cannot look upon the df'eadful deed ; 

I cantiot see her die ! — Hark 1 What was that? 

They are already there. Beneath my feet 
The bhK)dy business is preparing. Hark ! 

I hear their voices — Hence ! — Away — Away— 

From this abode of misery and death ! 

{He attempts to escape by another door; finds it 
locked, amd returns. 

How 1 Does some demon chain me to this spot ? 

To hear, whiit I would shudder to behold ? 

Tliat voice — it is the Dean’s, exhorting her ; 

She interrupts him. Hark — she prays aloud — 

Her voice is firm — now all is still, quite still! 

And sobs and women’s moans are all 1 hear. 

Now, they undress her — they remove the stool — 

She kneels upon the cushion — lays her head — 
{Havimg spokes^ these last words, and pamed awhile, 
he is seen with a convulsive motion suddenly to 
, shrink, and ftUnt away; a^eoftfmed hum of 

y a 
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voi^ses is h^ard at the same moment from helow^ 
and continues for some time. 

Scene XI. 

The second Chamber in the Fourth Act, 
Elizabeth {entering from a side door ; her gait and action 
expressive of the most violent uneasiness). 

No message yet arrived ! What ! no one here ! 

Will evening never come ! Stands the sun still 
In its ethereal course ? I can no more 
Kemain upon the rack of expectation ! 

Is it accomplish’d ? — Is it not?— i shudder 
At both events, and do not dare to ask. 

My Lord of Leicester comes not, — Burleigh too, 
Whom I appointed to fulfil the sentence. 

If they have quitted London, then ’tis done. 

The bolt has left its rest — it cuts the air — 

It strikes ; — has struck already: — were my realm 
At stake. I could not now arrest its course. 

Who’s there ? 


SCENIS XIL 

Enter a Page. 

Elizabeth. Keturn’d alone ? Whore a »'0 the Lords ? 

Page. . My Lord High Treasurer, and the Earl of Leicester — 
Eliz. . Where are they ? 

Page. They are not in London. 

Eliz. No I 

Where are they tlien ? 

Page. That no one could inform me ; 

Before the dawn, mysteriously, in haste, 

They quitted London. 

Elizabeth {eandtingly), I am Queen of England ! 

\Walking up and down in the greatest agitation. 
Go — call me — no, remain, boy ! She is dead — 

Now have I room upon the earth at last. 

Why 4o I shake? Whence comcL, this agueish droohi? 
My Wra are cover’d by the grave ; ;^who dares 
To say I did it? — I have tears enough 
L In stoi*e to weep her fall. — 4^6 you still here ? 

y [To the Page. 

C(mimaad*^iy secretary Davison 
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To come to me this instant. Let the Earl 
Of Shrewsbury be summon'd. Here he comes. 

[Eosit Page, 

Scene XIII. 

Enter Shrewsbury. 

Eliz . Welcome, my noble Lord. What tidings — say? 

It cannot be a trifle which hath led 
Your fodlsteps hither at so late an hour. 

Shrew. My liiege, the doubts that hung upon my heart. 

And dutiful concern for your fair fame, 

Directed me this moruing to tlie Tower, 

Where MJryV, secretaries, Nau and Curl, 

Are now confined as prisoners, for I wish’d 
Once more to put their evidence to proof. 

On my arrival the lieutenant seem’d 
Embarros’d dnd perplex’d ; refus’d to show me 
His prisjpers ; but rny threats obtain’d admittance, 
(rod ! whiit a sight was there ! With frantic looks, 
With hair dishevel] d, on his pallet lay 
The Scot, like one tormented by a fmy. 

'i’he miserable man no {;ooner saw me, 

Then at my feet he fell, and there, with screams, 
Clasping my knees, and writhing like a worm, 
Implored, conjured me to acquaint him with 
His sovereign’s destiny, for vogue I'cports 
Had somehow’ reach’d the dungeons of the tow’r, 
That she had been condemn’d to suffer death. 

When I confirm’d these tidings, adding too, 

That on liis evidence she had been doom’d, — 

He started wildly up, — caught by the throat 
Ilis fellow pris’ner ; with the giant strength 
Of madness tore him to the ground, and tried 
To strangle liim. No sooner had we sav’d 
The wretch from his fierce grapple, than at once 
He turn’d his rage against himself, and beat 
His breast with savage fists ; then curs’d himself 
And his corflpanions to the deptlib of hell J 
His evidence was false ; the fatal letters 
To Babington, which he had sworn were true. 

He now denouna’d as forgeries— for he • 

Had set down words the Queen had never spoken. 
The traitor Nau had led him to tllis treasen. 
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Then Tan he to the casement, threw it wide 
With frantic force, and cried into the street 
So loud, that all the people gather’d round. 

I am the man, Queen Mary's secretary. 

The traitor, who accus'd his mistress falsely ; 

I bore false witness, and am cursed for ever ! 

Eliz. . You said yourself, that he had lost hiswits ; 

A madmtm's words prove nothing.’^- 
Shrewsbury. Yet this madness 

Serves in* itself to swell the proof. My Liege, 

Let me conjure thee ; he not over hasty ; 

Pri'thee, give order for a nev»> inquiry ! 

I will, my Lord, because it is your ^sh, 

Not that T can believe my noble pee^ 

Have in this case pronounced a hasty judgment. 

To set your mind at rest, the ihquiry shall 
Be straight renew'd. 'Well, that 'tis not too late ! — 
Upon the honour of our royal name 
No, not the shadow of a doubt shall rest. 

SCEKE XIV. 

Enter Davison. 

The sentence, Sir, which I but late entrusted 
Unto your keeping^: — ^wiiere is it ? 

Davison [in the utmost (tstonishment). The sentence ! 

Elizabeth ignore urgent). * 

Which yesterday I gave into your charge. 

Dav. . Into my charge, ^piy Liege ! 

Elizabeth. The people urged 

And baited me to sign it. I perforce 
Was driven to yield obedience to their will. 

I did so ; did so, on extreme constraint, 

And in your hands deposited the paper. 
vTo gain time was my purpose ; ‘you remember, 

What then 1 told you. Now, the paper, Sir ! 

Shbe'^. Bestore it, Sir, affairs have changed shice then, 
Th^inqu^pmust be set on foot anew. 

Dav. . Anefw ! mercy ! ‘ 

Elizabeth. ' Why this pause, 

Thfe hesitation? Where, Sir, i« the paper? 

Dav. I am nndeme I Undone! My fate is sealed • 
Elizabeth ^niermptitig him violently), ^ 
not fancy. Sir — 


Eliz. . 


Eijz. . 
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Davison. 0, I tun lost I 

I have it not. 

Elizabeth. ' How? Wliat? 

Shbewsburt. 0, God in hcav’n I 

Day. . It is in Burleigh’s hands — since yesterday. 

Eliz. . Wretch ! Is it thus you have obeyed my orders? 

Did I, not lay mv strict injunction on you 
To k^Plt carefully? 

Davison. • V No such irgunction 

Was laxd on me, my Liege. 

Elizabeth. Give me the lie ? 

Opprobrious wyctc^h ! When did I order you 
To give the paper into Burleigh's hands ? 

Day. . Nevet dxpreshly in so many words. — 

Eliz . And, paltering villain ! dare you then presume 
To cons<aruo,i*is you list, my words — and lay 
Your bloody in€?aning on them? Wo betide you, 

If evil come of this officious deed ! 

Your life steill answer the event tp me. 

Earl Shrewsbury, you see how my good name 
Has been abused ! 

Shrewsbury. I s€ie ^ O, God irt heav'n ! 

Eliz. . What say you? 

Shrewsbury. If the Knight has dar’d to act 

In this, upon his own authority, 

Without the knowledge of your majesty. 

He must be cited to the Court of Peers 
To answer there for subjcctii^g tliy name 
To the abhorrence of all after time. 

Scene XV. 

EnUr Bvuletgn. 

Burleigh {bowing his knee h&f ore the Queen). 

Long life and glory to my royal mistress, 

And ma/ all enemies of her dominions 
End Bke this Stuart. 

[Shrewsbury hides his ^^^Davibon wrings 
^ his hands in despair, 

Elizabeth. Speak^, my Lord ; did you 

Prom me receiv^e the warrant? . , 

Burleigh. Ko, my Queen ; 

From Davison. 
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EiJZABjpiNr. And did lie in niy name 

JBelivei: it? 

BoRLEioit, ^ yot that 1 cannot say. . 

EidOs. tp execute the <yrit 

hastily, nor \\ai| to know my pleasure? 

%Wi tlie seuU'iice — we are free from blame 
^ iliSfei’e the \^oil(l ; }ot it behoved thee not 
intercept our natural clctncnc 3 |» 
tJiis* Jny Lord, 1 banish you my i reseiicc; 

And as tliis forward will was yowrs alone 
* Bear ycru alone the curse of the misdrodl [ 7 Vi Da\. 
For, you, Sir ; who have trait roosly o eratepii’d 
The bounds of your commission, and bffm/d 
A sacred pledge entrusted to your carej' 

A more sevrro tribunal is prcpai*^d : 

JiCt him be straif»ht (oiid icted to tlid TowV, 

And capital ariMipninenU lil d against him. 

My honest Talbot, you alone bave'^prov'd, 

’Mongst all my counsellors, an upright man : 

You shall "henceforward be my guide-^my friend. 
Shrew. O ! banish not the truest of \our friends ; 

Nor oast those lut# prison, who for you 
Have acted ; A\ho for you arc silent now. 

But suffer me, grcfcit Queen, to give the seal. 

Which, those twelve years, I’ve homo anw’orthily, 
Back to your royal hands, and talvo luy leave. 
Eetzabc'jh {hut'ifrised). 

No, Shrewabwjj^; you surely would not now 
Desert me ? wo ; not now. 

SHaBwsBCiiy. Pardon, I am 


. Too old, and this right hand is grown too stiff 
To Bet the Beal ujion your later deeds. 

Enz. ^ Will he fonnake me, who has sr v’d- tay life ? 

done ; 1 could save 

jMSpUiraiK youVe* nothing more 

is embark'd for F'raut^. 

\Tle Curtain Jropa 



THE MAID OF OHLEMS 


^EAMATIS 


. \ 

CnARLLS THK St'ENTH, King qf 
France. 

Queen Isabel, hit Mother. 

Agees Soeel. » 

PeiLir TUE QqOto, pule of Bv»- 
trniuhf. ' 

Dahl Dveois, Thatard Ot leans. 

La Ujnr, Duoiatj^, JFrenc/ OffiiOh. 

ARcnBi<>}jop ov linEkm. * 


Cn ATILT <»v, a Dutgvndian Knight 
JIaoll, ^ Lothaungiuf KmgkU 
Talbot, tke English Genetai. 
Lionel, Fasiolfe, English Ojffitds. 
HoNTGOMEin , a WMttUin. 
Council] Oii^ or Oelbans. 


PERSON-® 

As EN0L1S^ HeRAK( 1 >* 

Tuibaut D'Aro, a iped^hg Counti y- 
man. t 

Margot, Louison, Johanna, his 
tJauqhU r9. 

Etienne, Claude Marts, Raiuond, 
ihch i^uvton. 

Bertrand, another Countryman. 

Appaiition of a black Knight. 

Charcoal-Burner and His Wive. 

Soldias and Ft.o]jle. Officers qf t/te 
Violin. Bulmgs, MonJ^, Mankaht 
Magistrates^ Courtiers, and other 
mute persons in the Cmonation 
Procihsion. 


rUOLOCiUE. 

A rural District. To the right, a Chapel with an Image qf the 
Vh-gin; to the left, an ancient Oak. 


SCCNE T. 

Thibadt D*Ahc. Ills three Daughters. 

Shepherds, their Suitors. 


Three young 


Thib. . Ay. my good neighbours ! wo at least to-day, 

Aio P'renchmen still, free citizen! ahd iQtMf 
Of tho olS soil, which our 
Who knov^s \vhom we ? 

p'or EnglaiAl her 

p’rom every wall ; tlie bl<3 (M lii |^ 35!fli»ce. 

Are trampled down hdofa ; 

Pai.s hath yielded to her 
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And with the aucjcnt cix>wn of Da^beil 
Adonis the bcion of a foreign race. 

Our king's debcendant, disinhented, 

^ Must steal iu st'cret through his own domain ; 

While hib tirst peer and nearest relative 
Contends against him in the hostile ranks ; 

Ay, his uunatnial mother leads them on. 

Around us tov\ns and peaceful hamlet buru. 

Near and more near the devnstatin^^Bie" 

Bolls t^K'ard these ’lales, whuli leposc in peace 
—Therefore, good iicighboui*s, 1 ha> o now resolved. 
While God still grants us to provide 

For my three daughters ; for ’nudst war’s alarms 
Women require protection, and true lo\e 
Hath power to render lighter every load. 

• \To ihejinl Shepherd. 
Come, Etienne ! You seek m} ^argot’s hand. 
Fields lying side by side and lovuig heaits 
Fromisa a liappy union ! * [To the second. 

Claude! You ’le silent, 
And my Lonison looko upon the ground*? 

Ilohr. shall I separate two loving hearts 
Because you have no wealih to ofier mt * 

Who now has wcaltli*^ Our hams rnd homes afford 

Spoil to the foe, and fuel to tlu ir 1 

In times like these, a husband s faithful breast 


Affords the only shelter from Uie storm. 

Louts. My father ! 

CiArnn Marip. Myliouisonl 

Louison {embracing Johanna), My dear sister ! 

This . I give to each a yard, a stall and herd, 

And also tliirty acres ; and as God 
Gave me his blessing, so I give you mine ! 

MARoftr Embracing Johanna) ^ 

Gladden our father — follow our example ! 
thisf day see three unions mtiiied 1 
Thib. . Now go rmake all things ready ; for the mom “ 
^11 see the wedding. Let our«<village fnends 
BeaUaseottM for the festival. 

IThe Ueo oonph retire ami-inrarm 
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SCENK [T. 

ThIBADT, RaJMONJ), tloHANNA. 

( 

Tuib. . Thy sisters, Joan, will soon be happy brides; 
i sec them gladly, they rejoice my age ; 

But thou, my youngest, giv’sl me gnef and pain. 
Pi VIM. . Whatsis the matter? Why upbraid thy child? 
TiiiB. . Tl(‘re is ^his noble youth, the flower and piido 
Of all oui village ; he bath fix’d on thee 
His ftmd affections, and for three long years 
Has woo'd tlioe with respectful tendenieas ; 

But thou dost thrust him back, with cold reserve, 
"Nor is there one niong all our shepherd youths 
Who e’er can ^in a gracious smile from theo. 

—I see thee btooming in thy youthful prime; 
Thy spring it is, the joyous time of hope ; 

Thy person, like a tender flowTi*, hath now 
Disclos’d its becuty, hut F vainly wit 
For love’s sweet blossom genially to blow, 

And ripen joyously to golden fniit ! 
v)h that must evor grieve mt , and botrfiiys 
Some sad deficiency in nature’s work ! 
i 'J'he heart T like not, which, severe and cold, 

) Expands not in the genial years of youth, 
lUiM. . Forbear, good father ! Cease to urge her thus ! 

A noble tender fruit of heavenly growth 
Is my Johanna’s love, and time alono 
Br ingoth the costly to matmity ! 

Still she delights to range among the hills, 

And fears debceurling from Iho wild free heath. 
To tarry ’neath the lowly roofe of men, 

Whore dwell the narrow cares of humble life. 
From the deep vale, with silent wander, oft^ 

T mark her, when, upon a lofty hill 
Surrounded by her fiock, erect she stands, 

With noble •port, and bends herltenest gaze 
Down on* the small domaitis of earth. To mo 
She looketh then, as if ether times 
She came, foreboding thingfi of import high. , 
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Thib. • *Tis tliat pn-cisely wliicli disjilcabes me ! 

She sliuiis luT sistei’b’ gay companionship ; 

Seeks out the desert mountains, leaves her couch 
Before the crowing of the morning cock, 

And in the dreaded hour, when men are wont 
Confiiliugly to seek their fellow-men. 

She, like the solitary bird, creeps forth, 

And in the fearful spuit-realrn of iiia\t. 

To \ on cross w’ay repairs, and there jiione 
ITolds>secret commune with the r/ountain wind. 
Wherefore this place precisely dotli she choose ? 
Why hither always doth sh^ d!l\e her flock? 

For hours together I ha\c seen her sit 
In dreamy musing ’netlth the Druid tree, 

Which CVC17 happy creature shuns wdth awe. 

For ’tis not holy there , an spirit 
Hath since the fearful pagan day^ of old 
Beneath its branclit‘8 fix’d his dread abode. 

The ohbst of our Aillagers relate 
Strange tales of horror of the Druid tree ; 
Mysterious \ oices of ur earthly sound ' 

From its unlmllow d shade oft meet the ear. 

Myself, wdien in the gloomy twilight hour 
My path once t hanc’d to lead mo n^^ar this tree. 
Beheld a spectral figure sitting the re, 

Which slowly from its long and ample robe 
Stretch’d forth its wither’d hand, and beckon’d me ; 
But on I went with speed, nor look’d behind, 

And to the care of God consign’d my soul. 

Eaimonb (pointmg to the image of the Virgin), 

You holy image of the Virgin blest, 

Whose presence lieavcnly pcac'o difiuseth round. 
Not Satan s work, leadeth thy daughter here. 

Tiiib, . No ! not in vain hath it in fearful dreams 
And apparitions strange reveal’d itself. 

I’dr three successive nights I have beheld 
jfohanna sitting on the throne hi Hheims, 

A sparkling diadem of seven Btara* 

Upon her brow, the sceptre in her hand, 

Frpm which three lilies sprung, and 1 , her sire. 
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With her two sisters, micl the noble peers. 

The earls, archbishops, and the himself, 
Bow*d domi before Ikt. Jii wy humble home, 
How could this splendour enter iny jioor brain? 
Ob, ’tis the prelude to some fearful f dl ! 

This warning dream, in pictur’d show, reveals 
Tho vain and sinful longing of her heart 
She \6i\^ with shame upon her lowly hiith. 
Because "ith richer beauty (Jtbd hath grac’d 
Her form, ..nd dower'd her with wondrous gifts 
Above the oilier niaid(‘na of this \.ile, 

She in her heart •indulge'^ sinful jiridc, 

And pride it is. through which the angels fell, f 
By which the lieiid of Hell seduces man. 

Haim. , Who cherishes a purer, Immhlcr nund 

Than doth thy pious daughter*^ Does she not 
Willi cheorfcd •spirit work her sisters’ will? 

She is more hj^hly gifted far than they, 

Yet, like a setMint maiden, it is she* 

Who silently }»erfonns tho hiimbltst lasks. 
Heuealh her guiding liniub prospeiity 
Atttendeth still thy harvests and thy Ibaifts; 

And around all bht‘ docs th^re (‘easeless flows 
A blcsj|fng, rare and imacromi table. 

Thtb. . Ay truly ! Unaccountable indeed ! 

Sad horror at this blesMiig seizes uu* ! 

—But now no more , lieneeforth I will be silent. 
Shall I accuse my own belo\td child ? 

I can do lurnght but warn and pray for her. 

Yet warn I must. — O hlmn the Druid tree! 

Stay not alone, and in the mi/lniglit hour 
Breali not the ground for roots, no drinks prepare, 
No characters ipscnho upon the sand > 

Tis easy to uiihx'k the realm of spirits ; 

Listening each sound, beucath n lilm of earth 
They lie in wyt, ready to rush aloft. 

Stay nqt alone, for in tho wilderness 

The prince* of darkness tempted e’en our Lord. 
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Scene FIl. 

TnmArr, lUmoND, Johanna, 

Bkuteand eaten, a helmet in hts hmvL 
pAiM. . Hus]i ! Ikto is TFortrand coming back fiom toTO, 
Wlial bears lie in hi^ baud ? 

]3EJiriiAM>. Yon look nt me 

AVitb '^ondoriuff gaze : no doubt yoi* ire surprised 
To seq thi^ miftial bolni ! A 

TiiruAUT. ' AVe i(fr indeed ! 

(^ome, tell us bow you camo bj; it‘^ AAby bnng 
This fearful omen to our pwicefnl valo^ 

[Johanna, who ha» remained indifferent durnnj the 
two secNC.*, becomes attentive y and f^tejn* 

nearer 

Hlki . I scarce can tell you how T came by it. 

t bad ]irocur’d h 0 iu‘* tools at Vaujoulenrs ; 

A crowd was gather d in the iparket-place, 

For fuglli^es wen jUst «arriv’d in baste 
From Orloiuis, biinging most disastrous news. 

In ;tumulr all the town together flock’d, 

And as I forc’d a passage through the crowds, 

A hrovvu Boliemlui woman, with thi^ holm. 
Approach’d me, eyed me narrowly, and said’ 

“ Fellow, }ou seek a helm; 1 know it well. 

Take this one! For a trifle it is yours.” 

** Go with it to the soldif rs,” I replied, 

“ 1 am a hushandinan, and want no lielm^” 

She would not cease, however, and went 
None kiioweih if he may not want a beluit 
A roof of metal for the head just now 
Is of more %alne than a liouse of stone.” 

Tims she pursued me eloboly* through the streets. 
Still offering the helm, w’hich I refused* 

1 mark’d it well, and saw that it was bri| 

And fair and worthy of a knightly h 
And when in doubt I weigh’d it M i 
The strangeness of the fhcident iW 
The woman disappcar’d» for suddenly 
The rushing crowd had ciiMed her way, 
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And 1 was left, the helmet in my hand. 

Johanna {attempting eagerly to seize it). 

Give me the helmet! 

Hertrand. Why, what boots it you? 

It is not suited to a maiden's head. 

Johanna (seizing it from him). 

Mine is the helmet— it belongs to me ! 

Thib. . What^him is this? 

Kaimond. \ Nay, ¥ her have her way ! 

This warl\^ ornament becomes her well, 

For in her bosom beats a manly heart. 

Ilemernber hSw she onco subdued the wolf. 

The savage monster which destroyed our herds, 

And fill’d the neighboring shepherds with dismay. 
She all alone — the lion-heai*ted maid — 

Fought with the wolf, and from him snatch’d the 
lamb, ^ 

WTiich he was bearing in his bloody* jaws. 

How bmve so5’(t the head this helm adorn’d, 

It cannot grace a worthier one than hers I 
Tiiibaut (t» •Bertrand). 

llekte what new disasters hav^c occurred* 

What tidings brought the ^igitives ? 

Bertrand. May God 

Have ^ty pn our land, and save the King ! 

In two great battles we have lost the day ; 

Our foes- are station’d in the heart of Prance, 

Far as the river Loire our lands are theirs' — 

Now their whole force they have combined, and lay 
Close siege to Orleans. 

ThibaW. God protect the King ! 

Bert. ♦ Artilleiy is brought from every side, 

And as the dusky squadrons of the bees 
Swarm round the hive upon a summer day, 

Ae, clouds of locusts from the sultry air 
Descend and shroud the country round for miles, 

So doth the cfoud of war, o’er Orleans’ fields. 

Pour fort5i<>its maoj^tnationed multitudes, 

Whose varied speei^ in wild conftision blent, 

With strange and»!l^ilow murmurs fills the air,^ 

For Burgundy, the mighty potentate, 
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Conducts his motley host ; the HennegarlAns, 

The men of Liege and of Luxemburg, 

The people of Namur, and those who dwell 
In fair Brabant; the wealthy men of Ghent, 

Who boast their velvets, and their costly sillss; 

The Zealanders, whose cleanly towns oppear 

Emerging from the ocean ; Hollanders 

Who milk the lowing herds ; men froiy. Utrecht, 

And even* from J^est Friesland’s di^mt realm, 

Who look tow^ards the ice-pole — aU?^ombine, 

. Beneath the banner of the powerful duke, 

%' Together to accomplish Orleans* fall. 

Thib. . Oh the unblest, the lamentable strife, 

Which turns the arms of France against itself ! 
Bert, . E’en she, the Motiier-Queeri, proud Isabel — 
Bavaria’s liaughty princess — may be seen. 

Array'd in armour, riding through JLhe camp; 

With poisonous words of irony she fires 
The hostile troops tc fury ’gainst her son, 

Whom she hath clasp *d to her maternal breast’ 

Thib, . A curse upon her, and may God prepare 
For her a death like- haughty Jezebel’s! 

Bert. . The fearful Salsbury conducts the siege, 

The town-destroyer; with him Lionel, 

TKe brother of the lion ; Talbot, too ' 

Who, with his murd’rous weapon, moweth down 
The people in the battle : they haw sworn. 

With ruthless insolence, to doom to shames 
The hapless maidens, and to sacrifice 
All who the sword have wielded, with the sw*ord« 
Four lofty watch-towers, to o’ertop the town, 

They have uprear’d; Earl Salsbury from on hi^. 
Casteth abroad his cruel, murd’) ous gbince, 

And^ marks the rapid wanderers in the streets. 
Thousands of cannon balls, of pond ’routs weighty 
Areiliurl'd into the city. Churches lie . 
ln,i!uin’d heaps, and Notre Damn’s royal tower 
Begins at length to bow its lofty bead. 

Th^^ also have form’d powjjeivvaults below, 

^ And thus, above a subterranean bell, 

The timid city every hour expects^ 
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’Midst crashing thunder, to break forth in flames. 
[Johanna listens with close attention, and places the 
helmet on her head. 

This. . But where were then our lieroes? Where the swords 
Of Saintraillea, and La Hire, and brave Dunois, 

Of P'rance the bulwark, that the haughty foe 
With such impetuous force thus onward rushed ? 
WhcT^e is the King? CaU; he supinely see 
His ki if'dom s peril, and Kis cities’ fall ? 

Bert. . The Kiuj at Chinon holds his court ; he lacks 
Soldiers keep the held. Of what avail 
The leader'? ccsirage, and the hero’s arm, 

W^hen pallid fear doth paralyze the host? 

A sudden panic, as if sent from God, 

Unnerves the courage of the bravest men. 

In vain the sdnimons of the King resounds 
As when the howling of the wolf is heard, 

The sheep in terror gatlier side by side. 

So F’renchm&n, careless of their ancient fame, 

Seek only now the shelter of the towns. 

Oue knight alone, I have been told, has brought 
A feeble company, imd joins the King ** 

With sixteen banners, , 

Johanna {quickly). What’s the hero’s name ? 

Bert. . ’Tis Baudricour. But much I fear the knight 
Will not be able to elude the foe, 

Who track him closely with two numerous hosts. 
Johan. . Where halts the knight? Pray tell me, if you know 
Bert. , About a one day’s march from Vaucouleurs. 

Tuibaut {to Johanna). 

Why, what is that to thee? Thou dost inquire 
Conceniing matters which become thee not. 

Bebt. . The foe being now so strong, and from the King 
No safety to be hoped, at Vaucouleurs 
They have with unanimity resolved 
To yield them to the Duke of Burgundy. 

Thus we avoid a foreign yoke, and still 
Continue ^jy our ancient royal line; 

Av, to the ancient^rown we may fall back 
^iioiild France and Burgundy be reconcil’d. 

z 
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Johanna {as if inspired). 

Speak not of treaty ! Speak not of surrender ! 
tW Saviour comen, he arms him for the fight. 
The fortunes of the foe before the walls 
Of Orleans shall be wreck’d ! His hour is come, 
He now is ready for the reaper’s hand. 

And with her sickle will the maid appear, 

And mow to earth the harvest of his /fide. 

She from the heavens will tear his pfory down, 
Whiclr'he had hung aloft, arnong/^ie stars ; 
Despair not ! Fly not I for ere yonder corn 
Assumes its golden hue, or €re‘"the moon 
Displays her perfect orb, no English horse 
Shall drink the rolling waters of the Loire. 

Bert. . Alas ! no miracle will liappen now ! 

Johan. Yes, there shall yet be one— a snow-white dove 
Shall fly, and with the eagle s boldness, tear 
The birds of prey, which rend her Fatlierlond. 

She shall o'erthrow this haughty Burgundy, 
Betrayer of the kingdom; Talbot, too, 

The hundred-handed, heaven-defying scourge ; 

This Sal sbuiy, who violates our fanes, 

And all these island robbers shall she drive 
Before her like a flock of timid lambs. 

The Lord will be with her, the G d df battle ; 

A weak and trembling creature be will choose, 
And through a tender maid proclaim his power, 
For he is the Almighty ! 

Thibaitt. What strange power 

Hath seized the maiden? 

Ratmonp. Doubtless ’tis the helm 

Which doth inspire her with such martial thoughts 
Look at your daughter. Mark her flaslung eye, 
Her glowing cheek, which kindles as with fire ! 

Johan. This realm shall fall ! This ancient land of fame, 
The fairest that, in his majestic course, 

» T|h’ eternal siin surveys — this ‘paradise, 

“Vfhich, as the apple of his eye, Ooitloves— 
Endure the fetters of a foreign yoke? 

' -^Here were the heathen witter’d, and the^ross 
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And holy image first were planted here ; 

Here rest Saint Louis’ ashes, and from hence 
The troops went forth, who set Jerusalem free. 
Bertrand {in astonishment). 

Hark how she speaks ! 'Why, whence can sho obtain 
This glorious revelation ? — Father Arc ! 

A wond’rous daughter God hath given you ! 

Johan. We shall no longer serve a native prince ! 

The KiAg, who never dies, shall pass away — 

The guartl'an of the sacred plough, who fills 
The earth wjth plenty, who protects our herds, 

Who frees the hondmen from captivity. 

Who gathers all his cities round his throne— 

Who aids the helpless, and appals the base, 

Who envies n j one, for he reigns supreme ; 

Who is a mortal, yet an angel too, 

Dispensing mercy on the hostile earth. 

For the King’s throne, which glitters o’er with gold, 

Affords a shelter for the destitute 

Power and compassion meet together there, 

The guilty tremble, but ihe iust draw near. 

And with the guardlkn lion 1 earless sport! 

The stranger king, who cometh from afar, 

Whose fathers’ sacred ashes do not lie 
IntetT d among us ; can he love our land ? 

Who was not young among our youth, whose heart 
Ilespondetli not to our familiar words. 

Can he be as a father to our sons ? 

Thib. • God save the King and France ! We’re peaceful folk, 
Who neither wield the sword, nor rein the steed. 
—Let us await the King whom victoiy crowns ; 

The fate of battle is the voice of God. 

He is our Lord who crowns himself at Rheims, 

And on his head receives the holy oil. 

— Como, now to w^ork ! come ! and let every one 
Think only of the duty of the hour ! 

Let the earth’s great ones for the earth contend, 
UntrouWled we may view the desolation, 

For stedfast stand the acres which we till. 

The flames consutne our villages, our com 
Is trampled ’iieath the tread of wor^ke steeds ; 
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With the new spring new harvests re -appear, 

And our liglit huts are quickly rear'd again ! 

aU retire, except the Maiden, 

Scene IV. 

Johanna {alone). 

Farewell, ye mountains, ye beloved gladpa, 

Yo lone and peaceful valleys, fare ye wfll ! 

Through you Johanna never more mtfiy stray ! 

For aye Johanna bids you now fa^Avell. 

Ye meads which 1 have water’d,, and ye trees 
Which I have planted, still tu beauty bloom ! 
Farewell ye grottos, and ye crystal springs ! 

Sweet echo, vocal spirit of the vale. 

Who saiig st responsive to my simple strain, 

Johanna goes, aud ne’er returns again. 

Ye scenes whore all my tranquil joys J knew, 

For ever now I le<!ve you far behind ! 

Poor foldless lambs, no shepherd now have you ! 

O’er the Mide heath stray henceforth unconfin’d ! 

For I to danger’s field, of crimson hue, 

Am summon'd hc>ncc, another flock to find. 

Such is to mo the Spirit’s high bc-hest ; 
earthly vain ambition fires breast. 

For who in glory did on Horeb’s height 
Descend to Moses in the bush of flame. 

And hade him go and stand in Pharaoh’s sight — 
Who once to Israel’s pious shepherd came, 

And sent him forth, his champion in the fight,— 
Who aye hath loved the lowly shepherd train, — 

He, from these leafy boughs, thus spake to me, 

Go forth ! Thou shalt on earth my witness be. 

Thou in rude armour must thy limbs invest, 

^ plate of steel upon thy bojiom wear ; 

Vain earthly love xmj never stirHhy breast,, 

Nor passion’s sinful glow ||P‘'kindled there. 

Ne’er with the bride- wreaSfc shall thy locks be dress’d, 
Nor on fhy bosom bloom on ipfant fair ; 
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But war’s triumpliant glory shall he thine ; 

Thy martial fame all women’s shall outshine, 

“ For when in fight the stoutest hearts despair, 
When direful ruin threatens France, forlorn, 

Then thou aloft my oriflamme shalt bear, 

And swiftly as the reaper mows the corn, 

Thoi* shalt lay low the haughty conqueror ; 

His fortune’s wheel thou rapidly shalt turn, 

To Gaul's heroic sons deliv’rance bring, 

Believe beioaguer’d Bheims, and crown thy king!’* 

The heavenly Spirit promised me a sign ; 

He sends the hfdmct, it hath come from him. 

Its iron filleth mo with strength divine, 

I feel the courage of the cherubim ; 

As with t]ie rushing of a mighty wind 
It drives me forth to join the battle's din ; 

The clanging trumpets sound, therfihargers rear, 

And the loud war-cry thunders in mine ear. 

[She goes out. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

The royal Residence at Chinon. 

DtJNpis and Du Chatel. 

Dunois. No longer I’ll endure it. T renounce 

This recreant Monarch who forsakes himself. 

My valiant heart doth bleed, and 1 could rain 
Hot tear-drops from mine eyes, that robber-swords 
Partition thus the royal realm of France ; 

That cities, ancient as the monarchy, 

Deliver to the foe the rusty keys, 

While here in idle and inglorious ease 
We lose th^ precious season of redemption. 

— Tidings of Orleans’ peril reach mine ear, 

Hither I spe<y^m distant Normandy, 

Thinking, axisl|^ in panoply of war. 

To find the Monarch with his marshall’d bpSts ; 
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And find him — here ! begirt with troubadours, 

And juggling knaves, engaged in solving riddles, 
And pbmning festivals in Sorels honour^ 

Aft brooded o’er the land profoundost peace ! 

— The ConRtable hath gone, ho will not brook 
Longer the spectacle of shame.—-! too 
Depart, and leave him to his evil fate. 

Duch. . Here comes the King. 

Scene II. 

Kino Oiiakles. The sdmie, 

Chas. . The Constable hath sent us back his sword 

And doth renounce our service. Now, by Heaven! 

e thus hath rid us of a churlish man. 

Who insolently sought to lord *it o’er us. 

Dunois. a man is precious in such perilous^ times ; 

I would not deal thus lightiy with his loss. 

Chas. . Thou speakest thus from love of opposition ; 

While he was here, thou never wert his friend. 
Dunois. He was a tiresome, proud, vexatious fool, 

Who 'xiever could resolve. — For once, however, 

He hatJjtTesolvcd. ^ Betimes he goetli lienee, 

Where honour can no longer be achieved. 

Chas. . Thou’rt in a jdcasaiit humour; unclistuib’d 

111 leave thee lo enjoy it. — Hai’k, Du Chatcl I 
Ambassadors arx3 here from old king Ilene, 

Of tuneful song the master, f enowned. 

—-Let them as honour’d guest^te entertain’d, 

And unto each present a cliain of gold. 

[To the bastard. 

Why smilest thou' Dunois? 

Dxtnois. " Thpjt from thy mouth 

Tlv>u shakes! golden chains. 

Duchatel:; Alas ! my King ! 

Nd gold existeth in thy treasuiy. 

Chas. . TMen gold must be procured. — ll must not bo 
Tljet bards unhonour’d from ^ur court depart. 

’Tie they who make our barren sooptoe bloom, 

’Tie they who weath around*& fruitless crown ’ 
Life’s joyous bruich, of green. 
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Reigning, they justly rank tliemselves as kings, 

Of gentle wishes they erect their throne, 

Their harmless realm existeth not in space ; 
Hence should the bard accompany the king, 

Life’s higher sphere the heritage of both ! 

Ducii. . My royal Liege ! I sought to spare thine ear 
So long as aid and counsel could be found ; 

Now dire necessity doth loose my tongue. 

— Nought hast thou now in presents to bestow, 
1’hou ha it not wherc'witlial to live to-morrow ! 

The spring, tide of tJiy fortune is run out, 

And lowest eld> is in thy treasury ! 

Tlic soldiers, disappointed of their pay. 

With sullen murinum, threaten to retire. 

My counsel fiiileth, not with royal splendour 
But meagerl^', to furnish out thy household. 

Chas. . My royaj customs pledge, and borrow, gold 
From the Lombiu'dians. 

Duohatel. * Sire, thy revenues, 

Thy royal customs, are for three years pledg’d. 
Dunojs* And pledge meanwhile and kingdom both are lost. 
CiJAS. . Still many rich and beaulv ous lands fire ours. 
Lunois, So long as God and Talbot’s swordU^rmit ! 

When Orleans falleth into EnglislISiands 
Then with King lleue thou may st tend tliy sheep • 
Chas. . Still at this King thou lov’st to point thy jest ; 

Yet ’tis this lacldand Monarch, who to-day 
Hath with al^nncely crown invested me. 

Dunojs, Not, in thof'riame of heaven, with that of Naples, 
Which is for sale, I hear, since he kept sheep. 
CiiAS. . It is a sportive festival, a jest, 

Wherein he giveth to his fan^y play, 

To found a world all innocent and pure 
In this barbaric, rude realit 3 ^ 

Yet noble — ay, right royal is his aim ! 

He will again restore the golden age, 

When gentle manners reigned, when faithful love 
The heioic hearts of valiant knights inspired, 

And noble women, whose accomplished taste 
Difftiseth grace around, in judgment sat. 

The old man dwelleth in those bygone 
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And in our work day, w orld would realize 
The dreams of ancientl)ards, who picture life 
*Mid bowers celestial, thron’d on golden clouds. — 
He hath established hence a court of love, 

Where valiant knights may dwell, and homage yield 
To noble women, who are there enthroned, 

And where pure love and true may find a home. 

Me he hath chosen as the prince of Lov^. 

Dunois. I am not such a base degenerate churl, 

As Love"’ s dominion rudely to assfijp . 

I am her son, from her derive mj name. 

And in her kingdom lies my heritage. 

The prince of Orleans vras my sire, and \Yhile 
No woman’s heart w'as proof against his love. 

No hostile fortress could withstand his shock ! 

Wilt thou, indeed, with honour ‘^name thyself 
The pipkice of Love — be bravest of the brave ! 

As 1 liaye read in those old chronicles. 

Love ^e \tent coupled with heroic deeds, 
AJtid^^iant heroes, not inglorious shepherds, 

■ 5Q,!)e^nds tell us, graced king Arthur’s board 
man whose valour is not beauty’s shield, 
ill iMjyorthy of her golden prize. 

Here twirena ! —combat for the crown, 

Thy royal heritage ! — with knightly sword 
Thy lady’s honour and thy realm defend — 

And hast thou with hot valour snatch’d the crown 
From streams of hostile blood, — then is the time, 
And it would well become thee as a prince, 

Love’s myrtle chaplet round thy brows to wreathe. 
Charles {to a Page, who enters). 

What is the niattcr? 

Page. Senators from Orleans 

fh^treat an audience, Sire. 

Charles. Conduct them hither ! 

[Page retires, 

IHubtless they succour need ; what call 2 do, 

' Myself all*succourless I ^ 
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Scene III. 

The same. Three Senators. 

Chas. . Welcome, my trusty citizens of Orleans ! 

What tidings bring ye from my faithful town ? 

Doth she continue with her wonted zeal 
Still bravely to withstand the leaguering foe ? 

Senat. . Ah, Sire! the city’s peril is extreme ; 

And giant ruin, waxing hour by hour, 

Still onward, strides. The bulwarks are destroyed — 
The foe, at e& ih assault, advantage gains ; 

Bare of defencier^i are the city walls, 

For with rash valour forth our soldiers rush. 

While few, alas I return to view their homes, 

And famine’s scourge impendeth o’er the town. 

In this extremify, the noble Count 
Of Rochepterre, commander of the tow|^ 

Hath made a compjict with tlie enemy, 

According to old custom, to yield up^ ^ 

On the twelfth day, the city to the foe, ' 

Unless, meanwhile, before the town appe|^,i;f> ' 

A host of magnitude to luise ilie siege, ' 

[Dunois manifests *Jie stron^^inMgAMti>n. 
Chas. . The interval is brief. 

Senator * We hither come, 

Attended by a hostile retinue, 

To implore thee, Sire, to pity tliy poor town, 

And to send succour ere the appointed day, 

When, if still unrelieved, she must surrender. 
Dunois. And could Saintrailles consent to give his voice 
To such a shameful compact ? 

Senator. Never, Sir! 

Long as the hero liv’d, none dared to breathe 
A single word of treaty, or sunrender. 

Dunois. He then is dead ? 

Senator. ^ The noble hero fell, 

His Monarch’s cause defending, on our walls, 

Chas. . What! Saintrailles deadl Oh, in that single men 
A host is founder’d ! 

[At Knight enters and speaks apart with IXONOIS, 
who starts with mprrise. 
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Bunois. That too ! 

Charles. Well ! What is it? 

I Nois, Count Douglas scnrleth here. 'Jlie Scottish troops 
Hevolt, and threaten to retire at once. 

Unless their full arrears are paid to-day. 

Chas . Du Chatel I 
Du ChateJu {shrugs his shotdders). 

Su’o ! I know not what tb counsel. 
(’has. . Pledge, promise all, OAen unto half my realm. — 
Chat. . ’Tis vain! They ha\e been fed Tyith hope too often! 
Chas . They are the finest troops of aK my host ! 

They must not now, not novr abandon me ! 

Senator (throwing himself at the King’s feet). 

Oh, King, assist us ! Think of our distress ! 

Charles (m despair). 

How ! Can I summon armies from the earth ? 

,^r grow a cornfield on my open palm ? 
jS^iid me in pieces 1 — Pluck my bleechng heart 
^Forth from my le-enst, and coin it stead of gold ! 

I’ve blood for you, but neither coin, nor troops. 

^ [lie sees Sorkl approacK and hastens towards 
her with outstretched arms. 


’ SeENE IV. 

The same. Agnes Sorf! , a casket in her hand, 

Chas. . My Agnes ’ Oh, my love ! my dearest life ! 

Thou eomest here to snatch me from despair ! 

Kefuge I take within thy loving aims; 

Possessing thee, I feel that nought is lost. 

Rorel. . My King, beloved ! 

[Looking around vith an anxious, inquiring gaze. 

Dunois ! ’’ Say, is it true, 

Du Chatel ? 

Du Chatel. Tis alas I 

Sorbl. So great the need ? 

* JSTo treasure left ? The soldiers will disband ? 

0«AT„ ♦ ^as ! it is too true ! • 

him the casket). Here^hero is gold, 

, Here too are jewels I Mek my silver down I 
Sell, pledjTo my cabtles~on my fair domains 
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In Pi-ovcnco, treasure raise — turn all to gold, 
Appease tlie troops ! No time is to be lost ! 

[She urges him to depart. 
Well now, Dunois ! Du Chatel ! Do ye still 
Account me poor, when I possess the crown 
Of \7oinankind ? — She’s nobly bom as I ; 

The. royal blood of Valois not more pure ; 

The most exalted throne she would adorn— 

Yet she rtijccfs it with disdain, and claims 
No other title than to bo my love. 

No gift more jostly will she e’er receive 
Than early tfow’sr in winter, or rare fruit! 

No sacrifice, on my part, she permits, 

Yet socrificeth all she hatli to me ! 

With generous spirit she doth venture all * 

Her wcmlth anS fortune in my sinking berk. 

Duno'ls. Ay, she is mad indeed, my Bang, as thou ; 

She throws her all into a burning house, 

And draw’oth water in the leaky vessel 
Of the Danaides. Thee she will not save, 

And in thy ruin but involve herself.— 

SoREii. . Believe him not ! Full many a time he hatli 
Perill’d his life for thee, ari now forsooth, 

CJhafeth, because I risk my wortbles^'gold ! 

How Have I freely sacrificed to thee 
What is esteemed far more tlum gold and pearls, 

And shall 1 now hold back the gifts of fortune ? 

Oh, come ! T^et my example challenge thee 
To noble self-douial! Let ’s at once 
Cast off the needless ornaments of life ! 

Thy courtiers metamorphose into soldiers ; 

Thy gold transmute to iron ; all thou hast, 

With resolute daring, venture for thy crown ! 

Peril and want wo will participate ! 

Let us l>estrid 0 the war-horse, and expose 
Our tender person to the fiery glow 
Of the hot sun, take for our canopy 
The clouds above, and make the stones our pillow; 
The rudest warrior, when he sees his King 
Bear hardship and privation like the meanest, 

Will patiently endure his own hard lot! 
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CiLUtLES {laughing). 

Ay ! now is realized an ancient word 
Of prophecy, once uttered by a iiun 
Of Clairraont, in prophetic mood, who said, 

That through a woman s aid I o’er my foes 
Should triumph, and achieve my father’s crown. 

Far off I sought her in the English camp ; 

J strove to reconcile a mother s lieart ; 

Here stands the heroine — my guide to Rheims ! 

My Align es! I shall triumph through thy love ! 

SoBEL. Thoult triumph through the vayint swords of frionds, 
Chas. . And from my foes’ disscnsio^is much I hope — 

For sure intelligence hath reach’d mine car, 

That ’twdxt these English lords and Burgundy 
Things do not stand precisely as they did ; — 

Hence to the duke I have doftpatch’d La Hire, 

To try if he can lead my angry v^^ssal 
Bock to his ancio7it loyalty and faith : — 
l^h mctoient now 1 look for liis return. 

CiiAtel {at the^window). 

A knight e’en now dismounteth in the court. 

Chas. . A welcome messenger! We soon shall loam 
Whether we’re doomed to conquer or to yield. 

Scene Y. 

The same. La Hike. 

Charles {meeting him), 

Hope bringest thou, or not ? Be brief, La Hire ! 

Out with thy tidings ! What must we expect ? 

Hire. . Expect nought, Sire, save from thine own good 
sword. 

Chas. . The haughty duke will not be reconciled ! 

Speak ! How did he receive my embassy ? 

Hire. . His first and uncondlti6$ial demand, 

Ere he consent to listen to thine errand, 

* Is that Du Chatel be deliver’d* up, 
iWhom he doth name the murder^^r of his Sire. 

Chas. . This base condition we reject with scorn 1 
Hire... Then be the league dissolved ere it commence ! 

Chas. . Hast thou thereon, as 1 comiuanded thee, 
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Challenged the duke to meet me in fair hght 
On Montereau’s bridge, whereon his father fell? 
Hire. . Before him on the ground I flung thy glove, 

And said : — “ Thou wouldst forget thy majesty, 

And like a knight do battle for thy realm.” 

He scornfully rejoined — “ He needed not 
To fight for that which he possess’d already. 

Bi't if thou wert so eager for the fray, 

Before the walls of Orleans thou wouldst find him, 
Wliither he purposed going on the morrow 
Thereon he laughing turn’d his back upon me. 
Chas. . Say, did nof'jugtico raise her sacred voice, 

Within the precincts of my Parliament? 

Hire. . The rage of party. Sire, hath silenc’d her. 

An edict of the Parliament declares 
i Thee, and th}* race, excluded from the throne 

Hunois. These upstart burghers’ haughty insolence ! 

Chas. . Hast thou attempted with my mother aught? 

Hire. . With her? ' » 

Charles. Ay! How did she demean herself? 

La Hire {after a few moments' reflection). 

I chanced to step within Si.. Denis’ walls 
Precisely at the roytil coronation. 

The crowds were dress’d as for a festival ; 

Triutnphnl arches rose in every street 
Through which the English monarch was to pass. 
The way was strewed with flowers, and with huzzas, 
As France some brill iant conquest had achieved. 

The people thronged around the royal car. 

SoREL. They could huzza->huzza, while trampling thus 
Upon a gracious sovereign’s loving heart ! 

Hire. . I saw young Harry Lancaster — the boy — 

On good St. Lewis’ regal chair enthroned; 

On either side his haughty uncles stood, 

Bedford and Gloucester, and before him kneeled. 

To render homage for his lands, Duke Philip. 

Chas. . O peer dishCnour’d ! O unworthy cousin 1 
Hire. . The child was timid, and his footing lost' 

As up the steps he mounted towards the throne. 

An evil omen ! murmured forth the crowd. 

And scornful laughter burst on every side, * 
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Then forward stopped Queen Isabel — thy mother, 
And — but it angers me to utter it ! 

Charles. Say on. 

Hire. . Within her arms she clasped the boy, 

And herself placed him on thy father's throne. 

Chas. . Oh, mother ! mother ! 

La Hire. E’en the murcierous bauds 

Of tlie Burgundians, at this spectacle, 

Evinced some tokens of indignant shame. 

The ^ueon perceived it, and addressed the crowds, 
Exclaiming with loud voice : grateful, Erencli- 

men, r * 

That I engraft upon a sickly stock 
A healthy scion, and redeem you from 
The misbegotten son of a mad Sire ! ” 

[The King hides his fmef Agnes hastens towards 
him and qlasps him in her /irms ; all the by- 
slanders express aversion and horror. 

Dun^s. She- wolf «x)f France ! Bagc-brea\hing Megara I 
Chains {after a pmuse to the senators). ' * 

' Yourselves have heard the posture of affair^; 

Delay no longer, back return to Orl^^ths, 

And l»ear this m<vssage to my faithftil to?|a : 

' 1 do absolve my subjects from tlicir oath,' 

Their own best interests let them now consult, 

And yield them to the Duke of Burgundy ; 

Yclept the Good, he needs must prove humane. 
Dunojs. What say’st thou, Sire ’? Thou will abandon Orleans I 
Senator (kneels down). 

My King ! Abandon not thy faithful town! 

Consign her not to England’s harsh control. 

She is a precious jewel in thy crown, 

And none hath more inviolate faith maintain’d 
Towards the kings, thy royal ancestors. 

Dunois. Have we been routed? Is jikwful, Sire, 

1^ leave the English the fields 

^ Without a single stroke to saf^e^the to^t^ 

And thinkest thou, with careless blreati^^i^ooth. 

Ere blood hath flowed, rashly to give 
the fairest city from the h^rt of Franck?, 

Chas. , Blood hath been ^poured forth4reely, and yarn I 
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The hand of Heaven is visiblj^ against me ; 

In every battle is ray host overthrown, 

I am rejected of my parliament. 

My capital, my people, hail my foe, 

Those of my blood, — my nearest relatives, — 
Forsake me and betray — and my own mother 
Doth nurture at her breast the hostile brood. 

— Beyond the Loire we will retire, aud yield 
To the o’ermastering hand of destiny 
Which sidelh with the English. 

SoBEL. Ood forbid 

That we in weak despair should quit this realm ! 
This utterance came not from thy heart, my King, 
Thy noble heart, which hath been sorely riven 
By the fell deed of thy unnatural mother ! 

Thou 'It bo thyself again, right valiantly 
• Thoult battle with thine ach'erse destiny, 

Which dottf oppose thee with relentless ire. 
Charles (lost in gloomy thought). • 

Is it not true ? A dark and ominous doom 
Imf endeth o’er the heaven-abandon’d house 
Of Valms — there preside the venging powers, 

To whom mother’s crimes uiibarr’d the way. 

For thii'ty years my sire in madness rav’d ; 

Alread^^ have three elder brothers been 
Mow’d down by death ; ’tis the decree of Heaven, 
The house of the Sixth Charles is doom'd to fall. 
SoREL. In thee 'twill rise with renovated life i 

Oh, in thyself have faith ! —Believe me, King, 

Not vainly hath a gracious destiny 
Eedeem’d thee from the ruin of thy bouse. 

And by fhy brethren's death exalted thee. 

The youngest bom, to an unlook’d for throne. 
Heav^en in thy gentle spirit hath prepaid 
The leech to remedy the thousand ills 
By party rage jitftieted on the land. 

The flames of dvil discord thou wilt quench. 

And he^i'Tt tells me, thou’lt establish peace, 
And f^nd anew the monarchy of France. 

Cbas. . Not I ! The rude fnd storm-vexed times require 
A pilot formed by nature to command. 

A peaceful nation I could render hxppy, , 
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A wild rebellious people not subdue. 

I never wiUi the sword could open hearts 
Against me closed in hatred’s cold reserve. 

SoREL. The people's eye is dimm’d, an error blinds them. 
But this delusion will not long endure ; 

The day is not far distant, when the love, 

Deep rooted in the bosom of the French, 

Towards their native monarch will revive. 

Together with the ancient jealousy, 

Whk?h forms ii barrier ’twixt the hostile nations. 
The haughty foe precipitates his doom. 

Hence, with rash haste abancV)n not the field, 

With dauntless front contest each foot of ground, 
As thine own heart d^end the town of Orleans ! 
Let eveiy boat be the wave, 

Eacli bridge be burned abofner than carry thee 
Across the Loire, the hound’ry of thy realm, 

The Stygian flood, o’er which thbre's no return. 
Ghas. • What cpuld be done 1 have done, 1 have ofter’d. 
In single^light, to combat for my crown. — 

1 was refused. In vain my people bleed. 

In •-vain my towns' are level! d with the dust. 

Shall I, like that unnatural mother, see 
My child in pieSes severed with the sword? 

No *, 1 forego my claim, that it may live. 

Dunois. How, Sire ! Is tjiis fit language for a king? 

Is a crown thus renounced ? Thy meanest subject, 
For his opinion’s sake, his hate and love, 

Sots proj)erty and life upon a cast ; 

When civil war hangs out her bloody flag 
Each private end is drowned in party aeol. 

The husbandman forsakes his plough, the wife 
Neglects her distaff; children, and old men, 

Djou rude 'garb of war i ^the citizen 
Consigns his town to the devouring flames^ 

The peasant burns the nreduce of nis fields; 

And all to injure or adf^tage thee, 

And to achieve the purpose of hj^ heart. 

Men show no mercy, and they wish for none, 

When they at honours cqjl maiiStain the fight, 

Or for thofcr idols or their gpds^ contend. 

^A truce to such efl’eminate pity, then. 
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Which is not suited to a monarch's breast. 

— Thou didst not heedlessly provoke the war ; 

As it commenced, so let it spend its fury. 

It is the kw of destiny that nations 

Should for their monarchs immolate themselves . 

We Frenchmen recognise this sacred law, 

Nor would annhl it. Base, indeed, the nation, ^ 
That fot* its honour ventures ncjf its all. 

Ciiaei.es («o the SenAjoes). 

. ‘YouVe h^ard my lost resolve — expect no other. 

May Gio^ protect you ! 1 can do no more. 

Dunois. As thnu ^dost turn thy hack upon thy realm, 

So may the GodP.of battle aye avert 

His visage from thete^ Thou forsak’st thyseff. 

So If forsake power combined 

Of England aiyi^wl^ious Burgundy, 

Thy own mean spirit'hurls thee from the throne. 
Born herofls ever were the kings of France ; 

Thou wert a t^raven even from thy ]^irth. 

[To the Senators. 

Tli? King abandons you. But I will throw 
Myself into your towm — my fither s town — 

And ’neath its ruins find a soldier s grave. 

[He is about to depart, — ^Agnes Soeel detaim Mm, 
Sjl {to the pTNo). 

Oh let him not depart in anger from thee ! 

Harsh words his lips have utter'd, but his heart 
Is true as gold. ’Tis he, himself, my King, 

Who loves thee, and hath often bled for tlico. 

Dunois I confess, the heat of noble wrath 
Made thee forget thyself — and oh, do thou 
Forgive a faithful friend's o’erhasty speech ! 

Come! let me quickly reconcile yOMr'hqarts, 

Ere anger forth in Same ! 

[Dunois loMfis^dly at the and ajpears to 
await 

Ch*s. . Our way liesi'^^ver wte Loire. Du Chatel! 

See all our equipage embarked. 

Dunois {quickly to Sorel). Farewell ! 

[He turW^ckly round, and goes ouL — The Sena 

TORS jmw* 
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SoBEL {wringing her hands in despair). 

O, if he goes, we are forsaken quite ! 

—Follow* La Hire I 0 seek to soften him ! 

[La Hibe goes out. 

SCEKE VI. 

ClIABLES, SoBEL, Du ChATEL. 

Chas. . Is, then, the^sccptre such a peerless treasure? 

Is it so hard to loose it from our grasp ? 

Believe me, 'tis more galling to endure 
The domineering rule of these proud vassals. 

To bo dependent on their will §nd pleasure 
Is, to a noble heart, more bitter far 
Than to submit to fate. 

\To Du Chatel, who still lingers. 
DujChatel, go, 

And do what I coramapled ! 

Du Chatel (throws himself at ^ UntG'sfeet). 

^ ph, my Battg ! 

Chas. . No more ! ^ Thou’st Heard my absolute resolve ! 
Chatel. Sire ! witli the Duke of Burgundy make peace ! 

Tis^the sole outleffrom destruction left ! 

Chas. . Thou giv’st this counsel, and thy blood alone 
Can ratify this ^ace ? 

Du Chatel. Here is my bead. 

I oft have risked it for thee in the figtt, 

And with a joyful spirit J, for thee, 

Would lay it doini upoU the block of death. 
Conciliate the Duke ! Deliver me 
To the full measure of his wrath, and let 
My flowing blood appease the ancient hate ! 

Chables (looks at him for some timHi in silence^ and with deep 
emotion). 

Can it be true? Am I, then, 'sunk so low, 

Tbit even friends, who read my inmost heart, 

Pomt out, for my eecfi^e, path of shame ? 

Yee, now 1 recogn^,l&;jip;a^^ £ei11. 

My honour is no im 

Chatel. Refiect— ‘ ‘ ' ' * 

Chables. Be silehtj^^£>kicens6 me not 1 

* Had I ten realms, on %hibh»to turn my back 
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With my friend’s life I would not purchase them. 

— Do what I have commanded. Hence, and see 
My equipage embai’ked. 

Dir Chatel. ’Twill speedily 

Be thme. 

[He stands np and retires, — Agkes Sobel iveeps* 
passionately. 

% 

Scene VII. 

The Tloyal Palace at Chi non, 

CiiAKLEs, Agnes SoitEL. 

CirAiiLEs {seizing the hay.d of Agnes). 

My Agnes, be not sorrowful ! 

Beyond the Ijoiie w^e still shall find a France ; 

We are departing to a happier land, 

Where langhs*a mi^etV an unclouded sky, 

And galcs^more ge:|j»l blow ; we there shall meet 
MoX|i^ gentle manners ; song abidoth there, 

And love auc? life in richer beauty bloom. 

SoKi'iL. Oil, must 1 contemplate this day of wo ! 

Thb King must roam in. banishment ! the son 
Depart, an exile from his father’s hous^, 

And turn liis back upon hi» childhood’s home ! 

O pleasant, happy land, that we forsake, 
iXc'et shall "we tread thee joyously again! 

SofiNE VIII. 

La Hike returm, Charles, Sobel. 

Soiir.L. You come alone ? You do not bring him back? 

• [Observing him more closely. 

La Hire ! What news ? What does that look announce ? 
Some new calamity? 

I;A Hire. * ’ Calamity 

Hath spent itself ; sunshine is now return’d, 

SoBEJ.. Whdt is it ? I implore you. 

La Hire {to the KiNjjiJ, , Summon back 

Charles." *"7 ■ ' ,Why? What is it? 

Hire. . Summon them ba«dt!;f^y fortune is reversed. 

A battle has beei!! fcki^t, and thou hast conquer’d. 

A A 
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SoREL. Conquer’d ! O heavenly music of that word I 
Ohas. . La Hire ! A fabulous report deceives thee : 

Conquer’d ! — In conquest I believe no more 
Hire. . Still greater wondem thou wilt soon believe. 

— Here cometh the Archbishop. To thine arms 
He leadeth back Dunois. — 

SoREL. O beauteous flower 

Of victory, wjiich doth the heavenly fruiCfe 
Of peace and reconcilement bear at once I 

Scene IX. 

^The same. Archbishop of Rheims, Dijnois, Du Chatel, with 
’ Raoul, a Knight in a^^our. 

Archbishop {leading Dunois to the ]^ing, and joining their 
hands). '' 

Princes, embrace ! Let rage and discord cease, 

Since Heaven itself hath for oiy: cause declared. 

[Dunois embraces the Kino. 
Chas. . Believe my Vender and perplexity. ^ 

What this solemn earnestness portend ? 

Whence this unlook’d for change of fortune ? 
Archbishop {leads the Kiight forward, and presents him to 
the Kino). Speak! 

Raoui.. We had assembled sixteen rcgimenis 

Of Lotharingian troops, ip join your host ; 

And Baudricourt, a Knight of Vaucouleurs, 

Was our commander. Having gain’d tho heights 
By Yermonton, we wound our domiward way 
Into the valley water’d by the^onne ; 

Th^re, in the plain before us* lay the foe, 
jAiiid when we turn’d, arms glitter’d in our rear. 

e saw ourselves surrounded by two hosts, 

Anfl could not hope fot conquest or for flight. 

Then sank the bravest heart, and in despair 
We all prepared to lay our weapons down. 

The leader^ with each other anxiously 

Songbt counsel and found Bone,--Vhen to our eyes 

A spectacle of wonder show’d itself 1 

For suddenly from forth tlfe thickets' depths 
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A maiden, on her head a polish'd helm, 

Like a war-goddess, issued ; terrible 
Yet lovely was her aspect, and her hair 
In dusky ringlets round Imr sliQulders fell. 

A heavenlj’^ radiance shone around the height ; 

When she upraised her voice and thus address’d us : 
“ "V^hy he dismay’d, brave Frenchmen? On the foe! 
"W^ere they more numerous than the ocean sands, 
God and the holy Maiden lead you on !” 

Then quickly from the standard-bearer's hand 
She snatch’d the banner, and before our troop 
With valiant Tbeftring strode the wond’rous maid. 
Silent with awe, scarce knowing what we did, 

U’he banner luaS the Maiden wc pursue. 

And lired with ardour, rush upon the foe. 

Who, much amazed, sta^d motionless and view 
The miifaqVe with fix'd '"and wondering gaze. — 

Then, as if seized by terror sent from God, 

They suddenly betake themselves t5 flight. 

And caslitig arms and armour to the ground, 

Disperse in wild disorder o’er the field. ^ 

No leader’s call, lo signal now avails; 

Senseless from terror, witlitiut looking back, ' 
Horses and men plunge headlong in the stream, 
Where ihe}’^ without resistance are dea|iji|eh’d. 

It was a slaughter rather than a fight ! 

Two thousand of the foe bestrew’d the field, 

Not reckoning numbers sw’al low'd by the flood. 

While of our company not one was gjlaiat: 

Ohas. . ’Tis strange, by Heaven ! most wonderful and strange! 
SoiiEii. A maiden work’d this miracle, you say? 

Whence did she come ? Who is she? ^ ,,, ‘ 

Eaoui.. • * Who 

She will reveal to no one but the King! 

She calk herself a seer and prophetess ^ 

Ordain’d by God, and promises to raise 

The siego of Orleans ere the moon shall change. 

The people’^credit her, and thirst for war, 

Tlie host she follows — she’ll be here onon. 

[The rmging*of hells is heard, together with tJhe 
clang oj arm. 
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ilark to the din! The pealing of tlio bells! 

’Tis she ! The people greet God’s messenger. 
Charles {to Du 

Co;nduct h<fe?mther. — ’ 1 To Archbishop. 

^ What should I believe ? 

A maiden conquest even now, 

When no^it eip ^e me but a hand dijfine ! 

This is not tHe hommon course of things. 

And da^ I here bblieve a miracle ? 

Many Voices {Behind the scene). 

Hail to the Maiden I—tli^Jetfverer! 

Chas. . She comes ! Dunbis; now Wi^y my place ! 

We will make trial of this wond!roua maid. 

Is she indeed inspired and sent b^ God, 

She will be able to discern the King. 

[Dunofs scats himself; the Kixo stands at his 
right hand, Agnes SonifeL near him; the 
Archbishop and the others oj)pOsite; so that 
the intermediate space remains vacant 

SefENE X. 

Tfie same. Johanna, ahompanied hj the CounciUors and 
many Knights, who occupy the hachgrovjid of the scene; she 
advances with noble bearing,' and slouiy mirveys the com- 
pany. 

Dunots {after a long and soUmitt paused 

thou the wdhd’rous Maiden — 

Johanna '{fntermpU him, regarding hifn with dignity). 

l^tard of Orleans, thou wilt tempt thy God I 
Kiis place abandon, which becomes tliee not ! 

To this more mighty one the Maid is sent. 

[With a firm step she approaeJm fhe Xing, hows 
one knee before him, and, lidng immediately, 
steps hack. All present exprcM their astonish- 
ment, Doxois forsakes his seat, which is occu- 
pied by the Kim. 

CiiAS. . J^aiden, thou ne’er host seen my face before. 

. 'VSn.iej’ice liast thou then this knowledge ? 

Johanna., » Thee I saw 
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When none beside^ savo God in heaven, beheld thee. 

[She approaches' the King and speaks mysteriously » 
Bethink ^lee, Dauphin, in th^'^|>jgone night ! 

When all around lay buried iiSlfetep sleep, 

Thou from tliy couch didst riband offer up 
An earnest prayer to God. ^^Jy^t^thes^^retire 
And I will name the subj^ijrt 6^ tliy prayer. 

Cjias. . What I to Heaven conlid^ ’heed not be 

From men conceal'd. Dikilose to me my prayer, 
And I shall doubt no more that inspires thee 
Johan. Three prayei#'t}mu oflbFdst, Dauphin; listen now 
Whether 1 narniSl^fem to thee ! Thou did&t pray 
That if there were appended to this crown 
Unjust poasession, or if heavy guilt, 

Not yet litoncd for, from thy father’s times. 
Occasion’d this most lamentable war, 

God would accept theo as a sacirifice, 

Have mercy on thy people, and pour forth 
Upon thy hcuil the chalico of bis wrath. 

OliAELEs {stejys back wUh awe). 

Who art thou, mighty one? Wlience comest thou? 

[liH express their astonishment 
Johan. To God thou ofTeredst thii^ second prayer : 

That if it were His will and high decree 
To take away the sceptre from thy race, 

And from ihee to withdraw whate’er thy sires. 

The monarchs of this kingdom, once possess’d, 

He in lus mercy would j)reserve to thee 
Three priceless treasures — contented l^eart. 

Thy friend’s affection, and thine Agnes’ love. 

[The King conceals his face: the spectators ex 
press their astonishment, — After a pauses 
Thy third petition shall I name to thee ? 

Chas. . Enough — 1 credit thee ! This doth surpass 

Mere hum^ knowledge : thou art sent by God ! 
Abchb. Who art tliou, wonde A1 and holy maid ? 

What favouW'^ region bore thee? What blest pair, 
Belov’d of^ Heaven, may claim thee as their child? 
Johan. Most reverend father, I am nam’d Johanna, 

I am a shepherdjs lowly daughter, bom 
In Dom Ilemi, a viUage of my King, 
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Included in the diocese of Toul, 

And from a child I kept my father s sheep. 

—And much and frequently I heard them tell 
Of the strange islanders, who o*er the sea 
Had come to mf&e us slaves, and on us force 
A foreign lord, who^ loveth not the people; 

How the great city, Paris, they ha(t seized. 

And had usurp’d dominion o’er the realnC 
Then earnestly God’s,M^i3^r I implor'd 
To save' us frpm the.jjfe^e chains, 

And to preserve to hS» cmr 

Not distant from my nattve^^lpl^ge stands 

An ancient image of the West, 

To which the pious pilgrims ofl repair'd ; 

Hard by a holy oak, of blessed power, 

Standeth, far-fam’d through wonders manifold. 
Beneatli the oak’s broad shade I lov'd to sit, 

' Tending my flocik — my heart still “^drew me there. 
And if by chance among the desert hills 
A lamhldfL fttmyed, *iwas shown me in a dream, 
irfj&e sliadow of this oak I slept. 

Aiid once, when througli the night beneath this tree 
In pious adoratiop 1 had sat, 
llesisting sleep, the Holy One appear'd. 

Bearing a sword and bltnaer, otherwise 
Clad like a phepherdc^ and thus she spalce: — 

** ’Tisit I ; ai^ Joh^i^Meave thy flock. 

tfiee m another task I 

Oim thc^ with this sword ! 
ext3»mmat% my people’s foes ; 
t0mA\i6i to to master’s son, 

And crown j^gly diadem !” 

And I ^de ^ How njay I presume 

To undertake deeds, a tender maid, 
Unp!^icfa«’4^l8ie'^r^ art of war !” 

And she A inmden pure and chaste 

"ijldiieves wiiatl|ter on earth is glorious, 

If ishe to earthly love ne’er yields Jier heart. 
l4ok upon meJ a v:i*gm, like thyself; 

1 'fo'the Christ, the Lord divine, gave birth, 

And am myself divine!”— Minq^ eyelids then 
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I She touch’d, and when T upward turn’d my gaze, 

' Heaven's wide expanse w'as fill’d with angel-boys. 
Who bore white lilies in their liands, while tones 
Of sweetest music floated through the air. 

— And thus on throe succfilsive nights appear’d 
The Holy One, and cried — “ Arise, Jolmnna! 

Tlje Lord appoints thee to another task !” 

And when the third night she reveal’d herself, 
Wrathfiil‘s|i2i $e6^’8, and chiding spake these words: 
** Obediei^ here on earth ; 

Severe eojl^^h^ie is her heavy doom ; 

She must bi^ jfeified through discipline ; 

Who serlfeth^fieire, is glorified above !” 

While thus slie^l^pake, she let her shepherd garb 
Fall from ber, and as Queen of Heaven stood forth. 
Enshrined iif radiant light, while golden clouds 
Upbore Ijer slowdy to the realms of bliss. 

[All are moved ; Agnes Soret, weeping^ hi^ her 
facevn the bosom of the KiNO. . 

Archbishop {after a long pause), ? 

Before divine credcntiids such as 

Each doubt of earthly prudence must stibside. 

Her deeds attest the truth of what she speaks, 

For God alone such wonders can achieve, 

DtiNOis. I credit not her wonders, but her eyes, 

Which beam \vith innocence a]^d purity. 

Chas. . Am I, a sinner, of s^Cf^oiur? 

Infallible, All-seC^liIng ' 

Mine inmost my 

Johan. Humility shines b^htly ifl'ihe ['j: i 

Thou art al)ase4i bence <^4 exalteth 1 
Chas. . Shall I indeed with^l^d Mjje enemies ? * 

Johan. France I will lay sifeaissiv^'^t thy feet ! 

Chas. . And Orleans, say’st ^ou, will not li^:auri^endcr*d ? 
Johan. The Loire shall sqj||ier''ro]f ilfet^ters back, 

Chas. . Shall 1 in tiiumpli'enter 

Johan. I through fen thou^nd foea^vnU lead thee there, 

[Thj knights make a noise with their lancce and 
shields, and evince sigm of courage^ 

DuNors. Appoint the Maiden to command the host ! 
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We follow blindly wheresoe’er she leads ! 

The holy one’s prophetic eye shall guide, 

And this brave sword from danger shall protect herl 
Hire. . A universe in arms we will not fear, 

If she, the mighty one, precede our troops. 

The God of battle walketh by her side; 

Let her conduct us on to victory ! ^ 

[TIig Knights clang their anm ami ^wess forward, 
Chas. . Yes, holy Maiden, do thou lead mine liost ; 

My chiefs and warriors shall submit to thee. 

This sword of matchless temper, pro\ ed in war, 

Sent back in anger by the Consitable, 

Hath found a hand more worthy. Proj>hctoss, 

Do thou receive it, and henceforward be — 

Johan. No, noble Dauphin ! conquest to my Jiiege 
Is not accorded through this iiTstrumeut 
Of earthly might. I know another sword 
Wherewith I am to conquer, which* to thee, 

I, as the ^^pirit taught, will indicate ; 

Let it be higher brought. 

Charles. Name it, Joimnna. 

J oiiAN. Send to the ancient town of Fierbois ; 

There in Saint Ci^therine’s churchyard is a vault 
Where lie in heaps the spoils of bygone war. 

Among them is the .sword, which I must uso. 

It, by three golden lilies may be known, 

Upon the blade impress’d." Let it be brought, 

For thou, my Liege, shalt conquer through this sword. 
CiiAs . Perform wliat she commands.. 

Johanna. ^ And a white banner. 

Edg’d with a purple bord^, let me bear. 

Upon this banner let the Queen of Heaven 
Be pictur'd, with the beauteous Jesus child, 

Fleeting in glory o’er this earthly ball. 

Fojp so the Holy Mother show’d it me. 

Chas. . So be it as thou sayest* 

Johanna (to Archeishop). Ptoverelud Bishop ; 

. JSaji on my head thy consecrated hands ! 

Pr(Ha<mnc© a blessteg. Father, on thy child ! 

t kneeU dotm. 
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Arch. . Not blessings to receive, but to dispense 

Art thou apjjointed. — Go, with power divine ! 

But ^Ye are sinners all and most unworthy. 

[67ie : a Page enters. 

Pace. . A herald from the English generals. 

Johan. Let Lim appear, for be is sent by God ! 

^ [The King motions to the Page, who retires. 

Scene XT. 

The Hetuld. The same. 

Chas. . Thy tidings, Herald? What tliy message? Speak! 
Her. . Who is it, v’Jio for Charles of Valois, 

The Count of Pointhieu, in this presence speaks? 
DuNOia. Unworthy Herald ! base, insulting knave ! 

Dost thou presume the Monarch of the Flinch 
Thus in his c«v'ii dominions to deny ? 

Thou art protected by thiiic office, else — 

II ER. . One kin^ alone is recognised by France, 

And ho resideth in the English crynp. 

CiiAS . Peace, p^ce, good cousin ! Speak thy message, Herald ! 
Her. . My noble general laments the Vllood 

Which hatli already and still must flow. 

Hence, hj the scabbard holding hack the sword, 

Before by storm the tow n of Orleans falls, 

Ho pfrets thee an amicable treaty. 

Chas. . Proceed! 

Johanna {stuping 

Pjroit me. Dauphin, in thy stead, 

To parley this herald. 

Charles. ' Do so, Maid ! 

Determine thou, fdr j)cace, or bloody war. 

Johanna {to the . JBEbbald). 

Whosendeftjx thee? Who speaketh tln'ough thy moutli? 
Her. . The Earl of Salisbury; tlie British chief. 

Johan. Herald, 'tis false ! The earl speaks not through thee. 
Only the living speaks the dead are silent. 

Her. . The earl isewell, and full of lusty strength; 

He lives, to brijjg doW||i.|^in on your heads. . 

Johan. When thou didst quit i&f British camp, he lived. c 
This morn, wb^le gazing from Le Hmnxelj^s tower, 
A bail from Orleans struck him to the grownd. 
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— Smirst thou, that I discern what is remote ? 

Not to my words give credence ; but believe 
The witness of thine eyes ! his funeral train 
Thou shalt encounter as thou goest hence ! 

Now, Hernld, speak, and do thine errand here. 

Her. . If what is hidden thou const thus reveal, 

Thou know St mine ermnd ere I tell it tlujc. 

Johan. It boots mo not to know it. But do thou 

Give ear unto my words ! This message hear 
In answ’Cr to the lords who sent thee here. 

— Monarch of England, and yc haughty dukes, 
Bedford and Gloucester, regcntgrof this realm ! 

To Heayeu s high King ye are accountable 
For all th^i/hlood that hath been shed ! llcstore 
The key^if all the cities taen by force, 

In <)p]^pi^lion,to God’s holy law^l 

The .Cometh from the King of Heaven 

And offers you or peace, or bloody w^ar. 

Choose yev’ for this I say, that ye may know it; 

To you this l^eauteous realm is not assign’d 
By Mary’s Sou ; — but God hath given it 
To Charles, my lord and Dauphin, who ere long 
Will enter Paris with a monarch’s pomp, 

Attended by the great ones of his realm. 

— Now, Herald, gei, and speedily departy 
For ere thou caust attain the British camp 
And do thine errand, is the Maiden there, 

To plant the sign of victory at Orleans, 

[67e^ retires. In the midst of a general more- 
ment, the curtain falls. 

ACT II. 

Landscape, hounded by "Rocks • 

Scene I. 

Talbot and Lionel, English Generals, Philip, Duke of 
B uRouifpy, Fastolfe, and Chatillonv wUh Soldiers and 
Banners. , 

^ Talbot. Hero let us make a halt, rocks, 

And pitch our camp, in scatter’d troops, 

Dispers’d in panic fear, ^aln tih^uld rally. 
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Choose trusty sentinels, and guard the heights ! 

Tis true the darkness shields us from pursuit, 

And sure I am, unless the foe have wings. 

We need not fear surprfsal. — Still ’tis well 
To practise caution, for we have tp do 
Witli a hold foe, and have sustain’d defeat. 

[Fastolfe goes out with the soldiers . 
Lionel. Defeat! My general, do not speak that word. 

It stings me to the quick to think the French 
To-day have seen the hacks of Englishmen. 

> — O, Orleans 1 Orleans ! Grave of England’s gloiy ! 
Our honour ’its upon thy fatal plains. 

Defeat most ignominious and burlesque ! 

Who will m future years believe t^ tale ! 

The victors of Poictiers and A^co^irt, 

Cressy's holddieroes, routed by 
Burg. . That must console us. Not by power. 

But by the devil, have we been o’erthrovhi ! 

Talbot. The devil of*our own stupidity ! •' 

— How, Burgundy ? Do princes quake and fear 
Before the phantom which appals the vulgar ? 

\ Credulity is but a sorry clv)ak • 

■ For cowardice — Your people first took flight. 

Burg . None stood their ground. The flight was general. 
Talbot. ’Tis false ! Your wing fled first. You wildly broke 
Into our camp, exclaiming : “ Hell is loose. 

The devil combats on the side of France!" 

And tlius you brought confusion ’inong our troops 
Lionel. You can’t deny it. Your wing yielded first. 

Burg. . Because the brunt of battle there commenced. 
Talbot. The Maiden knew the weakness of our camp ; 

She rightly judged where fear was to be found. 
Burg. . How ? Shall.the blame of our disaster rest 
With Burgundy? 

Lionel. By Heav’n ! were we alone, 

We English, never had we Orleans lost ! 

BnRG. . No, truly !— *for ye ne’er had Orleans seen ! 

Who opeiMsd you a way into this realm, 

And reached you fipfith a kind and friendly hand, 
When you desoeu^e^ on this hostile coast? 
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Who was it ciwned your Henry at Paris, 

And unto him subdued the people's hearts ? 

Had this Burgundian arm not guided you 
Into this realm, by Heaven ye ne’er had seen 
The smoke ascending from a single hearth ! 

Lioniil. Were conquests with big words effected, Duke, 

You, doubtless, would have conquered France alone. 
BuiiO. . The loss of Orleans angers you, and now 

You vent yonr gall on me, your friend and ally. 

. What Il)st us Orleans, but your avarice ? 

The city was prepared to yield to me. 

Your envy was tlie sole impediuient. 

Talbot. We did not undertake the siege for you. 

Bubo. . How would it stand with you, if I withdrew 
With all my host? 

Lionel. We should not he worse off, 

Than when, at Agincourt, we provVl a match 
For yMy ££1^ all the banded power of France. 

Burg. . Yet much ye stood in need of our alliance, 

The regent purchased it at heavy cost. 

Talbot. Most dearly, with the forfeit of our honour. 

At Ofieans, have we paid for it to-day. 

Burg. . Urge me no further, Lords. Ye may repent it ! 

Did I forsake the banners of my King, 

Draw down upon my head the trai.or’s name, 

To be insulted thus by foreigners ? 

Why am 1 here to combat against France? 

If I must needs er^iire ingratitude, 

I^et it come rather froTii in}’- native King I 
Talbot. You’re in communication with the Dauphin, 

We know it well, but we shall soon fmd moans 
To guard ourselves ’gainst U’eason. 

Burgundy. • . Death and Hell! 

Am I encounter’d thus? — Chatillon, hark! 

Let all my troops prepare to quit the camp. 

We will retire into our own domain. 

• [Chatillon goes euL 

Lionel. God speed you there ! Never did Britain’s fame 
liore brightly shine, than when she stood alone, 
Oonfiding solely in her own good sword. 
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Lot each one fight his battle for himself, 

7 For 'tis eternal truth, that English blood 

Cannot, with honour, blend with blood of France. 

Scene II, 

The same. Queen Isabel, attended hy a Page, 
Isabel What must I hear ? This fatal strife forbear ! 

Wiiat brain-bewildering planet o’er your minds 
Sheds dire pej^plexity ? When unity 
Alone can save you, will you part in hate, 

And, warring ’mong yourselves, prepare your doom? 
— I do cntreo^ you, noble Duke, recall 
Your hasly orddlt*. You, renowned Talbot, 

Seek to appease an initated friend ! 

Come, Lionel, aid me to reconcile 
These haughtji spirits, and establish peace. 

Lionel. Not I, Madame. It is all one^to me. 

’Tis my bdlief, when things are 

The sooner they part company the better. 

Isabel. How? Do the aits of hell, which on the field 
Wrought such disastrous ruin, even here 
Bewilder and befool us ? Who began • 

This fatal quarrel ? SpeakJ — Lord General ! 

Tour own advantage did you so forget, 

• As to^oflend your worthy friend and ally ? 

What could you do without his powerful arm ? 

’Twas be who placed your Monarch on the throne, 
He holds him there, and Ihte can hurl him thence ; 
His army strengthens you— still more his name. 
Were England all her citizens to pour 
Upon our coasts, she never o’er this realm 
Woidd gain dominion, did she stand alone; 

No ! France q{in only be subdued hy Fi*anco ! 

Talbot. A faithful friend we honour as we ought ; 

Discretion warns us to beware the false. 

Burg. . The liar’s brazen front beseemeth him 

Who would absolve himself from gratitude. 

Isabel. How, nobl^ Duke ? Could you so far renounce 
Your princely honour, and your sense of shame, 

As clasp the hand, of him who slew your sire ? 

Are you so mad to entertain the thought 
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Of cordial reconcilement with the Dauphin, 

Whom you, yourself, liave hurl’d to ruin’s brink ? 

His overthrow you have well nigh achieved, 

And madly now would you renounce your w'ork? 
Here stand your allies. Your salvation lies 
In an indissoluble bond with England. 

Bobg. . 'Far is my thought from treaty with the Dauphin ; 
But the contempt and insolent demeMiuu? 

Of haughty England I will not endure. 

Isabel. Come, noWe Duke ! Excuse a hasty word. 

Heavy the grief which boAvs the general down, 

And AvelJ you know, misfortune makes unjust. 

Come! come! cmbi'ace; let 'me this fatal breach 
Repair at once, ere it becomes etenial. 

Talbot. What think you, Burgundy ? . A noble heart, 

By reason vanquish’d, doth confess its fault. 

A wise and prudent word the Queen hath spoken;; 
Come, let my hand, with friendly ‘pressure, heal 
The wouud inflicted by my angry tongue. 

Buhg. . Discreet the counsel olTered by the Queen! 

My just wrath yieldeth to necessity. 

Isabel. *Tis |[ell ! Nd^with a brotherly embrace, 

CQii|rrisi and |li^w<established bond ; 

Aritf inay wiiSW spoken. 

[BmaGUNDV and T >sjLB(j^^fnibrace^ 
Lionel imWmp <mde), 

HaAi&PI^ union 1by the Furies planned ! 

Isabel. Fai» liath proved adverse, we have lost a battle, 

Butf do not, therefore, let your courage sink. 
Thc|C)auphin, in despair of heavenly aid, 

Dotn ma^ ^lianco with the powers of Hell ; 

Vainly Ms soul he forfeits to the Devil, 

For Hell itself cannot deliver him, 

A conquering maiden leads the hostile force ; 

Yours, I, myself, will lead ; to you III stand 
In place of maiden or of prophetess. 

Lionel. M|iaame, return to Paris ! Wer desire 

^ To t^ar with trusty weapons, not y^ith women. 
Talbot. Go! go! Since your arrival in the camp, 

Fortune hath fled our banners, and our course 
Hath still been retrograde. 
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IIUBGUXDY. * Depart at once ! 

Your presence here doth scandalize the host. 

Isabel [looks from one to the other with astonishment). 

This, Burgundy, from you ? Do you take part 
Against me with these thankless English lords ? 
Buiig. . Go ! go ! The thought of combating for you 
Unnerves the courage of the bravest men. . 

Isabi:l. 1 scarce among you have establish’d peace, 

And you already form a league against me ! 

Talbot. Go, in God’s name. When you have left the camp, 
No devil will again appal our troop^, 

Isabel. Say am I noi jour true confederate ? 

Are we not banded in a common cause? 

1’albot. Thank God ! your cause of quarrel is not ours. 

We combat in an honourable strife. 

Burg . . A father’s blobdy murder 1 aven^ ; 

Stem filiqjl duty consecrates my , arms. 

Talbot. Confess at once ! Your conduct towards the Dauphin 
Is an offences alike to God and mad. 

Isabel. Curses blast him and his posterity ! 

Tiie shameless son who^sinq^against liis mother! 
Burg. . Ay ! to avenge a husbl^i^d and $ f^tht^rf 
Isabel. To judge his motherl^eoniu^jibe prb^Qi|i^.}y, 

Lionel. That was, indeed, irre7e^pt,m:,a son ! ; 5 
Isabel, ilmd me, forsooth, he &6m 1 

Talbot. Urged to the measure by ^5b publie^M^i' 

Isabel. A curse light on him if I e-er forgi^;^!^ I ' " 

Rather than see him on his father’s mjope — 
Talbot. His mother’s honour you would sacrihe^i 
Isabel. Your feeble natures cannot comprehend* 

The vengeance of an outrag’d xiioth^r's heart. 

Who pleasures me, I love ; wha wrongs, I hate. 

If he who wrongs me chance to be my son. 

All the more worthy is he of my hate. 

The life I gave, I will again take back 
From him who doth, with ruthless violence, 

The bosom rend which bore and nourish’d him. 

Ye, who dc^ thus make war upon the Dauphin, 

What rightful cause have ye to plunder him? 

What enme hath*he committed against you 
W^t insult are you call’d on to avenge ? 
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Ambition, paltry envy, goad you on ; 

I haye a right to hate him— he s my son. 

Talbot. He feels his mother in her dire revenge ! 

Isabel. Mean hypocrites ! I hate you and despise. 

Together with tlie world, you cheat yourselves ! 

With robber-hands you English seek to clutch 
This realm of France, where you havens just right, 
Nor equitable claim, to so much earth 
As ooqld be cover'd by your charger’s hoof. 

—This Duke, too, whom the people style The Good, 
Doth to a foreign lord, his country’s foe, 

For gold betmy the birthla]|jd*'Of his sires. 

And yet is justice ever on your tongue. 

—Hypocrisy I acorn. Such as 1 am, 

So let the world behold me l 
Burgundy. It is true ! 

Your reputation you have well maintain’d. 

Isabel. I’ve passions and warm blood, and as a queen 
Came to this realm to live, and not to seem. 

Should I have lingeied out a joyless life 

Because the curee of adverse destiny 

To a mad consort join’d my blooming youth ? 

More than my Ufe I prixe my liberty. 

And who assails me here — But why should I 
Stoop to dispute with you about niy rights ? 

Your sluggish blood flows slowly in your veins ! 
Strangei^s to pleasure, ye know only rage ! 

This duke too— who, throughout his whole career, 
Hath water’d to and fro, ’iwixt good and ill — 

Can Dither hate nor love with his whole heart. 

—I go to Melun. Let this gentleman, 

[Pointing io Lionel. 

Who doth my fancy please, attend me there, 

To cheer my solitude, and you may work 
Your own good pleasure ! I’ll inquire no more 
^ Concerning the Burgundians or the English. 

[She beckons to her Page, afid is about to re- 
tire 

Lionel. Rely upon us, we will send to Melun 

The fairest youths whom we in battle take. 

[Coming bach 
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Isabel. Skilful your arm to 'wield tho sword of death, 

The French alone can round the polish’d phrase. 

[She goes owt. 

Scene III. 

Talbot, Buroundt, Lionel. 

Talbot. Heavens ! Wliat a woman ! 

Lionel. Now, brave generals, 

Your cauftscl ! Shall we prosecute our flight, 

Or turn, and with a bold and sudden stroke 
Wipe out the foul dishonour of to-day ? 

Burg. . We are too we^ak, our soldiers are dispersed, 

The recent terror still unnerves the" host. 

Talbot. Blind terror, sudden impulse of a moment, 

Alone occasioned our disastrous rout. 

This phantofl'i of the terror-stricken brain, 

More clo^ly >dew’d, will vanish into air. 

My counsel, therefore, is, at break of day. 

To lead the^army back, across thef stream, 

To meet the enemy. 

BuRGUNijy. Consider well — 

Lionel. Your pardon ! Here is nothing to conSider. 

What we have lost we must at once retrieve, 

Or look to be eternally disgraced. 

Talbot. It i« resolved. To-morrow mom we fight, 

This dread-inspiring phantom to destroy, 

Which thus doth blind and terrify the host. 

Let us in fight encounter this she-devil. 

If she oppose her person to our sword, 

Trust me, she never will molest mo more ; 

If she avoid our stroke — and be assured 
She will not stand the hazard of a battle — 

Then is the»dire enchantment at an end ! 

Lionel. So be it ! And to me, my geneml, leave 
This easy, bloodless combat, for 1 hope 
Alive to take this ghost, and in my arms. 

Before the Bastard’s eyes — her paramour — 

To benr Iter over to the English camp, 

To be the sport and mockery of the host. 

Bueg. Make not too sifi’e. 

Talbot. If encounter me, 

* 8 
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I shall not give lier such a soft embrace. 

Come now, exhausted nature to restore 
Through gentle sleep. At daybreak we set forth. 

[They go out. 

Scene IV. 

Johanna, with her banner, in a helmet and breast-plate, other- 
wise attired as a woman, Dunois, La Hire, Knights, and 
Soldiers, appeap above upon the rocky path, pass silently 
over, and appear immediately after on the scene, 

Johanna {to the Knights, who surround her, while the proces- 
sion continues above), * 

The wall is scaled, and we are in the camp ! 

Now fling aside the mantle of still night, 

Which hitherto hath veil’d your silent march, 

And your dread presence to Uxe^foe proclaim 
By your loud battle Maiden ! 

All {exclaim alouJd,, amidst the loud arms), 

God and thq Maiden ! {Dn/wts and trumpets. 

Sentinels {behind the scene), ^ The foe ! The foe ! The foe ! 
Johan. Ho ! torches here ! Hurl fire into the tents I 
Let the devouring flames augment the horror. 

While threatening death doth compas* them around ! 

[Soldiers hasten on, she if aliout to follow, 
Dunois {holding her back). 

Thy part thou hast accomplish’d now, dphanna! 

Into the camp thou hast conducted us. 

The foe thou hast deliver’d in our hands. 

Now from the rush of war remain apart ! 

The bloody consummation leave to us. 

Hire. . Point out the path of conquest to the host ; 

Before us, in pure hand, the bfiyiner bear, 

But wield the fatal weapon not thyself; 

Tempt not the treacherous god of battle, for 
He rageth blindly, and he spareth not. 

Johan, Who dares impede my progress? Who presume 
The Spirit to control, which guidatli nm ? 

^ . Still must the arrow wing its destin’d Ittght I 
^ Where danger is, there must Johanna be ; 

* Nor now, nor here, am I foredoojji’d to iWl ; 
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Our Monarch’s royal brow I first must see 
Invested with the round of sovereignty. 

No hostile j)ower can ix)b me of my life, 

Till I’ve accomplish'd tlic commands of God, 

{She goes out, 

HiiiK. ^ Come, let us follow after her, Duiiois, 

Ard let our valiant bosoms be her shield ! {Exit, 

Scene V. 

English Soia)iEBs hurry over the %iage. Afterwards Talbot. 

1 Sol. . The Maiden in the camp I 

2 Soldier. • Impossible! 

1 1 cannot be ! J low came she in the camp ? 

8 Sol. . Why through the air ! The devil aided her ! 

4 AND 5 Soldiers. 

Fly ! fly ! Wei*ai'c dead men ! 

Talbot {enters), * , 

They Iiced • — They stay not at my call ! 

The sacred liSBs of discipline ai*e Iboscd ! 

. As Hell had pOured her damned legions forth, 

A wild distmeting impuljie whirls along, 
in one mad throng, tha cowardly and Ift-ave. 

1 cannot rally e’en the smaSest troop 
To form a bulwark ’gainst the hostile flood. 

Whose raging billows press into our camp I 
— Do I alone retain my sober senses, 

While all around in wild delirium rave ? 

To fly before these weak degeneiate Frenchmen 
Whom we in twenty battles have o’er thrown ?— 

Who is she then — the irresistible — 

The dread-inspiring goddess, who doth turn 
At once the tide of battle, and transform 
To lions bold^ a herd of timid deer ? 

A juggling minx, who plays the well-leam’d part 
Of heroine, thus to appal the brave ? 

A woman snatch from me all martial fame ? 

Soi.l)iEB {rushes in). 

The Maiden comes ! Fly, general ! fly ! fly ! 

Talbot {strikes him down). 

Fly thou, thyself, •to HeU ! This sword shall piei*ce 
Who talks to me of fear, or coward flight 1 * 

^ [H# goes out. 
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Scene VI. 

The prospect opens. The Knglish camp is seen in flames. 

DrumSyflight and pursuit. After a whiU\ Montgomery enters. 
Montgomery [alone). 

Where shall I flee? Foe§'ull around and death ! XiOt 
here 

The furious general, who, with threatening sword, 
prevents 

Escape, and drives us back into the jaws of death. 
The dreadful Maiden there —the terrible — who, like 
Devouring flame, destruction spreads ; while all around 
Appears no bush wherein to hide — no sheltering cave ^ 
Oh, would that o'er the sea I never had come here I 
Me miserable ! Empty drooms deluded me— 

Cheap glory to achieve on GalKa’s martial fields ; ' 
And 1 am guido.d by malignant de^sliuy 
Into this murdVous fight. — Oh, were 1 far, far hence, 
Still in ixfy peaceful Lome, pn Severn’s flowery banks, 
Where in mj' father s house, in sorrow and in tears, 

I loft my mother and my fair young bride. 

' [Johanna appears in the distance. 

Wo*s mo! What* do I see! The dreadful form a})- 
pears ! 

Arrayed in lurid light, she from the raging fire 
Issues, 06 from the jaws of liell, a midnight ghost. 
Where shall I go ? — where flee; ? Already from afar 
She seizes on me with her eye of fire, and flings 
Her fatal and unerring coil, whose magic folds 
With ever-tightening pressure bind my feet, and 
make 

Escape impossible ! Howe’er my Iieai’t rebels, 

I am compell’d to follow with my gaze that form 
Of dread I 

[JouANNA advances towards him some steps ; and 
again remains standing. 

* She comes ! I will not passively awii^it 

Har furious onset ! Imploringly 4 11 olasjp 
Her knees ! I’ll sue to lier for life. She is a woman, 
I may perchance to pity move her by my tears ! 

[While he is on tim point of approaching her, she 
* draics near. 
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SCKAE VH. 

JOITAXN’A , MoNT<iOM£llY. 

Johan, rivpare to die ! A British mother bore theel 
]\joNTOOMEKv { falls at hn feet). 

Fall bac-h, toiTilic one ! Forbear to strike 
All ui]prot(?cled foe I I^fy sword and shield 
1 ve flung aside, and sup|ilicating fall 
Defenceless at thj' feet. A ransom take ! 
Extinguish not the precious light of life! 

With fair j)oss05sions crown'd, iny father dwells 
In Wales’ fair land, where among verdant meads 
* The winding Sitivem rolls his silver tide, 

And fifty villagers confess his sway. 

With heayj" gold he will redeem liis son, 

Wlien he shgll heai* I'm in the camp of France. 
Johan. Deluded mortal ! to destruction doomed! . 

Thou’rt fhllen in tho Maiden’s hand, from which 
Iledeniption or deliverance there is none. 

Had adverse formuo given th(’e a*proy 
To the fierce tiger or the (U'oeodilo — 

Hadst robbed tlie lion •mother of her brood — 
Compassion thou mightst hope to fin3 and pity ; 
]3ut to encounter me is c<?it}iin death. 

For my dread compact with the spirit realm- — 
ThS stern, inviolable — bindeth me, 

To slay each living thing whom battle’s God, 
Full charged wiUi doom, delivers to my sword. 
Mont. . Thy speech is fearful, but thy look is mild ; 

Not dreadful art thou to contemplate near ; 

My heart is drawn towards thy lovely form. 

0 ! by the mildness of Ihy gentle sex, 

Attend my player. Compassionate my youtli. 
Johan. Name me ilc^t woman 1 SiK){ik not of my sex ! 

^ Like to the bodiless spirits, who know nought 
Of earth’s humanities, I own no sex ; 

Ilenoath this vest of steel there beats no heart. 
Mont. . 0 ! by Love’s sacred all pervading power, 

To whom all hearts yield homage, I conjure thee. 
At home 1 loft behind a gentle bride, 

Beauteous as tliou, and rich in blooming grace ; 
Weeping she waiteth her betrc|^)ed’s return. 
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O ! if thyself dost ever hope to love, 

If in thy love thou liopest to bo happy. 

Then ruthless sever not two gentle hearts, 

Together linked in love’s most holy bond ! 

Johan. Thou dost appeal to unknown gods, 

To whom I yield no 'Of Love’s bond. 

By which thou dost coM^p^, 1 know nought, 

Nor ever will I know service. 

Defend thy life, for death iit^h summon thco. 

Mont. . Take juty^on niy sorrowing parents, whom 

I left at home. Doubtless thou, too. hast left 
Parents, who feel disquietude foi^ ihcc. 

Johan. Unhappy man ! thou dost remember me 

How many mothers, of this land, 5 ’'our amis 
Have rendered childless and disconsolate ; 

' How many gentle children lathojrless ; 

How many fair young bride.s dejected widows ! 

Let England’s mothers now be taught despair, 

And learn to weep the bitter tear,, oft shed 
By the bereav’d and sorrowifig wives of Fmnce. 
Mont. . Tis hard, in flireign lands to die unwept. 

Johan. Who caU’d you over to this foreign land. 

To waste the blooming culture of our fields. 

To chase the ^asant from his household hearth, 
And in our cities’ peaceful sanctuary 
To hurl the direful thunderbolt of war? 

In the delusion of your hearts ye thought 
To plunge in servitude the freeborn French, 

And to attach their fair and goodly realm, 

Like a small boat to your proud English liark ! 

Ye fools ! The royal arms of France are hung 
Fast by the throne of God ; and ye as soon 
From the bright wain of heaver might snatch a star. 
As rend a single village from this ’realm, 

Which shall remain inviolate for ever I 
—The day of vengeance is at length arrived ; 

Not giving shall ye measure back the sea. 

The sacred sea— the boundaiy set by; God 
fc, Betwis^t our hostile nations — and the which 

Ye ventur’d impiously to overgass. 

Montgomei^t {fets go ^ver hands). 

O, I must die !« I feel the grasp of cleath ! 
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Johan. Die, friend! Why tremble at the approach of death, 
Of mortals the irrevocable doom? 

Look upon me ! I'm bom a she])hcrd maid ; 

This hand, accustom’d to the peaceful crook, 

.Is all unused to sword of death, 

Yet, snatch’d childhood's peaceful haunts, 

Prom the fond lather and of sisters, 

\J7ged by no of eaithly glory, 

But Heaven-ap|)6!int€d to achieve your ruin, 

Like a destroying angel J must roam, 

Spreading dire havoc round me, and at length 
Myself must fall a sacrifice to death ! 

Never again skijl 1 behold my home! 

Still many of your people I must slay, 

Still many widows make, but I at length 
Myself shall perish, and fulfil my doom. 

— Now thine lulfil. Arise ! resume thy sword, 

And let us^fight for the sweet prize of life. 
iiiiiiMilfflY {ittands up). 

Now, if thou fcrt annortal like myseU, 

Can weapons wound thee, it raay4>e assign’d 
To this good arm to endmiy country's w^o, 

Thee sending, sorceress, to the depths of Hell. 

In God’s most gracious hands i leBt:\’e my fate. 

Accursed one ! to thine assistance call 

The fltends of Hell ! Now combat for thy life ! 

[He seizes his sword ami shield^ and rushes upon 
her; martial music is heard in the distance, 
— After a short conflict Montgomery / a//s. 

Scene VIII. 

Johanna {alone). 

To death thy foot did hear the — faro thee well ! 

[Shestepi^ aica^ffYm him and remains absorbed 
in thought. 

Virgin, thou workest mightily in me ! 

My feeble arm thou dost endue with strength. 

And steep ’st my woman's heart in cruelty. 

In pity raells tiie soul and the hand trembles, 

As it did violate some sacred fane, 

To mar the goodly person of the foe. 
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Once I did shudder at the ])olishM sheath, 

. But when ’tis iiccdtjd, I'm possess'd with strength. 
And as it were itself a thing of life, 

The fatal weapon, in my trembling grasp, 
Seif-swayed, inllioteth the unerring stroke. 

^SCENE IX. 

A Knight nith closed visor, Johanna. 

Knight. Accursed one ! thy houv of death is c-cune ! 

Long haVe I sought thee on the battle field, 

Fatal delusion ! get tliee back to hell, 

Wlieuce tliou didst issue forth f 
Johanna. * Say, who art thou, 

Whom his bad genius sendeth in my way? 
Princely thy port, no Briton ‘dost thou seem. 

For the Burgundian colours stripe thy shield, 
Before the wliich my sword inclines its point. 
Knight, Vile castaway ! Tliou all unworthy art 
To fall beneath a prince s nobk hand. 

The hangman's axe should ihy accursed head 
Cleave from thy trunk, unfit such vile use 
The royal duke of Burgundy’s hrave sword. 

Johan. Art thou indeed tliat noble duke himself? 

Knight (raises his.pifor]. 

I’m he, ^^iMVcreature, trcrahle and d spiiirl 
The arte ’Srlielf shall not protect thee more, 

Thou hast till now w’cak daslai*ds overcome ; 

Now” thou dost meet a man. 

Scene X. 

DuNors and La Hire. T/tr same. 

Dunots. ^ Hold. Burgundy ! 

Turn ! combat now” with men, And not with maids. 
Hire. . We will defend the holy prophetess ; 

First must thy weapon penetrate this breast. — 
Burg. . I ffeiu' not this seducing Circe ; np, 

Ncff you, whom she bath changed so shamefully !• 
Oh blush, Duiiois ! and do thou Wusb, La Hire I 
To stoop thy valour vo these hellish artfr— 

„To be shield-bearer to a sorceress ! 
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Como one — come all ! He only who despairs 
Of Heaven’s protection, seeks the aid of HelL 

[Th&y prepare for combat, Johanna steps be- 
tween 

Johan. Forbear ! 

Burgundy. Dost tremble for thy lover ? Thus 

Bfjfore thine eyes he shall-r / 

[He makes a Dunois, 

J ohanna. Dunois, forbear ! 

Part them, La Hire ! no blood of France must flow : 
Not hostile weapons must this strife decide. 

Above the stjjirs ’lis otherwise decreed. 

Fall back ! I sfiy — Attend and venerate 
The Spirit, which hath seized, which speaks through 
me ! 

Dunois. Why, Maidon, now hold back my upraised arm? 

Wliy che(^ the just decision of the sword ? 

My weapon pants to deal the fatal blow 
Which shall ^vengo and heal the woes of France. 

[She 2^1 ctces herself in the midst and sqtarates the 
parties, • 

Johan. Fall back, Dunois! Stand whore thoi^art, I^a Hire! 
Somewhat I have to say ta Burgundy. 

l iyf^hen all is quiet, 

W^h%t wouldst thou, Burgundy f is the foe 

Whom eagerly thy murderous g|ip^s seek ? 

This prince is, like thyself, a son of France, — 

This hero is thy countryman, thy friend ; 

I am a daughter of thy fatherland. 

We all, whom thou art eager to destroy, 

Are of thy friends ; — our longing arms prepare 
To clasp, our bending knees to hono^ &iee. — 

Our sword ’gainst thee is pointless, and that face 
E’en in a hostile holm is dear to us, ' v 
For there w^e trace the features of our king. 

Buru. . What, syren ! wilt thou with seducing words 
Allure thy victim ? Cunning sorceress. 

Me thou dejjidest not. Mine eai's are closed 
Against thy treacherous words ; and vainly daert * 
Thy fiery glances *gaiiist this moil of proof. 
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To anns, Dunois ! 

With weapons let us fight, and not with words. 
Dunois. First words, then weapons, Burgundy ! 

With dread inspire thee ? Tis a coward’s fear, 

And tlie betrayer of an evil cause. 

Johan. Tis not imperious necessity 

Which throws us at thy feet ! We do not f*oinc 
As suppliants before thee. — Look around ! 

The English tents are level with the ground, 

And all .the field is cover’d with your slain. 

Hark ! the war- trumpets of the French resound ; 
God hath decided — ours the victory ! 

Our new-cuird laurel garland with our friend 
We fain would share. — Come, noble fugitive ! 

Oh come where justice and where victory dwell ! 
Even I, the messenger of Heaven, extend 
A sister’s liand to thee. I fain would save 
And draw thee over to our righteous cause ! 

Heaven hath declared for France ! Angelic powers, 
Unseen by thee, do battle for our King ; 

With lilies are the holy ones adorn’d. 

Pure tliis radiant banner is our cause ; 

Its blessed symboUs the Queen of Heaven, 

Bubg. . Falsehood’s fallacious w^ords are full of guile, 

But hers are pure and simple as a child’s. 

If evil spirits borrow this disguise, 

They copy innocence triumphantly. 

I’ll hear no more. To arms, Dunois! to arms! 
Mine car, I feel, is weaker than mine arm. 

Johan. You call me an enchantress, and accuse 
. Of hellish arts. — Is it the work of Hell 
To heal dissension and to foster peace ? 

Comes holy concord from the depths below ? 

Say, what is holy, innocent, and good, 

If npt to combat for our fatherland? 

Since when hath nature been so self-opposed, 

That Heaven forsakes the just and righteous cause,, 
While Hell protects it? If my wojds are true, 
Whence could I draw them but from Heaven above ? 
Who ever sought me in my sjiepherd-walks, 
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To teach the humble maid affairs of state? 

I ne’er have stood with princes, to these lips 
Unknown the arts of eloquence. Yet now, 

When I have need of it to touch thy heart, 

Insight and varied knowledge I possess ; 

The fate of empires and the doom of kings 
Lie clearly spread before my childish mind, 

And words of thunder issue from my mouth. 
Burgundy {greatly movedy looks at her with emotion and 
astonishment). 

How is it with me ? Doth some heavenly power 
Thus strange^ stir my spirit’s inmost dep&s ? 

— This pure, this gentle creature cannot lie ! 

No, if enchantment blinds me, ’tis from Heaven. 

My spirit tells ‘me she is sent from God. 

Johan. Oh ho is mov^ ! I have not pray’d in vain, 

Wrath’s thundercloud dissolves in gentle tears. 

And leaves his brow, while mercy’s golden beams 
Break from Itis ejses and gently promise peace. 

— Away with arms, now clasp him to } our hearts, 

He weeps — he’s conquer’d, he is ours once more ! 
[Her sword and banner Jail ; she%,astensAo him 
with outstretched afnis, and embraces him in 
great agitation. La Hire and Dunois throw 
« down their swords, and hasten also to embrace 
him. 


ACT III. 

Residence of the King at Chalons on the Marne, 

, • Scene I. 

Dunois, La Hire, 

Dunois. We have been true heart-friends, brothers in arms, 
Still have we battled in a common cause, 

And held Jogether amid toil and death. 

Let not the love of woman rend the bond 
Which hath resisted every stroke of fate. 

Hire. . Hear me, my Prince ! • 

Dunois. You lovetthe wondjous maid, 
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And well T know the purpose of your heart. 

You think without delay to seek the King, 

And to entreat him to bestow on you 
Her hand in marriage. — Of your bravery 
The well-eam’d guerdon, he cannot refuse. 

But know, — ere 1 behold her in tho arms 
Of any other— 

IjA Hibb. Listen to me, Prince ! 

Dumois. Tis not^ihe fleeting passion of the eye 

Attracts me to her. My unconquer’d sense 
Had set at nought the fiery shafts of love 
Till 1 beheld this wondrous i^den, sent 
By a divine appointment to become 
The saviour of this kingdom, and my wife ; 

And on the instant in mj heart I vow’d 
A sacred oath, to bear her home, my bride. 

For she alone who is endowed with strength 
Cm be the strong man’s friend. This glowing heart 
XiHiags to repose upon a kjndrod breast, 

Which can .sustain and comprehend its strength. 
IIiBE. . How dare I venture. Prince, my poor deserts 
To nSeasure with your name’s heroic fame ! 

When Count Dunois appeai-etU in the lists, 

Each humbler suitor must forsake ciie field ; 

. Still it doth ill become a shepherd majd 
To stand as consort by your princely side. 

The royal current in your veins would scorn 
To mix with blood of baser quality. 

Dunois. She, like myself, is holy Nature’s child, 

A child divine — hence we by birth are equal. 

She bring dishonour on a prince’s hand, 

Who is the holy Angel's bride, whose head 
Is by a heavenly glory circled, round, 

Whose radiance far outshineth earthly crowns. 

Who seeth lying fai* beneath her feet 
I All that is greatest, highest, of this earth ; 

For thrones on thrones, ascending to the stars, ♦ 
Would fail to reacib the height where she abides 
In angel majesty! 

Hibe. I Our Monarch may decide.t 
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Not so ! she must 

Decide ! Free hath she made this realm of France, 
And she herself must freely give her heart, 

Hibe. . Here comes the King ! 

Scene II. 

CiiABjpjs, Agnes Sobel, Du Chatee, and Chatillon. 
The same. 

Chables {to Chatillon). 

He comes ! My title he will recognise, 

And do me homage as his sovereign Liege ? 

CiiATiL. Here, in his r^al town of Chalons, Sire, 

The Duke, my master, will fall down before thee, 

— He did command me, as my lord and king, 

To give thee greeting. He’ll be ere anon. 

Sobel. He comes ! TIail beauteous and auspicious day, 

Which b^ngeth joy, and peace, and reconcilement ! 
CiJATiL. The Duke, attended by two hundred knights, 

Will hither com^; he at thy feet will b^l ; 

But he expecteth not that 1hou,to hka 
Shouldst yield the cor4ial greeting of a kinsman. 
CiXAs I long to clasp him to my throbbing heart. 

OiiATiL. The Duke entreats that ah this interview. 

No word be spoken of the ancient strife ! 

CiiAS. . In Lethe he the past for ever sunk ! 

The smiling future now invites our gaze. 

CiiATiL. All who have combated for Burgundy 
Shall be included in the amnesty. 

Chas. . So shall my realm bo doubled in extent ! 

CiiATiL. Queen Isabel, if she consent tlieroto, 

Shall also be included in the peace. 

Chas. . She maketh war on me, not I on her. 

With her afoifb it rests to end our quarrel. 

(hiATiL. Twelve knights shall answer for thy royal word. 
Chas. . My word is sacred. 

Chatillon. The Archbishop shall 

• Between you break the fjonsecrated host, 

As pledge and seal of cordial reconcilement 
Chas. . Let my eternal weal he forfeited, 

If my hand’s friendly grasp belie my heart. 

What other surety doth the Duke require T 
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Chatillon (glancing at Du Chatei.). 

I see one standing here, whose presence, Sire, 
Perchance might poison the first interview. 

[Du Chatel retires in silence. 
Chas. . Depart, Du Chaiel, and remain conceal'd 
Until the Duke can bear thee in his sight. 

V follows him with his eye, then hUstcns after 
and embraces him. 

Tinie-hcarted friend I. . Thou wouldst far more than this 
Have done fpr my ri^ose ! ^ [Eodt Du Chatel. 

Chatil. This instrument dpjdi name the other points. 
Charles (to the ABCHBidHOP). , ^ t 

Let it be settled. We agree to all. 

We count no price too high to gain a friend. 

Go now, Dunois, and with a hundred knights, 

Give courteous conduct to the* noble Duke. 

Let the troops, gaifendo4;^ith verdant boughs, 
Pteceive their comrades a joyous welcome. 

Be the whole town awraj^ in festal ppmp, 

And let th^ bells with joyous peal, proclaim 
That France and Butgondy are reconcil’d. 

* [J! jPage enters. IVumpets sound. 

Hark ! What iiSaporteth that loud tnimpet’s call ? 
Page. . The Duke of Burgundy hath stayed his march. [Eait. 
Dorois. Up ! forth to meet him ! , 

[Eadt with La Hire and Chatillon. 

Charles (to Sorel). 

My Agnes ! thou dost weep ! Even my strength 
Doth almost fail me at tliis interview 
How many victims have been doom ’jFto fall 
Ere we could meet in peace and reconcilement ! 

But every storm at length susj^ends its rsige, 

Day follows on the murkiest *hight; and still 
When comes the hour, the latest fruits mature 1 
Archbishop [at the wkidow). 

I The thronging crowds impede the Duke’s advance ; 

He scarce can free himself. They lift him now * 
From off his horse ; they kiss hisf spurs, his mantle. 
Chas. . They’re a good people, in whom love flames forth 
^As suddenly as wrath. — In'how brief space 
They do fo^et that ’tis this vdVy Duke 
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Who slew, in fight, their fathers and their sons ; 

The moment swallows up the whole of life ! 

— Be tranquil, Sorel ! E*en thy passionate joy 
Perchance ipight to his conscience prove a thorn. 
Nothing should either shame or grieve him here. 

Scene III. 

'llie Duke op Burgundy, Dunois, La Hire, Chatillon, and 
two other Knights of the Puipi'e train. The Duke remains 
standing at the do0r ; the King mctines towards him ; Bur* 
GUNDY immediatelg advances/ find, m the moment when he is 
about to throw hmie{f upon his knees, the King receives him 
in his arms, 

(’has. . You have surprised us — it was our intent 

To fetch you*hither — but your steeds are fleet. 

Burg. . They hor^ me to^jnyjjuty. 

[He d^rcwes Sorel, and kisses her brow, 
« ' • With your leave ! 

At Arras, niece, it ia our privilege. 

And no ihir damsel may exemption claim. 

Chas. . Humour doth speak your coui t the seftt of love, 

The mart, where all that’s* beautiful must tarry. 
Burg. . We are a traffic-loving people. Sire ; 

Wh|te’er of costly earth’s wide realms produce, 

For show and for enjoyment, is displayed 
l^on our mart at Bruges ; but above all 
There woman’s beauty is pre-eminent. 

SoREL. More precious far is woman’s truth ; but it 
Appeareth not upon the public mart. 

CiLvs. . Kinsman, ’tis rumour’d to your prejudice. 

That woman’s fairest virtue you despise. 

Burg. . The heresy Jpfiicteth on itself 

The heaviest penalty. Tis well for you, 

From your own heart, my King, yeu leam’d betimes, 
Wliat a wild life hath late reveal’d to me. 

[He perceives the Archbishop, and extends his hand. 
Most revesend minister of God ! yo^.hlessing f 
You still are to be found on duty’s path. 

Where those must walk who w'ould encounter you 
Abcbb. Now let my Master call me when he will ; 

* ft 0 
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My heart is full, I can with joy depart, 

Since that mine eyes have seen this day ! 

Burgundy (?o Sor«'l). Tis said 

That of your precious stones you robb’d yourself. 
Therefrom to forge 'gainst me the tools of war ? 

Bear you a soul so martial? Were you then 
So resolute to work my overthrow ? 

Well, now our strife is over; what was lost 
Will in duo season all be found again. 

Even your jewels have relum’d to you. 

Against me to make war they were design’d ; 

Keceive them from me as a jj]i«dge of peace. 

[Tic receives a casket from one of the Attendants, 
and 2>rese7its it to her open. Souel, embar- 
rassed, looks at the King. 

CiiAS. . Eeceive this present; ’tis a t\9ofold pledge 
Of reconcilement, and of fairest lour'e. 

Burodndy {placinff a diamond rose in her hair). 

Why, is it not the diadenuof bVance ? 

With full as glad a spirit I would place 
The gulden circle on, this lovely brow\ 

* [Taking her hand significantly. 

And count on if, at some future time, 

You should require a friend ! 

[Agnes Sorel hursts into tears, cufid steps aside. 
The King struggles with his feelings. The 
bystanders contemplate the two Princes mth 
emotion. 

Burgundy {after gazing round the circle, throws himself into 
the King’s arms). ' 

0, my King! 

[At the same moment the three Burgundian 
Knights hasten to DdNeis, La Hire, and the 
Archbishop. They embrace each other. The 
two Fringes remain for a time speechless in 
each ofther's arms. 

1 could i^nounee you ! 1 could bear you hate ! * 

Chas . Hush! hush! No further! • 

BuuoUNdy. I this English King 

Could crown ! Swear fealtyHo this foreigner ! 

*And, you, mf Sovereign^ into ndn plunge 1 
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CiiAs. . Forget it ! Every thing's forgiven now ! 

This single moment doth obliterate all ! 

'Twas a malignant star ! A destiny ! 

BuiiGiJNDY (grasps his hattd). 

lieiieve me, Sire, 111 make amends for all. 

Your bitter sorrow I will compensate ; 

You shall receive your kingdom back entire, 

A solitary village shall not fail ! 

Chas. . We are united. Now I fear no foe. 

Burg. . Trust me, it was not with a joyous spirit 

That I bore arms against you. Did you know — 

0 wherefore Igiit you not this messenger? 

[Pointing to Sorel. 

1 must have yielded to her gentle tears. 

— Henceforth,* since breast to breast we have embraced, 
No power ofliell again shall sever us! 

My erring course ends here* His Sovereign’s heart 
la the true resting place for Burgundy, 

Archbishop (steps between them). 

Ye are united, Princes ! France doth rise 
A renovated phoenix from its ashes. ^ 

Th* auspicious future greets us with a smile. 

The country’s bleeding wohnds will heal again, 

The villages, the desolated towns, 

Eisf in new splendour from their ruin'd heaps, 

The fields array themselves in beauteous green — 
But those who, victims of your quarrel, fell, 

The dead, rise not again ; the bitter tears, 

Caused by your strife, remain for ever wept ! 

One generation hath been doom'd to wo. 

On their descendants dawns a brighter day, 

The gladness of the son wakes not the sire. 

This the dive fruitage of your brother-strife ! 

Oh, Princes ! learn from hence to pause with dread, 
Ere from its scabbard ye unsheath the sword. 

The man of power lets loose the god of war, 

But not, obedient, as from fields of air 
Betums Aie falcon to the sportsman's band. 

Doth the wild deity obey the ccdl 
Of mortal voiced nor vdll the Saviour’s hand 
A second time forth issue from JLhe cloud)^ 

CO 3 
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Bitbg. . 0 Sire ! an angel walketh by your side. 

— ^Where is she ? Why do I behold her not ? 

Ciias. . Where is Johanna? Wherefore faileth she 
To grace the festival we owe to her ? 

Archb. She loves not, Sire, the idless of the court. 

And when the heavenly mandate calls her not * 
Forth to the world’s observance, she retirei^, 

And doth avoid the notice of the crowd ! 

Doubtless, unless the w'elfare of the realm 
Claims her regard, she communes with her God, 

For still a blessing on her steps attends. 

• 

Scene IV. * 

The same. 

Johanna enters. She is clad in armom\ and wears a garland 
in her hair. 

ft 

Ohas. . Thou comest as a priestess deck'd, Johanna, 

To consecrate the union form’d^by thee ! 

Bubg. • How dreadfnl was the Maiden in the fight ! 

How lovely circled by the beams of peace ! 

— My* word, Johanna, have I now fulfill’d? 

Art thou contented ? Have I thine applause ? 

Johan. The greatest favour thou hast shown thyself. 

Array’d in blessed light thou shinest nw\ 

Who didst erewhile with bloody ominous ray. 

Hang like a moon of terror in the heavens. 

[Looking vt>und 

Many brave knights I find assembled here, 

And joy’s glad radiance beahis in every eye ; 

One mourner, one alone 1 have encounter'd. 

He must conceal himself, where all rejoice. 

Boro. . And who is conscious of such heavy guilt, 

That of our favour he must needs despair ? 

Johan. May ho approach? Oh tell me that he may. — 
Complete thy merit. Void the reconcilement 
That frees not the whole heart. A drop of hate 
Bemaining in the cup of joy, converts 
The blessed draught to poison. — Let there be 
^No deed so stain’d with blcfod, that Burgundy 
Cannot forgive it on this day of joy ! 
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Bukg. . Ha! now I understand! 

J OH ANNA. And thoult forgive ? 

Thou wilt indeed forgive? — Come in, Duchatel ! 

[She opens the door and leads in Dughatel, who 
remains standing at a distance* 

The Duke is reconciled to all his foes, 

And he is so to thee. 

* [Duchdtel approaches a few steps nearer, and 
tries to read the countenance of the Duke. 
Burgundy. What makest thou 

Of me, Johanna ? Know st tliou what thou askest ? 
Johan. A gracious sovereign throws his portals wide, 
Admitting eveitj guest, excluding none ; 

As freely as the firmament the world, 

So mercy must encircle friend and foe. 

' Impartially the sun pours forth his beams 
Through all the regions of infinity ; 

The heavan's reviving dew falls every where, 

And brings refreshment to each thirsty plant ; 
Whate’er is good,«and cometh from on high, 

Is universal, and without reserve ; 

But in the heart’s recesses darkness dwells ! 

Burg. . Oh, she can mould me to her wish; my heart 
Is in her forming hand likd melted wax. 

— Duchatel, 1 forgive thee — come, embrace me ! 
Shacte of my sire ! oh, not with wrathful eye 
Behold me clasp the hand that shed thy blood. 

Ye death^gods, reckon not to my account. 

That my dread oath of vengeance I abjure. 

With you, in yon drear realm of endless nigbt, 

There beats no human heart, and all remains 
Eternal, stedfast, and immoveable. 

Here in the li^t of day ’tis otherwise. 

Man, living Seeling man, is aye the sport 
Of the o’ermast’ring present. 

Charles (to Johanna). Lofty maid! 

What owe I not to thee ! How truly now 
Hast thou fulfill’d thy word, — how rapidly 
Beversed ihy destiny ! Thou bast appeased 
My friends, |nd in the dust o!erwhelm’d my foes 
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From foreign yoke redeem’d my cities. — Thou 
Hast all adiieved. — Speak, how can I reward thee ? 
Johan. Sire, in prosperity he still humane, 

As in misfortune thou hast ever been ; 

— And on the height of greatness ne’er forget 
The value of a friend in times of need ; 

Thou hast approved it in adversity. 

Befuse not to the lowest of thy people 
The claims of justice and humanity, 

For thy dcliv’rer from the fold was call’d. 

Beneath thy royal sceptre, thou shalt gather 
The realm entire of France. Thou shalt become 
The root and ancestor of mig^y kings ; 

Succeeding monarchs, in their regal state, 

Shall those outshine, who fill’d the throne before 
Thy stock, in maiesty shall bloom so long 
As it stands rooted in the people's love. 

Pride only can achieve its overthre w, 

And from the lowly station, whence to-day 
God summon’d thy deliv’rcr, ririn dire 
Obscurely threats thy crime-polluted sons ! 

Burg. - Exalted maid ! Possessed with sacred lire ! 

If thou caust look into the gulf of time, 

Speak also of my^race ! Shall coming years 
With ampler honours crowi» my princely line ? 
Johan. High as the throne, thou. Burgundy, hast built 
Thy seat of power, and thy aspiring heart 
Would raise still higher, even to the clouds, 

The lofty edifice. — But from on high 
A hand omnipotent shall check its rise. 

Fear thou not hence the llownfall of thy house ! 

Its gloiy in a maiden shall survive ; 

Upon her breast shall scepti*e-bearing kings, 

The pei^le’s shepherds, hIooih.» Their ample sway 
Shall o’er two re^ms extend, they shall ordain 
Laws to control the known world, and the new, 
j Which God still veils behind the pathless waves. 
Cnxs. • 0, if the Spirit doth reveal it, speak ; 

Shfldl this alliance which we now renew 
In distant ages still unite our i^ns ? 
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Johanna {after a pause). 

Sovereigns and kings ! disunion shun with dread ! 
Wake not contention from the murky cave 
Where he doth lie asleep, for once aroused 
He cannot soon be quell’d ! He doth beget 
An iron brood, a ruthless progeny; 

Wildly the sweeping conflagration spreads. 

— Be satisfied ! Seek not to question further ! 

Tn the glad present let your hearts rejoice, 

The future let me shroud I 

Exalted maid ! 

Thou cans! explore my heart, thou readest there 
If after worldly greatness it aspires, 

To me too give a joyous oracle. 

C»f empires only I discern the doom ; 

In thine own^bosom lies thy destiny ! 

Dunois. AVhat, holy maid, will be thy destiny? 

Doubtless, for thee, who art belov’d of Heaven, 

The fairest earthly happiness shall bloom. 

For thou art* pure and holy. 

. oiiANNA.^ . Happiness 

Abideth yonder, with our God, in Heg,ven. 

Chas. . Thy fortune be henceforth tby Monarch’s care ! 

For I will glorify thy name in France, 

And the remotest age shall call tbee blest. 

Thus I fulfil my wc^. — ^Kueel down ! 

{He draws hie sword and touches her with it- 

And riso 

A noble I I, thy Monarch, from the dust 
Of thy mean birth exalt thee. — In the grave 
Thy fathers I ennoble— thou shalt bear 
Upon thy shield the fleur-de-lis, and be 
Of equal line^e with the best in Franco. 

Only the royal blood of Valois shall 
Be nobler than thine own ! The liighest peer 
Shall feel himself exalted by thy hand ; 

To wed thee nobly, maid, shall be my care. 

Dunois {advamin^. 

My heart made choice of her when she was lowly: , 
Tlie recent honour which encircles her, 

Neither exalts lier merit, nor my love. , 


SOREL. 


Johan. 
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Here in mj sovereign’s presence, and before 
This holy bishop, maid, I tender thee . 

My hand, and t^e thee as my princely vrife, 

If thou esteem me worthy to be thine. 

Chas. . Resistless maiden ! wonder thou dost add 

To wonder ! Yes, I now believe that nought’s 
Impossible to thee. Thou hast subdued 
This haughty heart, which still hath scoff’d till now, 
At Love’s omnipotence. 

La Hire {advancing). If I have read 

Anght Johanna’s soul, her modest heart’s 
Her fairest jewel.— She deservoth well 
The homage of the great, but Hhr desires 
Soar not so high.-— She striveth not to reach 
A giddy eminence ; an honest .heart’s 
True love contents her, and thq quiet lot 
Which with this hand I humbly proffer her. 

Ciias. . Thou too, La Hire ! two brave competitors, — 

Peers in heroic virtue and renown ! 

— Wilt thou, who hast app^sed'mine enemies. 

My realms united, part my dearest friends ? 

One opiy can possess her ; I esteem 
Each to be justly worthy such a prize. 

Speak, maid ! thylieart alone must here decide. 

SoREL. The noble maiden is sui^ribed, her cheek 
Is crimson’d over with a modest blush. ^ 

Let her have leisure to consult her heart. 

And in confiding friendship to unseal 
Her long-closed bosom. Now the hour is come 
When, with a sister’s lo%p, I also may 
Approach the maid severe, and offer her 
This silent faithful breast. — Permit us women 
Alone to weigh this womanly affair ; 

Do you await the issue. 

Charles (about to retire). Be it so ! 

Johan. No, Sire, not so ! the crimson on my cheek 
Is not the blush of bashful modesty. 

Nought have I for this noble lady’s ear 
Which in this pesence I may not proclaim. 

The choice of these brave knights much honours me. 
But I did not forsake my shepherd-walks. 
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To cha^ vaiflL worldly splendour, nor array 
My tenaer frame in panoply of war, 

To twine the bridal garland in my hair. 

Far other labour is assign'd to me, 

Which a pure maiden can alone achieve. 

1 am the soldier of the Lord of Hosts, 

* ^d to no mortal man can I he wife. 

Akchb. To he a fond companion unto man 

Is woman bom — when nature she obeys. 

Most wisely she fulfils high Heaven’s decree ! 
When his behest who call’d thee to the field 
Shall be acco]{IJpli6h*d,^t{M>ult resign thine arms. 
And once again? rejoin ihe softer sex, 

Whose gentle nature thou dost now forego, 

And which from war’s stem duties is exempt. 
Johan Most reverend Sir ! as yet I cannot say 
What worji the Spirit will enjoin on me. 

But when the time comes round, his guiding voice 
Will not be mute, and it I will obey. 

Now he commanas me to complete my task, 

My royal Master’s brow is still iincrown’d, 

Still unanointed is his Sacred head ; • 

My Sovereign cannot yet ie call’d a king. 

CiiAS. . We are advancing on the way to Rheims, 

Johan. Let us not linger, foy the enemy 

Is ptanning how to intercept thy course : 

I will conduct thee through the midst of thorn ! 
DiTNpis. And when thy holy mission is fulfill’d, 

W’^hen wo in triumph shall have enter’d Rlieims, 
Wilt thou not then permit me, sacred maid-— 
Johan. If Heaven ordain that, from the strife of death, 
Crown’d with the wreath of conquest, I return, 

My task will l»e accomplish’d — and the maid 
Hath, thenceforth, in the palace nought to do. 
Charles {taking her hand). 

It is the Spirit’s voice impels thee now ; 

Love in thy bosom, Heaven-inspir’d, is mute; 
Twill noUbe ever so; believe me, maid! 

Our weapons will repose, and victoiy 
'Will by the hand lead forward gentle peace ; 
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Joy will return again to every breast, 

And softer feelings wake in every heifrt, — 

They will awaken also in thy breast, 

And tears of gentle longing thou wilt w^ep, 

Such as thine eye hath never shed before ; 

—This heart, which Heaven now occupies alone, 
Will fondly open to an earthly friend — 

Thousands thou hast till now redeem'd and bless 'd, 
Thou wilt at length conclude by blessing one ! 
Johan. Art weary. Dauphin, of the heavenly vision, 

That thou its vessel wouldst annihilate ? 

The holy maiden, sent to theciby God, 

Degrade, reducing her to coD);i^on dust ? 

Ye billed bf heart ! 0 ye of little faith ! 

God’s giory shines around you , to your gaze 
He dotla reveal liis wonders, apd ye see 
Nought but a woman in me. Dare a w'oman 
In iron panoply array herself, ' 

And boldly mingle in the strife of men ? 

Wo, wo is mo I if e’er my hand’sbould wield 
The avenging sword of God, and my vain heart 
Cherish aSection to a mortal man ! 

Twere better for me I had ne’er been born I 
Henceforth no more of this, unless ye would 
Provoke the Spirit s wratli who in me d^Yclls ! 

The eye of man, regarding me with love, 

To me is horror and profanity. 

Chas. . Forbear! It is in vain to urge her further. 

Johan. Command the trumpets of the war to sound ! 

This stillness doth perplex and harass me ; 

An inward impulse dxives me from repose, 

It still impels me to achieve my work, 

And sternly beckons me to meet my doom. 

Scene V. 

^ A Knight, entering hastily. 

Chas. . What tidings? Speak! 

Knight. The foe has 'cross’d the Mamey 

And mai’shalleth his army^for the fight. 
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Johanna [yiispired\ 

BatUe tumult ! Now my soul is free. 

Arm, warriors, arm ! while I prepare the troops. 

[She goes out, 

Chas. . FoIIto, La Hire ! E’en at the gates of Rheims 
They will compel us to dispute the crown ! 

Dunoib. No genuine courage prompts them. This essay 
Is the last effort of enraged despair. 

CiiAS. . I do not urge you, Duke. To-day’s the time 
To compensate the errors of the past. 

Burg, . You shall be satisfied with me. 

Charles. * Myself 

Will march bdfpre you on the path of fame ; 

Here, with my royal town of Rheims in view, 

I'll fight, and galkntly achieve the crown. 

Thy knight, my Agnes, bids thee how farewell ! 
Agnes (embracing 

I do not wce[), I do not tremble for thee ; 

My faith, unshaken, clcaveth unto God 1 
Heaven, wer« \ve<doom'd to failure, had not given 
So many gracious pledges of Fuceess ! 

My heart doth whisper*me that, victo^-crovm’d, 

In conquer’d Rheims, I shall embrace my King. 
[TrumpeU sound idth a spirited tone , and while 
the scene is changing, pass into a wild martial 
strain. When the scene opens ^ the orchestra 
joins accompanied by warlike instruments 
behind the seme. 

Scene VI. 

The Scene changes to an open counU^y, skirted with trees. 
During the music, Soldiers are seen retreating hastily across 

the hack-ground. * 

• 

Talbot, leanijig on Fastolfe, and accompanied by Soldiers, 
Soon after, Lionel. 

Talbot. Here lay me down, beneath these trees, and then 
* Betako you back, with speed, unto tlie fight ; 

I need no^aid to die. 

Fastolfe. Oh woful day ! [Lionel enters. 

Behold what Big(lit awaits you, Lionel 1 ^ 
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Here lies our General, wounded unto death. 
Lionel. Now, God forbid ! My noble Lord, tLrise ! 

No moment this to falter and to sink. 

Yield not to death. By your all'powei]|^ will, 
Command your ebbing spirit still to livT 
Talbot. In vain I The day of destiny is come. 

Which will o*erthrow the English pow'er ii^ France. 
In desperate combat I have vainly risk’d 
The remnant of our force to ward it off. 

StiTick by the thunderbolt I prostrate lie, 

Never to rise again. — Bheims now is lost, 

Hasten to succour Paris ! 

Lionel. Paris is with the Dauphin reg0ncird ; 

A courier even now hath brought the news. 

Talbot {tearing o f his bandages ). 

Then freely flow, ye currents qf my blood. 

For Talbot now is weary of the sun ! 

Lionel. I may no longer tarry : Fastolfe, Ifaste ! 

Convey our leader to a place of safety. 

No longer now can we maintain this post ; 

Our flying tiroops disperse on every side, 

On, with resistless might, the Maiden comes. 
Talbot. Folly, thou conquerest, and I must yield ! 

Against stupidity *the veiy gods 
Themselves contend in vain. Exalted reason, 
Resplendent daughter of tlie head diviiii, 

Wise foundress of the system of the world, 

Guide of the stars, who art tliou then, if thou, 
Bound to the tail of folly’s uncurj^’d steed, 

Must, vainly shrieking, with the drunken crowd. 
Eyes open, plunge down headlong in the abyss. 
Accura’d, wmo Striveth after noble ends, 

And with deliberate wisdom forms his plans ! 

To the foohking belongs the wolld — 

Lionel. My Lord, 

But for a few brief moments can you live— 

I, Think of your Maker ! ^ 

Talbot. Had we, Kke brave men. 

Been vanquished by the brave, we* might, indeed, 
Console ourselves that ’twjte the common lot; 
for fickle fortune aye revmvce her Wheel. 
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But to be baffled by such juggling arts ! 

Deserved our earnest and laborious life 
No^more earnest issue? 

IiTO^'EL (exm^ his hand to him). Fare you well ! 

The debt of honest tears I will discharge 
After the battle — if I then survive, 
li^ow Fate doth call me hence, where on the field 
Her web she weaveth, and dispenseth doom. 

We in another world shall meet again ; 

For our long friendship, this a brief farewell. [Exit, 
Tat.dot. Soon is the struggle past, and to the earth, 

To the etornaL sun, I render back 

These atoms, join’d in me for pain and pleasure. 

And of the mighty Talbot, who the world 
Fill’d with his martial glory, there remains 
Kought save a modicum of senseless dust. 

— Such isF'the end of man ! — the only spoil 
We carry with us from life’s battle-field. 

Is but an ins^ht 4nto nothingness. 

And utter scorn of all which <>nce appear’d 
To us exalted and desimble.— 

Scene VII 

Charles, ^urgtjndy, Dukois, Du Chatel, and Soldiers, 

Burg. . The trench is storm d ! 

Dunois. The victory is ours ! 

CiiAitLES {perceivingf^ Talbot). 

Look ! Who is he, who yonder of the sun 
Taketh reluctant, sorrowful farewell ? 

His armour indicates no common man ; 

Go, succour him, if aid may yet avail. 

[Sold&rs of the King’s retmm step forward. 
Fastol. BackJ Stand apart! Respect the mighty dead, 
Whom ye, in life, ne’er ventur’d to approach ! 

Burg. . What do I see ? Lord Talbot in his blood ! 

[He approaches him, Talbot gazes fixedly at 
hMt and dies, 

Fastol. Traitor avaunt I Let not the sight of thee 
Poison the dyin^ hero’s parting glance. 

Dunois. Besistless hero ! Dread-inspiring Talbot! ^ 

Does such a narrow space suffice thee now, 
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And this vast kingdom could not satisfy 
The large ambition of thy giant soul ! 

— Now first I can salute you, Sire, as Ijjng: 

The diadem but totter'd on your brow* 

While yet a spirit tenanted this clay. 

Charles (after contemplating the body in silence), 

A higher power hath vanquish'd him, not wc ! 

He lies upon the soil of France, as lies 
The hero on the shield he would not quit. 

Well, peace he with his ashes J Bear him hence ! 

[ Soldiers take up the body and carry it away. 
Here, in the heart of Franc^<»where his career 
Of conquest ended, let his reliques lie I 
So far no hostile sword attain'd before. 

A fitting tomb shall memoriz’e his name ; 

His epitaph the spot whereon* he fell. 

I’astolfe (yielding his sword). • 

I am your prisoner, Sir. 

Charles (returning his sword). ♦Notoo ! Rude war 
Jlespects each pious office ; you are free 
To render the last honours to the dead. 

Go now, Du Chateh — still my Agnes trembles — 
Hasten to snatch her from anxiety — 

Bring her the tidings of our victory. 

And usher her in triumph into Rheimr ! 

[Exit Du Chatel. 


Scene VIJI 
Tt^sdmeJ La JHre. 

Dunois. La Hire, where is the Maiden? 

Xa Hike. That I ask 

Of you ; I left her fighting fiy^your side, 

Dunois. I thought she was protected by your 
When 1 departed to assist the King. 

Burg. . Not long ago I saw her banner wave 

Amid the thickest of the hostile ranks. 

Dunois. Alas ! where is she? Evil I for<^bode 1 
Come, let us hadte to rescue I fear 
Her daring soul hath led her cm too far ; 
Alone, she pombata in the midst of foes, 

Aud without succour yieldeth to the crowd. 
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CiiAs. . Haste to her rescue ! 

La Hire. Come ! 

BuiiGUNDY. _ We follow all! [Exit, 

[They retire in haste, 

A deserted part of the hattU-field, In the distance are 
sem the towers of Rheims illumined by the sun. 

Scene IX. 

A Knight in black armour ^ with closed^ visor, Johanna 
follows him to the front of the stage y where he stops and 
awaits her. % 

Johan. Deluder I now t see thy stratagem ! 

Thou hast deceitfully, through seeming flight, 
Allur'd me froih the battle, doom and death 
Averting thusTrom many a British head. 

Destructicgi now doth overtalce thyself. 

Knight. Why dost thou follow after me and track 

My steps witl^ quej;ichlt3S rage ? I am not doom’d 
To pcrisli by thy hand. 

Johanna. . Deep in my soul 

I hate thee as the night,, which is thy Joloiur. 

To blot thee out from the fflir light of day 
An irresistible desire impels me. 

. Wlio^art thou ? Raise thy visor. — I had said 
That thou wert Talbot, had I not myself 
Seen warlike Talbot in the battle fldl. 

Knight. Is the divining Spirit mute in thee ? 

Johan. His voice speaks loudly in, m spirit’s depths 
The near approach of wo. 

Bdagk Knight. Johanna D’Aro ! 

Borne on the wings of conquest, thou bast reach’d 
The gates of JElheims. Let thy achiev’d renown 
Contept thee. Fortune, like thy slave, till now 
Hath follow’d thee ; dismiss her, ere in wrath 
She free herself; fidelity she hates ; 

• She serveth none with constancy till death. 

Johan. Why check me in the midst of my career ? 

Why bid me falter and forsake my work? 

I will complete it, and fulfil my vow ! ^ 

Knight. Nothing can thee, thou mighty jne, withs^nd, 
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In battle thou art aye invincible. 

— But henceforth shun the fight ; attend my Mrarning ! 
Johan. Not from my hand will I resign this sword 
Till haughty England’s prostrate in tbff dust. 
Knight. Behold ! there Bheirafii ariselh with its towere. 

The goal and end of thy career.— Thou seest 
The lofty minster’s sun-illumin’d dome ; 

ITiou in triumphal pomp wouldst enter there, 

Thy Monarch crown, and ratify thy vow. 

— Enter^ot there ! Return ! Attend my warning ! 
Johan. What art thou, double-tongue’d, deceitful being. 

Who wouldst bewilder and appal me ? Speak ! 

By vrhat auBiority dost thou presume 
To greet me with fallacious oracles ? 

[The Black Knight w ahdut to depart sh* steps in 
his li’rty. ^ * 

No, thou shalt speak, or perish by my hand ! 

[She efideavours to strihe him. 
Black Knight Aar witkjhis jiand^ she remains mo- 

1 . tion^s). 

Slay, what is mortal 1 * . . 

[DUrkness, thunder «ttd lightning. The Knight 
sinks int&the ea7V^^r,\ 

Johanna {stands at first in hut soon recovers 

herself). 

Twas noticing living. *Twa^^|^e delusion, 

An instrument of Hell, a jugglmg fiend, 

Uprisen hither from the fiery pool • 

To shake and terrify my stedfost heart. 

Wielding the sword of God, whom should I fear ? 

I will triumphantly achieve my work. 

My courage should not waver, should not fail. 

Were Hell itsdf to champion me to fight ! 

[She is qhout to depart. 


Scene X. 

Lionel, Johanna. - 

Lionel. Accursed one, prepare thee for the fight ! 

— Not both of us shall quit this field alive. 
Thou hast destroy’d the bravest of our host : 
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Tlic noble Talbot hath his mighty soul 
Breathed forth upon my bosom. — III avenge 
The hero, or participate his doom. 

And wouldst thou know who brings tliee glory now, 
Whether he live or ^e,— I’m Lionel, 

The sole survivor of the English chiefs, 

And still unconquer’d is this valiant arm. 

[He rmhe$ upoti her; after a short combat she 
strikes the sword out of his hand^ 

Perfidious fortune ! 

[He wrestles with her. Johakna seizes him hy the 
crest and tears openhieiu^tiset his face is thus 
expos^; at the same time she draws her sword 
with her right hand., 

JoHAN^^A. • Snffer what thou soughtest ! 

The Virgin sacrifices 'tl^ee tlirbugh me ! 
t. [At this moment she gazes in his face. His aspect 
softAis her^ she rmnains Tliotionless and slowly lets 
her ami sink. r 

Lionel. Why linger, ♦why^wi^thholii’thle stroke of death? 

My glory then hast ^^i^jbake my life I 
I want no mercy, I anf M power.* 

[She rne^ him, sign with her hand to fly. 
IIow! shall I^^«and owe my life to thee? 

No, I would die! 

Johanna (wkh avev^yfddey I will not know 
That ever Hw^ds^ owe thy life to me. 

Lionel. I hate alike thee and thy proffei^d gift. 

I want no mercy— kill thin^ enemy. 

Who loathes and would have slain thee. 

Johanna. Slay me then. 

And fly ! 

Lionel. Hft^! What is this ? 

Johanna {hiding herface). Wo ’s me ! 

Lionel (apprsoaching her), ^ ’Tis said 

Thou killest all the English, whom thy^ sword 
Subdues in battle — ^why spai*e me alone ? 

Johanna {raises sword with a rapid movement^ as tf to 
strike him^ hut lets it fall quickly when she gg^m 
on his face). ^ 

O Holy Virgin ! 


«) n 
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Lionel. , Wherefore namest thou 

Tlie Holy Virgin? she knows nought of thee ; 
Heaven hath no part in theo. 

Johanna {in the greatest anxiety). What have I dene ! 
Alas ! I’ve broke my vow! 

[She wrings her hands in dcsjmir, 
Lionel {looks at her with sympathy and approaches h^^r). 

Unhappy Maid I 

I pity thee ! Thy sorrow touches me ; 

Thou hast shown mercy unto me alone, 

My hatred yielded unto sympathy ! 

— Who art thou, and whence corniest thou ? 

Johanna, Away ! 

Lionel. Thy youth, thy beauty, move my soul to pity ! 

Thy look sinks in my heart. I fain would save thee — 
How may I do so? tell me. Qome ! oh come ! 
Renounce this fearful league — t]iro\/down these arms ! 
Johan. I am unworthy now to carry them ! 

Lionel. Then throw them from thee — quick! come follow me ■ 
Johanna {with horror). 

How ! follow thee ! 

Lionel. r. Thou maysl he saved Oh come ! 

I will deliver Ihcq, but linger not. 

Strange sorrow for thy sake doth seize my heart, 
Unspeakable desire to rescue thee — 

[He seizes her arm, 

Johan. . The Bastard comes! Tis they ! They seek for me ! 
If they should find thee — 

Lionel. I’ll defend thee, Maid ! 

Johan. I die if thou shouldst perish by their hands ! 

Lionel. Am I then dear to thee ? 

Johanna. Ye heavenly Powers ! 

Lionel. Shall I again behold thee — hear from the© ? 

Johan . No ! never ! 

Lionel. Thus this sword I seize; in pledge 

I That I again behbld thee I 

[He snatches her sword, 

Johanna. Madman, hold ! 

Thoudarest? ’ 

Lionel. * Now I yield^to force — again 

I’ll see thee J [He retires. 
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Scene XI. 

Johanna, Dunois, La Hike. 

La Hire. It is she ! The MaiJen lives ! 

Dunois. Fear not, Johanna! friends are at thy side. 

Hire. .^Is not that Lionel who yonder flics ? 

Dunois. Let him escape ! Maiden, the righteous cause 

Hath triumph'd now. Lheims opens wide its gates ; 
The joyous crowds pour forth to meet their King. — 
Hire. What ails the Maiden? She grows pale — she sinks ! 

r .{Johanna ^rows dizzy, and is about to fall. 
Dunois. She s w*ound»j:l — rend her breastplate — ’tis her arm I 
The wound is* not severe. 

liA Hire. Her blood doth How. 

Johan. Oh that my life would stream forth with my blood ! 

^ [She lies senseless in La Hiuk s arms 


ACi IV. 

A hall adorned as for a festival; the columns are Jinny with 
garlands ; behind the scene flutes and hautboys. 


Scene I. 

Johan. Hushed in the din of arms, war s storms subside. 
Glad song and dance succeed the bloody fray, 
Through all the streets joy echoes far and wide. 
Altar and church are deck’d in rich array, 
Triumphal*afche8 rise in vernal pride, 

W'reatlis round the columns wind their flowery way, 
Wiae Rheims cannot contain the mighty throng, 
Which to the joyous pageant rolls along. 

One thotfght alone doth every heart possess, 

One rapt’rous feeling o’er each breast ^preside. 

And those to-d&y are link’d in happiness .. 

* D^i) a 
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Whom bloody hatred did erewhile divide. 

All who themselves of Gallic race confess 

The name of Frenchman own with conscious pride, 

France sees the splendour of her ancient crown. 

And to her Monai'ch's son bows humbly down. 

Yet I, the autlior of this wide delight, 

The joy, myself created, cannot share ; 

My heart is chang’d, in sad and dreary plight 
It flies the festive pageant in despair ; 

Still to the British camp it taketh flight. 

Against my will my gaze still ganders there, 

And from the throng I steal, ^ath grief oppress’d, 

To hide the guilt which weighs upon my breast. 

What ! 1 permit a human form 

To haunt my bosom’s sacred cell 1 

And there, where heavenly radiance shone, 

Doth earthly love presume to dwell ? 

The saviour of my country, I, 

The warrior of God most high, 

Bum fer my country’s foeman? Dare I name 
Heaven’s holy light, nor feel o’erwhelm’d with shame? 
[The mmic behind the ecetu^ passes into a soft and 
waving melody. 

Wo is me ! Those melting tones ! 

They distract my ’wilder a brain ! 

Eveiy note, his voice recalling, 

Conjures up his form again ! 

Would that spears w^ere whizzing round ! 

Would that battle’s thund^ roar’d! 

’Midst flie wild tumultuous sound 
My former strength were then restored. 

These sweet tones, these melting voices, 

With! seductive power are fraught ! 

They dissolve, in gentle longing, 

■very feeling, evexy thought, 

Waking tears of plaintive sadness ! 
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[After a paiLSc, with more energy^ 
Should I have kill’d him ? Could I, when I gazed 
Upon his face ? Kill'd him ? Oh, rather far 
Would I have turn’d my weapon ’gainst myself! 

And am I eulpahle because humane ? 

Is pity sinful ? — Pity ! Didst thou hear 
The voice of pity and humanity, 

When others fell the victims of thy sword ? 

Why was she silent when the gentle youth 
From Wales, entreated thee to spare his life ? 

O, cunning heart ! Thou liest beiore high Heaven ; 

It is not pity’s voice impels thee now! 

— ^Why was I doom’d to look into his eyes I 
To mark his noble features ! With that glance. 

Thy crime, thy wo commenc’d. Unhappy one ! 

A sightless instrument thy God demands, 

Blindiy thou must accomplish his behest 1 
When thou didst see, God’s sh^ld abandon’d thee, ^ 
And the ^ire snares of Hell around thee press’d ! 
[Flutes are again heard^ and she subsides into 
a quiet metemcholy. 

Harmless staff! (5h, that I ne’er 
Had for the sword abandon’d thee ! 

Had voices never reached mine ear, 

From thy branches, sacred tree ! 

High Queen of Heaven! Oh would tliat thou 
Hadst ne’er reveal’d thyself to me ! 

Take back — I dare not claim it now — 

Take back thy crown, ’tis not for me ! 

I saw the heavens open wile, 

I gazfed upon that face of love ! 

Yet here on earth my hopes abide. 

They do not dw’ell in heaven above ! 

Why, Holy One, on me impose 
This dread vocation? Gould 1 steel, 

Jtid to each soft emotion close 
This heart, by nature form’d t0 feel ? 

Wouldst thou proclmn^thy high ^mmand. 

Make choice of those who, free from sin. 
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In thy eternal mansions stand ; 

Send forth thy flaming cherubim! 

Immortal ones, thy law they keep, 

They do not feel, they do not weep! 

Choose not a tender woman’s aid, 

Not the frail soul of sliepherd maid ! 

Was I concern’d witli warlike things. 

With battles or the strife of kings ? 

In innocence I led my sheep 
Adovvn the mountain’s silent steep. 

But thou didst send me in^ life, 

’Midst princely halls and Scenes of strife, 

To lose my spirt s tender bloom ; 

Alas, I did not seek my doom ! 

Scene IT. 

Agnes Sorel, Johanna. 

SoREL {advances jonfidli/. When ^ she perceives Johanna, 
she hasten^ to her and falls vpon her nerk : then 
suddenly recalleciin,g herself^ she rdinqnhhes her 
hohl] and falls doten before her\ 

No ! no ! not so ! Before thee in the dust — • 
Johanna {trying ter raise her). 

Arise ! Thou dost forget thyself and me. ^ 

SoBEL. Forbid me not ! ’tis the excess of joy 

Which throws me at thy feet — I must pour forth 
My o’ercharged heart in gratitude to God ; 

I worship the Invisible in thee. 

Thou art the angel, who hast led .my Lord 
To* Rheims, to crown him with the royal crown. 

What I ni’er dream’d to see, is jrealized ! 

The coronation-march will soon's^t forth ; 

Array’d in festal pomp, the Monarch stands ; 
Assembled are the nobles of the realm, * 

The mighty peers, to hear the insignia ; 

To the cathedral rolls the billowy crowd ; • 

, Glad songs resound, the bells unite^heir jieal ; 
i Oh, this excess of joy I cannot bear ! 

r J ohanna gently raises her, Agnes Sorel 

a moment^ and surveys the Maiden more nar- 
rowly, ‘ 
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Yet thou remainest ever grave and stern; 

Thou const create delight, yet s^re it not. 

Thy heart is cold, thou fcelest not our joy, 

^ Thou hast beheld the glories of the skies ; 

No earthly interest moveth thy pure breast. 

[Johanna seizes her hand passwnately, hut soon 
^ lets it fall again. 

Oh, couldst thou own a wnmau^s feeling heart ! 

Put off this armour, war is over now, 

Confess thy union with the softer sex ! 

My loving heart shrinks timidly from thee. 

While thus thou w^earest Pallas’ brow severe. 

Johan. What wouldsji tliou have mo do ? 

SoREL. * Unarm thyself! 

Put off this coat of mail I The God of Love 
Fears to approach a bosom clad in steel. 

Oh, be a woman, thou wilt feel his power ! 

Johan. What, now unarm myself ? ’Midst battle’s roar 
1 ’ll bare my bosom to the stroke of death ! 

Not now !-|-W(wild that r sevenfold wall of brass 
Could hide me from your rovols, from myself ! 
SoREL. Thou ’rt loved by Count Dunois. His noble heart, 
Which virtue and renown alone insJJhrc, 

With pure and hedy pasSion glows for thee. 

Oh, it is sweet to know oneself belov'd 
such a hero— sweeter still to love him ! 

[Johanna turns away with aversion,. 
Thou hatest him ? — ^no, no, thou only caust 
Not love him ; — how could hatred stir thy breast ! 
Those w’ho would tear us from the one we love. 

We hate alone ; but none can claim lliy love. 

Thy heart is tranquil — if it could but feel — 

Johan. Oh, pity me I Lament my hapless fate ! 

SoREL. What cai* be w^antiug to complete thy joy ? 

TJiou hast fulfill’d tlxy promise, France is fr<‘e, 

To Rheims, in triumph, thou hast led the King, 

Thy mighty deeds have gain’d thee high renown, 

A happy people praise and worship tlico ; 

Thy naine, the honour’d theme of every tongue ; 
Thou art the goddess of this festival ; 
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The Monarch, with his crown and regal state, 

Shines not with greater majesty than thou ! 

.Tohax. Oh, could 1 hide me in the depths of earth ! 

SoREL. Why this emotion ? Whence this strange distress ? 
Who may to-day look up without a fear, 

If thou dost cast thine eyes upon the ground ! 

It is for me to blush, me, who near thee 
Feel all my littleness ; I cannot reacli 
Thy lofty virtueotKy heroic strength ! 

I'or — all my weakness shall 1 own to thee? 

Not the renown of Fi-ance, my Fatlierland, 

Not the new splendour of the Monarch’s crown, 

Not the triumphant gladness the crowds, 

Engage this woman's heart. One only form 
Is in its depths enshrin’d ; it hath not room 
For any feeling save for one alone : 

He is the idol, him the people uless, 

Him they extol, for him they strew these flowers, 
And he is mine, he is my own true love! 

Johan. Oh, thou art happy ! thou irt bless ’d indeed ! 

Thou lovest, where all love. Thou inayst, unhlamecl, 
Pour forth thy rapture, and thine inmost heart 
Fearless discover to the gaze of man 1 
Thy countiT^'s triifmph is thy lover’s too. 

The vast, innumerable multitudes, 

Who, rolling onward, crowd vvithin these walls, 
Participate thy joy, they hallow it ; 

Thee they salute, for thee they twine the wreath, 
Thou art a portion of the general joy ; 

Thou lovest the all-inspiring soul, the sun, 

And what thou seest is thy lover's glory ! 

SoREL {falling on her neck). 

Thou dost delight me, thou canat read my heart ! 

I did thee wrong, thou knowesl what love is, 

Thou tell’st my feelings, with a voice of power. 

My heart forgets its feaf ihd its reserve^ 

And seeks ainfitUndy thine-- 

JoiiANKA (tearing herself violence), 

* Forsake me ! Turi awar^ Do not'|>oUut6 

' Thyself by longer intercourse with me ! 
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Be happy ! go — and in the deepest night 
Leave me to hide my infamy, my wo ! 

SoREL. Thou frighten ’st me, I understand thee not, 

I ne er have understood thee — for from, me 
Tliy dark mysterious being still was veil’d. 

Who may divine what thus disturbs thy heart, 

^lius terrifies thy pure and sacred soul ! 
doHAN. Thou art the pure, the hol^,one ! Couldst thou 
Behold mine inmost heart; thou, shuddering, 
Wouldst fly the traitoress, the enemy ! 

Bgene III. 

Dunois, Duchatel, and La Hire, with the Banner of 
Johanna. 

Dunois. Johanna, thee wc seek. All is prepared ; 

The King hath sent us, ’tis his royal will 
That thou before him shouldst thy banner bear ; 

The company of princes thou shalt join. 

And march imm^iately before the King : 

For he doth not deny it, and thh i/orld 
Shall witness. Maiden; that to thee tjone 
He doth ascribe the honoijr of this day. 

Hire. Here is the banner. Take it, noble Maiden ! 

Thou ’rt stayed for by the princes and the people. 
Johan. I nmrch before him ? I the banner bear ? 

Dunois. Whom else would it become ! What other hand 
Is pure enough to bear the sacred ensign ! 

Amid the battle thou hast waved it oft ; 

To grace our glad procession bear it now. 

[La Hire presents the banner to her, she draws haeJe^ 
shuddering, 

Johan. Away ! awa/,! 

I>aHire. ^ How! Art thou terrified 

At thine own banQer^ Maiden ? — Look at it ! 

\He displays the banner. 
It is the same, ™ conquest wave. 

Imaged ripon Q^C^n of Heaven, 

Floating in gloiy^ oVr this earthly ball ; 

For so the Holy Mother show'd it thee. 

[Johanna, gazing upon it with horror. 
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’Tis she herself ! so she appear’d to me. 

See, how she looks at me and knits her brow, 

And anger flashes from her threatening eye ! 

SoRKL. Alas, she raveth ! Maiden, be composed ! 

Collect thyself ! Thou seest nothing real ! 

That is her pictured image ; she herself 
Wanders above, amid the angelic quire ! ' 

Johan. Thou comest, fearful one, to punish me? 

Destroy, o’erwhelm, thine arrowy lightnings hurl 
And let them fall upon my guilty head. 

Alas, my vow I’ve broken ! I’ve profaned 
And desecrated thy most hol^ name ! 

Dunois. Wo s us ! What may this mean ? What unblest words ? 
La Hire (m a&tonishmenU to Duciiatei.). 

This strange emotion const thou comprehend ? 
DucHAT-Tbat which I see, I see — I long have fear’d it. 
Dunois. What sayest thou ? ^ 

Duchatel. I dare not speak my thoughts. 

I w^ould to Heaven that the King were crown’d ! 
Hire. How! hath the awe this banner doth inspire 
I’urn’d back upon thyself? before this sign 
Let Bfntons tremble ; to the foes of France 
’Tis fearful, but to all true citizens 
It is auspicious. 

Johanna. Yes, thou saj^est truly! 

To friends *tis gracious ! but to enemies 
It cause th horror ! 

[The Coronation march id heard,, 
Dunois. Take thy banner, then ! 

The march begins— no time is, to be lost ! 

[They press the banner upon her ; she seines it with 
evident emotion, and retirfs; the others follow, 
[The scene changes to an open placf before the Cathedral, 

Scene IV. ** 

^ekators occupy the background; Bertrand, Claude Marie 
and Etienne come forward; then Margot and Louison 
^ l^e Coronation march is heard in the distance, 

IQeiIt. . Hark to the music ! They approach already ! 

What had we better do ? Shall we mount up 
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a on the platform, or press through the crowd, 
at we may nothing lose of the procession? 

Etien. It is not to be thought of. All the streets 

Are throng'd with horsemen and with carriages. 
Beside these houses let us take our stand. 

Here we without annoyance may behold 
The train as it goes by. 

Claude Marie. Almost it seems 

As were tlie half of France assembled here ; 

So mighty is the flood that it hath reached * 
Even our distant Lotharingian land 
And l>onie us hither ! 

Bertrand. • Who would sit at homo 

When great events are stirring in the land ! 

It hath cost plenty, both of sweat and blood, 

Ere the crowrf rested on its rightful head ! 

Nor shall pur lawful King, to whom we give 
The crown, be worse accompanied than ho 
Whom the Parisians in St. Donis crown’d ! 

He is no loyal honest-minded mjn 
Who doth absent him from this festival, 

And joins not in the ciy : God save the King ! ** 

• 

Scene V. 

.Margot and Louison join them, 

Louis. Wo shall again behold our sister, Margot ! 

. How ray heart beats ! 

Margot. In majesty and pomp 

We shall behold her, saying to ourselves : 

It is our sister, it is our Johanna ! 

Louis. Till I have sepn her, I can scarce believe 

That she, wljom men the Maid of Orleans name, 

The mighty warrior, is indeed Johanna, 

Our fister whom we lost ! 

[The music draws nearer. 

Mabgot, Thou doubtest still 1 

Thou wilt^hyself behold her ! 

Bertrand. See- thev come ! • 
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Scene VI. 

[MiisidanSi with fluUes mid hautboys, open the pro- 
cession, Children follow, dressed in white, with 
branches in thejr hands; behind them two heralds. 
Then a procession of halberdiers, followed by magis- 
trates in their robes. Then two marshals with their 
staves ; the Duke of Burgundy, bearing the sword : 
Dunois with the sceptre, other noble^s with the re- 
galia ; others with sacrificial offerings. Behind these, 
Knights with the ornaments of their order; choris- 
ters with incense ; two Bishops with the amptdla ; 
the Arghbisop with the crucifix, Johanna/oWoips, 
with her banner, she walks with downcast head and 
wavering steps ; her sisters, on beholding her, ex- 
press their astonishment ^and joy. Behind her 
comes the King under a canopy, supported by four 
barons ; courtiers follow, sold&rs conclude the pro- 
cession; as soon as it has entered the church the 
music ceases, * „ 


Scene VII. 

Louison, Margot, Claude Marik, Etienne, Bertrand. 
Marg. Saw you our sister? 

Claude Marie. She in golden armour. 

Who with the banner walked before tiie King ? 
Marg. It was Johanna. It was she, our sister ! 

Louis. She recognised us not 1 She did not feel 
That we, her sisters, were so near to her. 

She look’d. upon the ground,^and seemed so pale. 
And trembled so beneath her banner s weight — 
When I beheld her, I could not rejoice. 

Marg. So now, arrayed in splendouir and in jpomp, 

I have beheld our sister — ^Wlio in dreams 
Would ever have imagined or conceii^’d, 

I When on our native hills she drove the flock, 

That we should see her in such mi|jesty ? 

Louis. Our father s dream is realized, that we 

In Bheims before our. sister should bpw down. 
That is the church, which«in his dream he saw, 
"And each particular is now fulfilled. 
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But images of wo be also saw I 

Alas! I’m griev’d to see her raised so high ! 

Bert, . Why stand we idly here ? Let ’s to the church 
To view the coronation ! 

Margot. . Yes ! Perchance 

We there may meet our sister; let us go ! 

Louis. , We have beheld her. Let us now return 
Back to our village. 

Margot. How? Ere we with her 

Have interchanged a word? 

LouisoNt She doth belong 

To us no longer ; she with princes stands 
And monarchs.-^Who are wo, that we should seek 
With foolish vanity to near her state ? 

She was a strai\ger, while she dwelt with us ! 

Marg. . Will she despite, and treat us with contempt ? 

Bert. . The King himself is not ashamed of us, 

He kindly greets the meanest of the crowd. 

How high so ever she may be exalted, 

The King is n|^sed> still higher ! 

[Tmntpets and kettle’drum9 are heard from the 
church, • 

Claude Marie. , Let ’s %o the church ! 

[They hasten to the background, where they are 
lost among the crowd. 

Scene VIII. 

Thibaut enters, clad in black, Baimokd / o2^u*s him, and tries 
* to hold him baek, 

Baim. . Stay, father Thibaut ! Do not join the crowds ! 

Here, at this joyous festival you meet 
None but the happy, whom your grief offends. 

Come I Let us*quit the tovm with hasty steps. 

Thib. . Hast thou beheld my child ? My wretched child? 
Didst^thou observe her? 

Baimond. I entreat you, fly ! 

Thib. . Didst mark her totterinc and uncertain steps, 

* Her countenance, so pallid and disturbed? 

She feels Ubr dreadful state ; the hour is come 
To save my child, and I will not neglect it. 

[He is ahoutito retire. 



414 


THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 


[act IV, 


Eaim . What would you do ? 

Thibaut. Surprise her, hurl her down 

From her vain happiness, and forcibly 
Restore her to the God whom she denies. 

Raim. . 0 do not work the ruin of your child ! 

TniB. . If her soul lives, her mortal part may die. 

[Johanna rushes out of the church, mithoiit her 
banner. The people press around her, worship 
her, and kiss her garments. She is detained in 
the background by the crowd. 

She comes ! 'tis she ! She rushes from the church. 
Her troubled conscience drives her from the fane ! 
Tis visibly the judgment of J|ier God ! 

Raim. . Farewell ! Require not my attendance further ! 
Hopeful I came, and sorrowful depart. 

Your daughter once again I hg,ve beheld, 

And feel again that she is lost to me ! 

[He goes out; Thibaut retire!^ on the opposite side, 

, Scene ik. ' 

Johanna, People, ^Afterwards her Sistei's 

Johanna [she has freed hsrself from the crowd and comes for- 
ward). 

Remain I cannot — spirits chase me forUi ! 

The organ’s peeling tones like thunder* sound, 

The dome’s arch’d roof threatens to o erwhelm me ! 

1 must escape and seek Heaven’s wide expanse i 
I left my banner in the sanctuary, 

Never, oh never, will I touch- it more! 

It seem’d to me as if I had beheld 
My sisters pass before me like a dream. 

’Twas only a delusion -The^ ,*alas ! 

Are far, far distant — inaccessible — ^ 

E’en as my childhood, as mine innocence ! 

Margot (stepping forward), 

’Tis she 1 It is Johanna! 

Louison (hastening toward her), 0 my lister! 

J(mAN. Then it was no delusion — you are here — 

yiiee I embrace, Louison ! Thee, my Margot ! 
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Here, in this strange and crowded solitude, 

1 clasp once more my sisters' faithful breast ! 

Mabo. She knows us still, she is our own kind sister. 
Johan. Your love hath led you to me here so far ! 

So very far ! You are not wroth with her 
Who left her home without one parting word ! 
Louis. God's unseen providence conducted thee. 

Makg. Thy great renown, which agitates the world, 

Which makes thy name the theme of every tongue, 
Hath in our quiet village waken'd us, 

And led us hither to this festival. 

To witness all thy gloiy we.are come ; 

And we are no[ alone I 

Johanna {qxiicldy\ • Our father 's here ? 

Where is he? Why doth he conceal himself? 
Mabg. Our father is not with us. 

Johanna. • Not with you? 

He will not see me, then ! You do not bring 
His blessing for his child ? 

Louison. , knoweth not 

That we are Here. 

Johanna. NoJ: know it ! WTierefore not? 

You are embarrass’d, and you do not ftpeak : 

You look upon the ground f Where is our father? 
Marg. Since thou hast left— 

Louison {making a sign to Margot). 

* Margot ! 

Margot. Our father hath 

• Become dejected. 

Johanna. Ah I 

Louison. Console thyself ! 

Our sire’s foreboding spirit well tliou know’st ! 

He will colleojt himself, and be composed. 

When he shaH. learn from us that thou art happy 
Marq. And thou ai't happy? Yes, it must be bo, 

For fiiou art great and honour’d ! 

Johanna. I am so, 

* Now I again behold you, once again 

Your voices hear, whose fond familiar tones 
Bring to my mind my dear paternal helds. 
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Wlicn on my native hills I drove my herd, 

Then I was happy as in Paradise — 
j, I ne’er can he so more, no, never more ! 

[She hides her face on Lodison’s boso^n, Ciaudk 
Marie, Etienne, and BE|tTaAND appear^ and 
remain timidly standing in the distanced 
Marg. Come, Ben^and ! Claude Marie ! come Etignne ! 
Our sidtel^e not proud : she is so ^ntle, 

And speaks so kindly,— more so thkn of yore, 

When in our village she a^ode with us. 

[They draw near^ aftW^hold out their hands; 
Johanna gazes on them fixedly, and ai^pears 
amazed, ^ 

Johan. Where am I ? Tell me ! Was it all a dream, 

A long, long dream ? And am Pnow awake? 

Am 1 away frpm B^jJimremi ? Ts 't so ? 

1 fell asleep hen^^pdie Druid tree, 

And I am now ; and round >me stand 
The kind familiaf* forms ? I only dream’d 
Of all these battles, kingSrt.and deeds of war, — 

They were tut shadows which 'before me pass’d ; 

For dreams are always vivid ’neath that tree. 

How did you come to Rheims ? How came I here ? 
Ko, I have never quitted Domremi ! 

Confess it to me, and rejoice my heart. 

Louis. We are at Bheims. Thou hast not merely dream’d 
Of these great deeds— thou bast achieved them all. 
— Como to thyself, Johanna! Look around— 

Thy splendid armour feel, of buinish’d gold ! 

[Johanna lays her hand upon her hreast,,TecoUecta 
herselfi and shririks back, 

Be^t. . Out of my hand thou didst receive this helm. 

M^bie, Ko wonder thou shouldst think it all a dream ; 

For nothing in a dream could'ceme to p^s 
V More wonderful than what thou hast ac^ved. 
^o^ANNA {quieUy). 

Gome, let ns 6y ! I will return wiili you 
Back to our village, to our father’s bosom# 

Lc^is. Ohoome! Betoru with us I ^ ^ 

'JofiANNA. .tthe,j^lehe» 



bC. X.] 


THE MAID OF OBLEANS. 


41T 


Exalt me far above vrbat I deserve 1 
You have beheld me vreak and like a child ; 

You love me, but you do not worship me ! 

Mabo. Thou wilt abandon this magnificence ! 

•Johan. I will throw off the hated ornaments, 

Which were a barrier ’twixt my heart and yours. 
*And I will be a shepherdess agdnt 
And, like a humble maiden, 1 will serve you,* 

And w'ill with bitter penitence atone 
That I above you vainly raised m 3 rself ! 

[Trumpets sound. 

• Sci^^E X. 

The Kino comes forthyrom the Church. He is in the corona- 
tion robes, Agnes Sobel, Abchbishop, Bubgundv, Dunois^ 
La Hire, Du Chajel, Knioiito, Coubtiebs, and People. 
Many voices shout repeated^i^hiJ'e the King advances. 
Long live the Kihg ! Long live IBng Charles the Seventh ! 

[The tmmpets sound. Upon a signal from the 
Kjn(^ ti^^HEBALDS ujith their staves command 
silence. 

King. . Thanks, my good people ! Thank yqji for your love I 
The crown, which God hath placed upon our brow. 
Hath with our valiant swords been hardly won : 

With noble blood ’tis wetted ; but henceforth 
The peaceful olive branch shall round it twine. 

Let those who fought for us receive our thanks ; 

Our pardon, those who join'd the hostile ranks, 

For God hath shown us mercy in our need. 

And our first royal word shall now be — Mercy ! 
People. Long live the King ! Long live King Charles the good ! 
King. . From God alone, the hipest potentate. 

The monarcl^s of the French receive the crown ; 

But visibly from his almighty hand 

Ha^e we received it. [Turning to the Maiden. 

Here stands the holy delegate of Heaven, 

Who hath restored to you your rightful King, 

And rent; the yoke of foreign tyrani^ I 
Her name shall eiqail that of hol^ Denis, 

The guardian and protector of this realm ; 

And to her fame an altar shall be rear'd If 

• *E E 
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People. Hail to the Midden, the deliverer ! [Tnimjyeis. 

luNG (io Johanna). 

If Uiou art bom of woman, like ourselves. 

Name aught that can augment thy happiness. 

But if thy Fatherland is there above, 

If in this virgin form thou dost conceal 
Tlie radiant glory of a heavenly nature. 

From our deluded sense remove the veil, 

And let us see thee in thy form of light, 

As thou art seen in Heaven, that in the dust 
We may bow down before thoe. 

[A general silence; every eye is flawed upon the 
Maiden. • 

Johanna a sudden cry), God ! my fatlier ! 


Scene XI. 

Thibaut comes forth from the crowds an^, stands opposite to her. 
hany voices exclaim. 

Her father I 

Tihbaut, Yes, her misei’^ible father, 

Who did beget her, and whom God impels 
Now to accuse his daughter. c 

Buboundv. Ila I What *b this ? 

Duciiat.Now will the fearful truth appear] 

Thibaut (fo the King). Thou think’st 

That thou art rescued through the power of God ? 
Deluded prince ! Deluded multitade ] 

Ye have been rescued through the arts of Hell. 

\AU step hack ^th horror. 

Dui^ois. Is this man mad ? 

Thkbaut. $rot I, but thou art,md, 

And this wise bishop, and these noble lords, 

Who think that throi^h a weak and sinM maid ^ » 
The God vi Heavw would xev^,hi]nse}£ 

Come, kt ns see, if to ^ &tliar*s hm 
She msdntaja speeiens^ arts, 

Wherewith she hatki deluded and people. 
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Now, in tlie name of the blest Trinity, 

Belong’st thou to the pure and holy ones? 

\A general silenee; all eyes are fixed vjion her; 
she remains motionless. 

SoREL. God! she is dumb! 

Thiiiaut. ' Before that awful name, 

• Which even in the depths of Hell is fear’d, 

She must be silent ! — She a holy one, 

By God coramisaioii’d ? — On a cursed spot 
It was conceived,— beneath the Druid tree 
\ Where evil spirits have from olden time 
* Their sabbath held. — There her immortal soul 

Shfe bar ter ’(4 with the enemy of man 
For transient worldly glory. liCt her hare 
Her arm, ard ye will see impress’d thereon, 

The fatal marlss of Hell ! 

Burgundy. Most honible ! 

Yet we*must nc^ds believe a father’s words, 

Who 'gainst his datJghter g^ves his evidence ! 

Dunots.No, no I th<i mrfhnan cannot be believed, 

Who in his child brings shame upon himself ! 

SoREL {to Johanna). * • 

O, Maiden, speak 1 fliis fetal silence break! 

We firmly trubt thee ! wc believe in thee ! 

One syllable from thee, one single word, 

Shall be sufficient — speak! annihilate 
This horrid accusation ! — But declare 
Thine innocence, and we will all believe thee. 

[Johanna remains motionless; Agnes steps hack 
with horror. 

Hire. She’s frighten’d. Horror and astonishment 
Impede her utterance. — Before a charge 
So horrible*e’en innocence must tremble. 

• [He approaches her. 

Collect thyself, Johani^ ! innocence 
Hath a triumphant look, whose lightning flash 
Strikes slander to the earth ! tn noble wrath 
Arise I |ook up, and punish this base doubt. 

An insult te thy holy innocence. 

[Johanna renrnms inotiohkss; La Hire steps 
hack; the ececitement inereoM* s 

• E 2 
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DuNoi3,Why do the people fear — the princes tremble? 

Ill stake my honour on her innocence ! 

Here on the ^und I throw my knightly gage-** : 
Who now will venture to maintain her guilt? 

[A loud clap of thunder ; M are horror-strucls, 
Thib. . Answer, by Him whose thunders roll above ! 

Give me the lie. Proclaim thine innocence ; 

Say that the enemy hath not thy heart ! 

[Another clap of thunder^ louder than the first, 
the people fly on all sides. 

Burg. . God guard and save us ! What appalling signs ! 
Duchatel {to the King). 

Gome, come, my King! forsake this fearful place ! 
Archbishop {to Johanna). 

I ask thee in God's name. Art .thou thus silent 
From consciousness of innocenca or guilt? 

If in thy &vour the dread thunder 6j>eaks, 

Touch with thy hand this ctoss and pve a sign ! 
[Johanna remaint motionlus. More violent 
peals of thunder. The ,King, Agnes Sorel, 
the AAchbishop, Burgundy, La Hire, Du- 
c^iatel, retire. 

Scene XII. 

Dunois, Johanna. 

DuNOis.Thou art my wife — I have believed in thee 

From the first glance, and I am still undianged. 

In thee 1 have more faith than in these signs, 

Than in the thunder s voice, which speaks above. 

In noble anger thou art silent thus ; 

Envelop’d in ihy holy innocence. 

Thou scomest to refute so base a charge. 

— Still scorn it, maidOn, but cofifide in me ; 

I never doubted of thine innocence. 

Sp^ not one word-^i^ly extend thy hand, 

In pledge and token, ^at thou wilt confide 
In my and thine own good ckuse. ^ 

[He eaitendUl^ie hand to her; sU turns from Mm 
iskh d eommkite inotfon; he remuins trans- 
fieeei^ith hefrdr. 
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Scene XIII. 

Johanna, Duohatel, Dunois, afterwards Bazscond* 
Duchatel (returning)* 

Johanna d^A^! uninjured from the tomi 
The King permits you to depart The gates 
Stand open to you. Fear no iiyuiy, — 

You are protected the royal word. 

Come follow me, Dunois ! — ^You cannot here 
lionger abide with honour. — What an issue ! 

[He retires. Dunois recovers from his stupor^ 
easts one look upon Johanna, and retires. 
She remains standing for a moment quite 
alondt At length RAmoND appears; he re- 
gards her for a time with silent sorrow^ and 
then iipproaching takes her hand, 

Haim. • Embrace this opportunity. The streets 

Are eu^ty now. — ^Your hand! 1 will conduct you. 

[On perceiving him^ she gives the first sign of con- 
« sciousness. She gazes on hint fixedly^ and,^ 
looks ujfio Heaven; then taking his hand, she 
retires* * 


ACT V. 

A wild wood: charcoal-bumera' huts in the distance. It is 
quite dajk; violent thunder and Uglttning ; firing heard at 
intervals. 

Scene I. 

Chabcoal-Burneb and his Wife. 

Ch. B. This is a fmrfiil storm, the heavens seem 

As they would vent themselves in streams of fire ; 

So thick the darkness which usurps, the day, 

T&t one might see t£o stars. The anOT. winds 

^ 1 T 151 • ■! JS 




The firm earth trembles, ai^ the aged elms, 
Groamdg, bow down their venerable tops. 
Yet this terrific tumult, o’er our heads. 
Which teacheth gentleness to savage be^ts. 
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So that they seek the shelter of their caves, 
Appeaseth not the bloody sirifo of men — 

Amidst the raging of the wind and storm, 

At intervals is heard the cannons roar; 

So near the hostile armaments approach, 

The wood alone doth part them ; any hour 
May see them mingle in the shock of battle. • 

Wife. . May God protect us then ! — Our enemies. 

Not long ago, were vanquish’d and dispersed. 

How comes it, that they trouble us again ? 

Ch. B. Because they now no longer fear the King. 

Since that the Maid turned out to be a witch 
At Blieims, the devil aideth uqfno longer, 

And things have gone against us. 

Wife. . Who comes here ? 

Scene 1 1. 

Eaimond and Johanna enter. 

Baim. . See ! here are cottages ; in dheip at least 

We may find'shelter from the raging storm. 

You are not able longer to endure it. 

Three days already you have wander'd on, 

Shunning the eye of man — wild herbs and roots 
Your only nourishment. Come enter in. 

These are kind-hearted cottagers. , 

[The storm subsides; the air grows bright and 
clear. 

Charcoat^Burneb. You seem 

To need refreshment and irc'pose — youVe w^dcome 
To w'hat our humble roof can ofTer you ! 

Wife. . What has a tender maid to do with arms? 

Yet truly ! these are rude and troublous times, 

When even women don the coaJ ef mail ! 

The Queen herself, proud Isabel, *tis saij]l, 

Appears in armour in the hostile camp ; 

, And a young maid, a shepherd’s lowly daughter, 

; Has led the armies of oar lord the IKng. 

Ch; B. What sayeet thou ? Enter tlie hut, 'and bring 
^ A goblet of i‘efrc?'huient for the ditmsel. 

, * [She ^ers the hiit. 
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Eaimond (to Johatoa). 

All men, you see, are not so cruel ; here 
E’en in the wilderness are gendo hearts. 

Cheer np! the pelting storm hath spent its rage. 

And, beaming peacefmly, the sun declines. 

Cu. IB. I fancy, as you travel thus in arms, 

» You seek the army of the King. — ^Take heed I 
Not far remote the English are encamp’d, 

Their troops are roaming idly through the wood 
PiAiM. . Alas for us ! how then can we escape ? 

Ch B. Stay here till from the town my boy returns. 

He shall conduct you safe by secret paths. 

You need not fear — ^we know each hidden way. 
Haimond {to Johanna). 

Put off your helmet and your coai-of-mail. 

They will not now protect you, but betray. 

[Johanna shakes her head, 
CiT. B. The maid seems very sad — ^hush ! who comes here? 

p S cene IIL 

Ciiabooal-Btirneb s* Wife romes out of fhe hut with a loud, 
A IBoy. 

Wife. . It is our boy, whom wre ^pected back. 

[To Johanna. 

Drink, noble maiden I may God bless it to you ! 
Cjiacoal-Bubner {to his son). 

Art come, Anet ? What news ? 

[The hoy looks at Johanna, who is just ratsmjif 
the bowl to her lips ; he recognises her, steps 
forward and snatches it from her. 

Boy. O mother! mother! 

Whom do you entertain ? This is the witch 
Of Orlean^ 

CuARCOAi/BuRNEi* {and his Wife). 

God be gracious to our souls I . 

[They cross tkemsAves and 

Scene IV. 

Raihond, Johanna. 

Johanna {calmly and genUy), 

Thou seest, I am follow’d by the curse, ^ 
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And ikll fljr fh>m me. Do thou leave me too ; 

Seek safety for thyself. 

IIaimond. I leave thee I now ! 

Alas who then would bear thee company? 

JoHAN« I am not unaccompanied. Thou hast 

Heard the loud thunder rolling o*er my head. 

My destiny conducts me.' |^Do not fear ; * 

Without my seeking 1 shall readi the goal. 

Raim. . And whither wouldst thou go ? Here stand our foes. 
Who have against thee bloody vengeance sworn— 
There stand our people, who have banished thee— 
Johan. Nought will befall me but wbat Heaven ordains. 
Batm. . Who will provide thee food ? i^d who protect thee 
From savage beasts, and still more savage men ? 
Who cherish thee in sickness and in grief? 

Johan. I know all roots and healing herbs ; my sheep 

Taught me to know the poisonous from the wholesome. 
1 understand the movements of the'stars, 

And the clouds’ flight; I also hoar the sound 
Of hidden springs. Man hath pot many wants, 

And nature rtehly ministers to life, 

Raimond (smxing her hand). 

Wilt thou not look within ? Oh wilt thou not 
Repent thy sin, be reconciled to God, 

And to the bosom of the Oburch return ? 

Johan. Thou hold’st me guilty of this heavy sin? 

Raih. . Needs must I— thou ^dst silently confess— 

Joban. Thou, who hast followed me in miseiy, 

The only being who continued true, 

Who clave to me when alf the world forsook, 

Thou also hold’st me for a reprobate, 

Who hath renounced her Goa— 
f [RaIkond is si'fewr, 

^ Oh this is liard ! 

Rabiond {m astomehment), , , 

« ' And thou wert re^ly then no soi^eeress? 

Jor^. A sorceress! - ^ 

Ra^onI). And all miraf^^ 

Thou has* accomplish’d throu^ the po^wer of God 
Andof his holy saints? * 

Johann A i ^ Throng^ whom besides? 
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Baih. And thou T^ert silent to that fearful charge ? 

Tliou speakest now, and yet before the King, 

When words would have avaird thee, thou wert dumb S 
Johan. I silently submitted to the doom 

Which God, my lord and master, o*er me hung 
Haih. . Thou couldst not to thy father aught reply ? 

Johan. « Coming from hi%, methought it came from God ; 

And fatherly the chastisement wi\]il prove. 

Baim. . The heavens themselves bore witness to thy guUt I 
Johan. The heavens spoke, and therefore I was silent. 

Baih. . Thou with one word couldst clear thyself, and hast 
In this unhappy error left the world ? 

JoHAK. . It was no error — *twas the will of Heaven. 

Baih. . Thou innoceiftly sufferedst this shame/ 

And 110 complaint proceeded from thy lips ! 

— ^I am amaj^ed at thee, I stand overwhelm'd. 

My heart is troubled in its inmost depths 
Most gladly I receive the word as truth, 

For to believe thy guilt was hard indeed. 

But could 1 eve^* dream a human heart 
Would meef in silence such a fearful doom ! 

Johan*. Should I deserve to be Heaven's messenger, 

Unless the Master's will I blindly honour'd ? 

And 4. mn not so wretched as thoutbinkest 
I feel privation — this in humble life 
Is«no misfortune ; I'm a fugitive, — 

But in the waste I learu'd to know myself. 

When honour's dazzling radiance round me shone. 
There was a painful str^i^le jin my breast ; 

I was most wretched, when to all I seem'd 
Most worthy to be envied.~Now my mind 
Is heal'd once more, mid tins fierce storm in nature, 
Wliich threaten’d your destruction, was my friend ; 

, It purified idike the world and me ! 

I fgel an inward peace — and> come what may, . 

Of no more weakness am I oonsmous now ! 

Baih. Oh let us hasten ! come,, let us proclaim 
* Thine innocence aloud to all the worldl 
JoHAK. He who* sent this delusion will dispel it ! 

The fruit of fate falls only when 'tis ripe 1 
A day is comi^ that will clear my nam^ 

When those who now condemn and banish me, 
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Will gee their error and will weep my doom. 

Eaim. . And shall I wait in silence, until chance— 

Johanna (gently tukmtj his hand). 

Thy sense is shrouded by an earthly veil, 

And dwelleth only on external things. 

Mine eye hath gazed on the invisible ! 

— Without permission from our God no hair 
Falls from.the head of man. — Seest thou the sun 
Declining in the west? So certainly 
As mom returneth in her radiant light, 

Infallibly the day of truth shall come ! 

Scene V. ^ 

Queen Isadeh, with soldiers^ appears in the background. 

Isabel {behind the scene). 

This is the way toward the English camp! 

Pi AIM. . Alas ! the foe! 

[The soldiers advance, and perceiving Johanna 
fall hack in terror. 

Isabel. What now^ohstructs the march ? 

Sold. . May God protect us ! 

Isabel. ' Do ye see a spirit ? 

How ! Are ye sold'crs ? Ye are cowards all ! 

[She presses forward, Vvt starts bath on beholding 
the Matden. 

What do I see ! 

[iS'Ae collects herself quickly and approaches her. 
Submit thyself ! Thou art 
My prisoner ! ^ 

Johanna. I ara 

[Raimond flies in despair. 

Isabel {to’ the soldiers). Lay her in chains I 

[The soldiers timidljf approi^ch the Maiden ; she 
- extends her amis and is Gained. 

Is this the mighty, the terrific one, 

Who chased your warriors like a flock of lambs, 

Who, powerless now, cannot protect herself? 

Doth she work miracles with credulous fools, 

And lose her influence when she meets a man ? 

[TotheMxmm. 

Wky didst thou leave the army ? Whei'C Dunois, 
Thy- knight and thy protector ? 
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I am banialied. 

[Isabel, stepping hack astonished* 
Wliatsay’stthou? Thou art banished? By the Dauphin? 
Inquire no farther ! I am in thy power, 

Decide my fate. 

Banish’d, because thou hast 
Snatched him from ruin, placed upon his brow 
The crown at Rheims, and made him king of France? 
Banish’d ! Therein I recognise my' son I 
— Conduct her to the camp, and let the host 
Behold the phantom before whom they trembled ! 
She a magiciaji ? Her sole magic lies 
In your delusion and your cowardice ! 

She is a fool who sacrificed herself 
Tc save her Ipiig, and reapeth for her pains 
A kings rev(^d — Bear her to Lionel,— 

The fortune of the French I send him bound ; 

I’ll follow her anon. 

Johanna. To Lionel? 

Slay me at <paco^ ero send me uifto him. 

Isabel (to ific soldiers). • 

Obey your orders, soldiers ! Bear her hence ! [Exit* 

Scene VI. 

Johanna, Soldiebs. 

Johanna the soldiers). 

Ye English, suffer not that I escape 
Alive out of your hands! Revenge yourselves ! 
Unsheath your weapons, plunge tlmm in ray heart, 
And drag me lifeless to your general’s feet ! 
Remember, if -was I, who slew your heroes, 

Who never showed compassion, who pourcal forth 
Torrents qf^EngUsh blood, who, from your sous, 
Snatched life sweet^leasure of returning home ! 
Tf^Jte now a bloody vengeance 1 Murder me ! 

I now am in your power ; I may perchance 
^ Not always be sq^weak. 

CfoNDTJCTOii OF SoLDiERS. Obey the Queen ! 

Johan. Must I oe yet moj’e wretched than I was ! 

Unpitying Vigpn ! Heavy is thy hand ! 

Hast thou completely thrust me from tljjr favour ? 
No God appears, no angel slsows himsel' 


Isabel. 

doUAN. 

Isabel. 



428 THE MAID OF OBLEANa, [ACT V, 

Closed are Heaven's portals, miracles have ceased. 

[She follows the Soldibiis. 

Scene VII. 

The French Camp, 

Dunois, between the Archbishop and Duohatei.. 

Arch. . Conquer your sullen indignation. Prince ! « 

Betuim ^villi us ! Come back unto your King ! 

In this emergency abandon not 

The general cause, when we are sorely pressed, 

And stand in need of your heroic arm. . 

Dunois. Why are ye sorely pressed ? Why dotli the foe 
Again exalt himself? all was,^hieved; — 

France was tnumphonfc — ^Avar‘was at an end ; — 

The saviour you have banished; you henceforth 
May save yourselves; 111 not ^ain behold 
The camp wherein the Maid abideth not. 
DuciiAT.Thiuk better of it, Prince ! Dismiss us not 
With such on answer! 

Dt Nois. Sil(pnce, Duchatel ! 

You ’re hateful to me ; 111 hear nought from you ; 
You were the first who doubted of her truth. 

Arch, . Who hud* not wavered on that &tal day, 

And been bewildered, when so many signs 
Bore evidence againt her ! We were stunned, 

Our hearts were crushed beneath the sudden blow. 
— Who in that hour of dread could weigh the proofs ? 
Our calmer judgment now returns to us, 

We see the Maid, as when she walked with us, 

Nor have we any fault to charge her with. 

We are. perplexed ; — ^we fear* that we have done 
A grievous wrong. — The King is penitent, 

The Duke remorseful, comfortless Da Hirci, 

And eveiy heart doth Aroud itself in wo, ^ 

Dijkois. She a deluder? If celestial truth . 

Would clothe herseU in a corporeal fomi, 

She needs must choose the featurea of fhe Maiden. 

If puxdty of heaa^, faith, innocence. 

Dwell anj^where on earth, upon her lips, , 

And in hen oyes* dear deptfa^, they find home ! 
Aheu. . Mi|y the Almighty, through ^ miracle, 

,Sj||ed light upon this awfm h^stery, 
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Which baffles human insight. — Howsoe’er 
This sad perplexity may be resolved, 

One of two grievous sins wo have committed ! 

Either in fight we have availed ourselves 
Of hellish, arms, or banished hence a saint i 
And both call down upon this wretched laud 
^he vengeance and the punishment of Heaven! 

ScENBti?'!!!. 

The mme, a Nobleman, afterwards Raimokd. 

Noble. A shepherd youth inquires after your Highness, 

He urgently entreats an interview. 

He says, he c<toeth from the Maiden — 

1)UN0IB. Haste ! 

Conduct him lAither ! He doth come from her! 

[77ia Nobleman ojpsfis the door to Baimond, 
Dxjnois hastens to meet him. 

Where is*she? Where ’s the Maid? 

Baimond. Hail ! noble Piince ! 

And blessed am I that I find with you 
, This holy man, the shield of thb oppressed, 

The father of the poof and destitute^' 

Dunois, Where is the Maiden? • 

Abch. Speak, my son, inform us ! 

Baim. . She is not, sir, a wicked sorceress! 

To Ood and all his saints I make appeal. 

An error blinds the people. You’ve cast forth 
God’s messenger, you’ve banished innocence ! 

DlnoIs. Where is she ? 

Baimond. I accompanied her flight 

Towards the wood of Ai*dennes ; there she hath 
Bevealed to me her spiiit’s inmost deptlis. ' 

In torture I’Jl expire^ and will resij^ 

My hopes <ff ^verlasung happiness, 

. If she’s, not Miltless, sir, of every sin ! 

DuKOiSjThe sun in Heaven is not more pure than she ! 

, Where is she? Speak! 

Rvimond. • If hath turned your hearts, 

Oh hasten, I enireat you — ^rescue het — 

She is a prisoner in the English oarnp* 

DtiKois. A prisoner say you ? 
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Arctibisiiop. Poor unfortunate ! 

liAiM. . There in the forest as we sought for shelter, 

We were encounter'd by Queen Isabel, 

Who seized and sent her to the English host. 

0 from a cruel death deliver her 

Who hatii full many a time deliver’d you ! 

Duxois. Sound an alarm I to arms ! up ! l>eat the drums. 
Forth to the field ! JLet France appear in arms ! 

The crown and the Yall^'dium are at stake ! 

Our honour is in pledge ! risk blood and life ! 

She must be rescued ere tlic day is done ! 

[Exit. 

A watch tower — an ope}0ng ahove. 

Scene IX. , 

Johanna and Liomcl 
Fastolfe [entering hastily). 

The people con no longer be restrain'd. 

AVith fuiy they demand the Maiden’s death. 

In vain your opposition. TiOtfher die. 

And throw ker head dowji from the battlements ! 
Her blood alone wiH 'satisfy the host. 

Isabel [coming in). « 

WTtli ladders they begin to scale the wails. 

Appease the angry peoph ! Will you wait 
Till in blind fury they o’erthrow the to^k^er, 

And we beneath its ruins are destroy’d? 

Protect her hero you cannot. — Give her up ! 

Lionel. Let them storm on I In fury let them rage ! 

Firm is this castle, and beneath its ruins 

1 will bo buried ere. I yield to them. 

— Johanna, answer me ! only be mine, 

And I will shield thee ’gainst Ji worid in arms. 
Isabel. Are you a mam? “ 

Lionel. Thy friends have east thee off. 

To thy ungrateful country thou dost owe 
Duty and faith no longer. The false cowards , 
Who sought thy hand, forsake thee in thy need. 

They for thy honour venture not the fight, 

But I, against my people and ’gainst thine, 

Will bo thy champion. — Once thou didst confess 



ec. X.] 


THE MATH OF OIir.EAKS. 


431 


My life was dear to thee : in combat then 
I stood before thee as thino enomy, — 

Thou hast not now a single friend but me ! 

Jo(r\x. Thou art my people’s enemy and mine. 

Tletweejii ii« there can be no fellowship. 

Thee I can never love, but if thy heart 
CJlierish affection for mo, let it bring 
A blessing on my people.— Lead lliy troops 
. P ar from the borders of my Fatherland ; 

Give up the keys of all the captured towns, 

1 to store the booty, set the captives free, 

Send hostages the compact to confirm, 

And peace I differ thee in my King’s name. 

IsAUEL. Wilt thou, a captive, dictate laws to us ? 

Johan. It must be d no ; ’tis useless to delay. 

Never, oh never, will this land endure 

The En^li.sh yoke ; sooner will PVanco become 

A miglity sepulchre for England b hosts. 

P’allen in buttle anj your bravest chiefs. 

Think how riiay achieve a safe retreat; 

, Your fame is forfeited, j^our poWer is lost. 

IsADETi. Can you endure her i*kving insol e?icf ? 

Scene X. 

A C ATTAIN enten hastily. 

Caih’. . HfiBte, general ! Prepare the host for battle! 

The French with flying banners come this way, 
Their shining weapons glitter in the vale. 

Johanna (icith enthusiasm). 

My people come this way ! Proud England, now, 
P^'orth in the field ! now boldly must you fight ! 
P’ASTOij. Deluded woman, moderate your joy ! 

You will not s€o the issue of this day. 

Johan. My friend^ 4lll win the fight and I shell die ! 

Tltf* gallant heroes need my arm no more. 

Lionel. These dastard enemies I scorn ! They have 
In twenty battles fled before our arms. 

Ere thia»heroic Maiden fought for tbexal 
All the whole nation I despise, save oner ^ 

And this one they have banish’d. — Come, Fastolfe, 
We soon will give them such another da^ 
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As that of Poictiers, and of Agincourt. 

Do you remain within the fortress. Queen, 

And guard the Maiden till the fight is o er. 

I leave for your protection fifty knights. 

Fastol. How ! general, shall we march against the foe 
And leave this raging fury in our rear ? 

Johan What ! can a fetter’d woman frighten thee ?* 

Lionel. Promise, Johanna, not to free thyself! 

Johan. To free myself is now my only wish. 

Isabel. Bind her with triple i.hains ! I pledge my life* 

That she shall not escape. ‘ 

[She is hound with heavy chams. 
Lionel (to Johanna). ’fhou willst it so ! 

Thou dost compel us ! still it rests with thee ! 
Eenounce the French, — the F< »lish banner bear, 
And thou art free, and these rude savage men 
Who now desire thy blood shall do thy w’ill ! 
Fastolfe (urgewtlyX * 

Away, away, my genera^ ! 

Johanna. • Spfjyre thy words ! 

The French' are drawing near. — Defend thyself! 

\Trumpets sound, Ijonel hastens forth 
Fastol. You know you* Jaty, Q .een 1 if Fate ueclares 
Against us, should ^ou see our people fly — 

IsABBL {showing a dagger). 

Fear not ! She shall not. live to see ouitfall. 
Fastolfe (to Johanna). 

Thou knowest what awaits thee, now implore 
A blessing on the weapons of thy people ! [K.r/r 

SCENEfXI. 

Isabel, Johanna, Soldiebs. 

Johan. Ay ! that I will ! no power cad hinder me. 

Hark to that sound, the war fiorch of my people ! 
How its triumphant notes inspire my hpart! 

Itoin to England! victory to France! 

Up, valiant countrymen ! The Maid' is near : 

She cannot, as of yore, before yoi^^boar 
Her banner — she is houna with hea% chains ; 

But freely from her prison soars her soul* 
l^pon the pinions of your battie song. 
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Isabel (fo a Soldier)- 

Ascftiid tiie watch-tower which commands the field, 
And thence report the progress of the tight. 

[Soldier ascmds. 

JojiAX. Courage, my people ! ’Tis the final struggle — 
Aiiuther victory, and the foe lies low ! 

Isabel. What see ’st thou ? 

Soldier. They re already in close fight. 

A furious waiTior, on a llarbary steed, 

111 tiger’s sidn, leads forward the gens d 'arm es. 

.^011 AN. That’s Count Diinois! on, gallant w'arrior! 

Conquest goes with thee. 

The Burgundian duke 

AUacks the biidgo. 

1 - w'.EL. Would that ten hostile spears 

Might his peii^hlious heai‘t transfix, the tltt-itor ! 

. . JiOrd Ftwtolf# gallantly opposes liim. . 

Now they dismount-^ they combat man to man, 

Thir peopfc and the troops of Burgundy. 

"sAjijx. 1 oliold'ct iliou not the Dauphin? Sce’st thou not 
1 . royal baiwici' wave ? 

Sol DiLiv A cloud of dust 

'hroud:' evoiy thing. T can distingiiish nought. 

•L;'' Lind he my eyes, or stood } thei*e aloft, 

Th(! sinfdiest speck would not elude gaze ! 

"J he wild fov'l I can number on the wing, 

Aud»mark the falcon in his towering flight. 

OLD. , There is a fearful tumult near the trench ; 

The chiefs, it seems, the Huules, combat there. 

1 .ao'.L. Still doth our banner wave? 

V ' in n. It proudly floats. 

C'ould I look through the loopholes of the wall, 
j. with my glapce the battle would control I 
S^OLD. . Alas What do I see ! Our general ’s 
Surrounded t)y the foe ! 

.ISABEL [jioLnt3 the dagger at Johakna). Die, wTetch! 

Soldi Eli (quieMg). He ’s free \ 

• The gallant Fasiolfe in the rear attacks 
The enemy — |ie breaks their serried rank^*. 

Isabel (inihdrawing the dagger). 

There spoke thyangeri 
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Soldier. Victory! They fly I 

Isabel. Who fly ? 

Soldier. The French and the Burgundians fly ; 

The field is cover’d o’er with fugitives. 

Johan. My God ! Thou Avilt not thus abandon me ! 

Sold. . Yonder they lead a sorely wounded knight ; 

The people rush to aid him — he ’s a prince. 

Isabel. One of our countiy, or a son of France? 

Sold. . They loose his helmet— -it is Count Diinois. 

Johanna {sei^scs her fetters %rhh eonvulsire violence). 

And 1 am nothing hut a fetter’d woman ! 

Sold. . Look yonder ! Who the azure mantle weal's, 
Border’d witli gold ? 

Johanna. That-iaf my Lord, the King. 

Sold. . His horse is restive, plunges, rears, and falls — 

He struggles hard to extricate, himself — 

[Johanna accompanies thes» ivord$ with passionate 
movements. 

Our troops are pressing on in full career, 

They near him, roach him — they surround him now. 
Johan. Oh, liave the heavens abov% no. angels more ! 

Isabel {laughing scomfuLly), 

Now is^the time, Deliverer — now deliver ! 

Johanna {throws herself %pon her knees, and with jms* 
’ sionate violence). 

Hear me, O God, in my extremity I 
In fervent supplication up to 'Ihee; 

Up to thy heaven above, I send my soul. 

The fragile texture of a spider’s web, 

As a ship’s cable, thou canst render strong ; 

Easy it is to thine omnipotence 

To change these fetters into* spiders’ webs — 

Command it, and these massy, chains shall fall. 

And these thick walls be rent ^ Thou, Lord, of old 
Didst strengthen Samson, when* enchain’d and blind, 
He bore the bitter scorn of his proud fees. 

Trusting in thee, he seized with mighty poAver 
The Pinal'S of his prison, bow’d himself, 

And overthrew the siructui-e. , 

^JoLDiKR. Triumph! 

ISABEF.. ^ “ 


TTow? 
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sc. XII.] 

Sold. . The King is ta’en ! 

Johanna [springing tip). Then God be gracious to me ! 

[She seizes her chains violently with both haitds, 
and breaks them asunder. At the same moment 
rushing upon the nearest soldier^ she seizes his 
sword and hurries out. All gaze after her^ 
. tramfiircd with astonishment. 

Scene XII. 

The samcy without Johanna. 

Isabel (after a long pause). 

How was it? Did I drcain? Where is she gone ? 
How did she J>reak these ponderous iron chains? 

A worhl could not have made me credit it, 

If I had noMieheld it with these eyes. 

SoLDiEii {from the iawer). 

How? Hath she wings ? Hath the wind home her 
down ? 

Isabel. Is she below? < 

SoLDiEK. • f'^ho strides an:)idst the fight: 

, Her course outspeeds my sight — Now she is here — 
Now there — 1 see her eveiy where at once ! 

— She separates the trooffe — all yield to her ; 

The scatter’d French collect— they form anew ! 

— ^Alas ! what do I see ! Our people cast * 

Their w-eapons to the ground, our banners sink — ^ 
Isabel. -What ! Will she snatch from us the victory ? 

Sold. . She presses forward, right towards the King. 

^ She reaches him — she bears him from the fight— 
Lord Fastolfe falls — ^the general is ta en ! 

Isabel. 1 11 hear no more. Come down ! 

Sold. . Fly, Queen I^you will be taken by surprise. 

Arm’d soldiers are advancing tow’rds the tower. 

[He comes down, 

Isabel {dra'Mng her sword). 

Then fight, ye cowards. 
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Scene XIII. 

La Him:, mth soldier. At his entrance the people of the 
Queen lay doivii their arms. 

JjA HiiU': [approaching her respectfully). 

Queen, submit yourself — 
Your knights liave yichlcil — to resist is vain 
— Accept iny proffer '<1 services. Command * ’ 

Where you would be conducted. 

Isabel. Eveiy phve 

TJie same, where I encounter not the Dauphin. 

[She resiyiiH her sword, and follows him with the 
. soldic) s, • 

2'he Scene changes to the Vattle field, 

S< EXE XIV. ' 

Soldiers with fiylny banners occupy the backyroiind, Jlefore 
them the King and the Duke of BuiUiUNiiv appear, bearing 
^ Johanna in their arms; she is mortally wounded, and oj)- 
parenily lifeless. They advance Aowly to the front of the 
stage, Aclnes SorLl mshcs in, 

Sokel [throwing lierself on the bosom of the Kino). 

You ’re free — you live — T have you back again ! 

King. . Yes, I am free — I am so at this price ! 

[Pointing to Johanna. 

SoREL. Johanna! — God! she s dying! * 

Burgundy. She is gouei 

An angel passeth hence ! See, liow she lies, 

Easy and tranquil, like a sleeping child ! • 

The peace of Heaven awund her features plays. 

The breath of life no longer ‘heaves her breast. 

But vital warmtli still lingers in her hand. 

King. . She’s gone! — She never will Bvj;aken more, 

Her eye will gaze no more on eaHhly things. 

She soars on high, a s])irit glorified, • 

- ■ She seeth not our grief, our penitence. 

SniiEL. Her eyes unclose— she lives ! . 

Burgundy [in astonishment). Can she return 

«r ^ Back from the grave, triumphant e’en o’er death ? 
She risetli up ! She standeth! 



«C. XIV.] 


THE MA.ID OF OIILEANS. 


437 


Johanna {Htandiug iip^ and loolniiff round). Where am I? 
I^uViO. . With thine own people, Muideii—whh thy friends! 
Kim. . Supported by thy friend, an^ by thy King. 
ploiiANNA (fij'ter looking ut hbn fixedly for some time). 

No ! I am not a sorceress 1 Indeed 
I am not one. 

KiNr.. » Thou Vt hol 3 % as an angel ; 

A cloud of error diinin'd our mental sight, 

Johanna {gnzing round her nith o joyful smile). 

And am I really, then, among my friends, 

And am no more rejected and despised? 

They curse me not— kindly they look on me ! 

— Yos. all around me now seems clear again ! 

That is my Kmg ! — the banners these of France! 

My banner Ij^peliold not — where is it? 

Without niy Jjanner I dare not appear; 

To me it was confided by my lA>rd, 

And 1 bdfore his throne must lay it down ; 

I there may show it, for I bore it truly. 

King {averting his face), 

^ Give her the banner ! 

[It is given to her.* She stands unite timupporteU^ 
the banner in her hand. The heaven is illu- 
mined by a rosy light. 

Joii.VN. See you the rainbow yonder in the air ? 

Its golden portals Heaven doth wide unfold, 

Amid the angel choir she radiant sbmds. 

The eternal Son she claspeth to her breast, 

Her arms she strctcheth forth to mo in love. 

How is it with me 1 Light clouds bear me up — 

My ponderous mail becomes a winged robe ; 

I mount — I fly — back rolls the dwindling eai*th — 
Brief is the sorrow^ — endless is the joy ! 

[Her banner falls^ and she sinM lifeless on the 
ground. All reviam for some time in speech- 
less sorrow, ^ Upon a signal from the King, all 
the banners are gently p1a>ced over her^ so thai 
she is entirely concealed hj tlmn. 




USE 0‘F 


ON THE 


THE CHORUS 

IN TRAGEDY. 


A Poetical work miiet vindicate, itself : — if the execution be defective, little 
aid con be derived from commentaries. 

On these grounds, 1 might safely leave the Chonis to be its own advocate, 
if wc had ever seen it pr(?scntcd in an appropriate inadner. But it must be 
remcnil)ered that a dramatiic composition first assumes the character of a 
whole by means of represe): tution on the stage. The Poet supplies only the 
words, to which, in a IvricB^ tragedy, music and rliythmkfil motion are essential 
accessories. It follows, that if the Chonis is deprived of accompaniments 
appealing so powojfully to the senses, it will appear a superfluity in the 
economy of the dnuna — a mere hindrance to the development of the plot — de- 
structive to the illusion of the scene, and wearisome to the spectators. 

To do justice to the Chorus, more especially if our turns in Poetry he tif 
a grand and elevated chai^cter/ we must tiansport ourselves from the actual 
to a possiUle stage. It is the piivilegc of Art to furnish for itself whatever 
is requisite, and the accidental dehcisncy of iiuxilianes ought not to coniine 
the phistic imagination of the Poet. He aspires to w hatever is most digniflod, 
lie labours to realize the ideiU in his own luYnd — though in the execution of his 
purpose ho must needs accommochue himself to circumstances. 

The assertion so commonly madt, that the Public degrades Art, is not well 
founded. It i§ the artist that biings the Public to the level of his own con- 
ceptions and, in every age in which Art has gone to decay, it has fklleii 
through its professors. The People need feeling alone, and feeling they 
possess. They take their station before the curtain with an unvoiced long- 
ing, with a multifarious capswity. They bring with them an aptitude for 
urhttt is highest — they derive the greatest pleasure from w'hat is judicious and 
trne ; and i^ with these powers of appreciation, they begin to be satisfied 
with inferior productions, still, if they have once tasted w'hat is excellent, 
they will, in the cud, insist on having it supplied to them. 

It is siHuetimes objected that the Poet may labour according to 011 Ideal — 
that the ctitic may judje from ideas, but that mere executive art is subject 
to contingencies, and depends for effect ouUhe occasion. Managers will be 
obstinate ; actors are bent on display— -the audience is inattentive and 
ruly. Their object is rehixation, and they arc disappointed if mental exertion 

required, when they expected only amusement. But if the Theatre be 
made instrumental toavards higher objects, the pleasure of the spectator will 
not be increased, but ennobled. It will be a diversion, but a j^etieal 
one. All Art is dedicated tq pleasure, and there can be no higher and wbxfhier 
end than to make men happy* The true Art is that whjeh provides the 
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highest degree of pleasure; and this consists in the abandonment of the 
spirit to the free play of nil its hicultics. 

Every one expects from the imaginative arts a eertnin emancip.ition from 
the bounds of reality: we arc willing to give a scope to Fancy, and 
recreate ourselves with the possible. The man aAo expects it the least 
will nevertheless forget his ordinary pursuits, his every-day existence and 
individuality, and experience delight from uncommon incidents : — if he be 
of a serious turn of mind, ho will acknowledge on the stage that moral 
government of the world which he ftiils to discover in real life. i3ut he is. 
at the same time, perfectly aware that all is an empty show, and that, in a 
tnie sense, he is feeding only on dreams. When lie returns from theatre 
to the world of realities, he is again compressed witljin its narW»w bounds; 
he is its denizen as before — for it remains what it iias, and in him nothing 
has been changed. What, then, has he gained beyond a momentary illusive 
pleasure which vanished with the oa'asioii ? 

It is because a passing recreation is alone dpsired, that a mere show of 
trutli is thought sudicient. 1 mean that pr^diubility or viiiisemblance 
which is so highly esteemed, but which the cominonest workers are’^ aide 
to substitute for the true. ^ 

Art has for its object not merely to afford a tren. ’ nt ]deasnre, to excite 
to a momentary dream of liberty ; its aim is to make us a)»8olutfly free ; and this 
it accomplishes by awjikening, exercising, and perfecting ib us a powt;r to remove 
to an objective distance the sensible world ; (which otherwise only burdens us ns 
rigged matter, and presses us down witli a brute influence ;) to transform it 
into the free working of our spirit, and thus rfcquiip a dominion over the ma- 
terial by means of ideas. FoV the very reason also that tnie Art requires soine- 
orhat of the objective and real, it is not satisfied with a sliow of truth. It rears 
its ideal edifice on Tiilth itself- -on the solid and deep foundations of Nature. 

But how Art can be at once aUogcther ideal, yet iii the strictest sense 
real ; — how it can entirely leave the actual, and yet harmonize with Nature, 
is a problem to the multitude : — and hence tlie distorted views which prevail 
in regard to poetical and plastic works ; for to ordinary jadgnif'>nts these two 
ro^isites seem to counteract each other. 

It is commonly supposed that one may be attained by the sacrifice of the 
Other : — the result is a failure to, arrive at either. One to whom nature has 
given a true sensibility, but denied the plastic imaginative power, will be a 
feithful painter of the real ; he will adnpt«:n8ual appearances, but never catch 
the imirit of Nature* He will only reproduce to us the matter «>! the world, 
whion, not being our own work, the product of our creative spirit, con never 
have the beneficeiit operation of Art, of which the esrence is freedom. Serious, 
inde^, hut unpleosing, is the cast of thought with (which such an artist and 
poet' dismisses us ; — we feel ourselves painfully thrush back into the narrow 
aphere of reality by means of the very art which ought to havp emancipated 
us. - On the other luind, a writer, endowed with a lively £iney,but destitute 
oj^ warmth and individuality of feeling, wiU not concern liiniiimf in the least 
abot^ truth ; he will sport with the stuff of the world, and endeavour *to 
surplise by whimsical combinations ; and ns hia wholb pertosance is no- 
thinf but foam and glitter, he will, it is true, engage the attention for a time, 
but up and confirm nothinff in the understanding* His playfulnoss is, 
like^the gravityitof the other, tWoughly uftpoetical. To string together at 
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will fiintnstical images^ is not to travel into the realm of the ideal ; and the 
imitative reproduction of the nctiuil cannot bo called the representation of na- 
ture. Both requisites stand so little in contradiction to each other that 
they are rather one and the same thing ; that Art is only true insomuch as it alto- 
gether forsakes the actual and becomes purely ideal. Nature herself is an 
idea of the mind, and is never presented to the senses. She lies under the 
veil of appearances, but is herself never apparent. To the art of the ideal 
alone is lent, or rather, absolutely given, the privilege to grasp the spirit of 
the All, and bind it in a corporeal form. 

Yet, in truth, even Art cannot present it to the senses, but by means of her 
creative power to the imaginative faculty alone ; and it is thus that she becomes 
more true than all reality, and more mil than all experience. It folloAvs 
from these premises that the artist can use no single clement taken from 
reality ns he finds it— that his work must be ideal in all its parts, if it be 
designed to have, as it were, .nn iittrinsic reality, and to harmonize with 
jifture. 

/ / What is true of Art an<f Poetry, in the abstract, holds good as to their 
various kinds ; and we may ipply what has been advanced to the subject of 
tragedy. In this dopiirtrae^V it is still necesRavy to controvert the ordhmry 
notion of the natural, with which poetrj' is altogether incompatible. A certain 
ideality has been allowed in painting, though 1 fear, rather for conventional 
reasons, than on grounfls of comiction ; but in dmnuitic works what is de- 
sired is illusion, which, if it could be accomplished by means of the actual, 
would be, at best, a paltry deception. All fh(! exteninls of a theatrical re-*' 
presentation are opposed to ,this notion ; all is merely a symbol of the real. 
The day ijaelf in a theatre is an artificial one ; the metrical dialogue is itself 
ideal ; yet the conduct of the play miisf forsooth be real, and the general effect 
sacrificed to a part. Thus the French, wl^p have utterly misconceived the 
spirit of the ancients, adopted on their stage the unities of time and place in 
the most common and empirical sense ; ns though there were any place but 
the bare ideal one, or any other time than the mere sequence of the in- 
cidents. • 

. By the introduction of a metrical dialogue an importitnt progress has been 
made towards the poetical Tragedy. A few lyrical dramas have been success- 
ful on the stage, and Poetry, by its own living energy, has triumphed over 
prevailing prejudices. But so long us these erroneous views are entertained 
little has been done — for it is not enough barely to tolenite as a poetic licence that 
which, is in trtith, the essence of all poetry, " The introduction of the Chotus 
would be the last and decisive step ; and if it only served this end, namely, to 
declare open and honourable woifare against natunilism iii art, it would be 
for US a living wall which Tragedy had drawn around herself, to raard her 
from contact with the world of reality, and maintain her own idesd soil, her 
poetical freedom. 

It is w^ known that the Greek tragedy had its origin in the Chonis ; 
and though, in process of time, it became independent, still it may be raid that 
poetfi^y/ and in spirit, the Chorus was the source of its existence, and 
that without ^se ^rievering supporters and witnesses of the in- 
cident a totally different order of poetry would have grown out of t^e 
drama. The abolition of the Xlhorus, and the debasement of this sensibly 
powerful oi^n into the oharacteriess substitute of a confidtnt, is, by no 
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means, such an improvement in tragedy as the French, and their imitators, 
would have it supposed to be. 

The dd Tragedy, which at hrst only conoomed itself with gods, hcroea 
and kings, intr^uced the Chorus os an essential accompaniment. The poets 
found it in nature, and for that reason employed it. It grew ont of the 
poetical aspect of real life. In the new Tragedy it becomes an organ of art 
which aids in making the poetry prominent. The modem poet no longer 
finds the Chorus in nature ; he must needs create and introduce it poetically ; 
that is, he must resolve on such on adapttitlou of his stor^' as will tldniit of its 
retrocession to tliose primitive times, and to that simple form of life. 

The Chorus thus renders more substantial service to the modem drama* 
tist than to the old poet — and for this reiison, tliat it transforms the common - 
place actual world into the old poetical one ; that it enables him to dispense 
w'ith all that is repugnant to poetry, and conducts Kim back to the most sim 
pie, original, and genuine motives of octtiin. The palaces of kings are in these 
days closod— courts of justice have been tran^erred from the gates of cities 
to the interior of buildings ; writing has narrowed the province of speech ; 
the people itself — tlie beusilily living mass — when it does not ojverate as bmte 
force, has become a part of t\e civil politj', andvtliereby an abstract idea in 
our minds; the dei tuts have returned within bosoms of mankind. The 
poet must reopen the palaces — lie must place courts of justice beneath 
the canopy of heaven — restore tin? gods, reproduce ev^^ry extivme wdiich the 
artihcial frame of actual life has aboUslicd — throw aside every factitious influence 
non the mind or condition of man which impedes the nianifestation of his inward 
nature and primitive diameter, as the statua>/y rejects modem costume and 
of all external circumstances adopts nolbing but what is paljiahle in the 
highest of fomiB — that of humanity. ' 

But precisel}' as the painter throws around his figures draperies of ample 
volume, to fill up the space of his picture richly and gracerully, to arrange its 
sovcral parts in harmonious masses, to give due play to colour, which chnims 
and refreshes the eye — and at once to cii\elop human I'onna in a spiritual 
veil, and make them visible — so the tiagic poet inlays av^d entwines his 
rigidly contracted plot and the strong outlines of his charactei's with a tissue 
of lyrical magnificence, in wdiich, as in flowing robes of purple, they move 
freely and nobly, with a snstaiued dignity and exulted repose. 

Jn a higher oiganlzatinn, the material, or the elementary, need not bo 
visible; the cheuiiciil colour vanishes in^he finer tints of the imaginative one. 
The material, however, lias its peculiar efleqt, and may be included in an 
artistical composition. But it must deserve Us i»laco py animation, fulness 
ai^ harmony, and give value to the ideal forms <«vbich it surrounds, instead 
of :§tifling them by its weight. „ 

Xn respect of tiie pictorial art, this is obvious to ordinary apprebension, yet in 
poetry likewise, and i« the tragit^al kind, which is our immediate subject, 
the same doctrine bolds good. Wliatever fitsemates llte staiscs alone; is 
|nsrc mattQT, and the rude elcmcrU of a work of art : — ^if it toko tlm lead it 
w£U iiwlvit^y destroy the poetical — which lies at the eapict medium botvecn 
the ideal and the sensible. But man is so constituted that he is ever im- 
pi|^ie)U to pass firom what is fiuicifal to what is oomxmm ; and reflection must^ 
tfijiarefore, have its place even in tragedy. Bot to merit this place it must, by 
mjpans of deUvocy, recover wbut it wanU in actual life ; for if the two eloraents 
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of poetry, the ideal and the sensible, do not o^MTatc with an inward mutuality, 
they must at least act as allies — or poetry is out of the question. If the 
Ixilanee he not intrinsically perfect, the equipoise can only be nuiintained by 
an agitation of both scales. 

Thfs is what the Chorus effects in traged 3 ^ It is, in itself, not an indi- 
vidual but a general conception, yet it is reprcscaited by a palpable body 
which "appeals to the senses with an imposing grandeur. It forsiikes the 
contracted sphere of the incidents to dilate itself over the past and the future, 
over distant times and nations, and general humanity, to deduce the 
grand results of life, and pronounce the lessons of w'isdom. But all this it 
does with the full power of fancy — ^with u bold lyriml freedom which as- 
cends, as with godlike step, to the topmost height of worldly things ; and it 
effects it in conjunction wj.th the whole sensible influence of melody and 
rhythm, in tones and movements. 

The Chorus thus exercises a purifying influence on tragic poetry, inso- 
much as it keeps reflecti<m ap^rt from the incidents, and by this sejjaration 
anus it with apoctical vignur^^s thepaintcr,bymoan8of arich drapery, changes 
the oi*ulnary poverty of costi.aie into a cham and an ornament. 

But as the painter finds hio.self obliged to strengthen the tone of colour of 
the living subject, in ^'rder 4o counterbalance the material influences — so the 
lyrical effusions of the Chonis impose upon the poet the ntjcessity of a pro- 
portionate elevation df his general diction. It is the Chorus alone which 
entitles the poet to employ this fulness of tone, which at once charms the 
souses, pervade the spirit and expands the mind. This one giant form on* 
his entivas obliges him to nigunt his figures on the cothurnus, and thus im- 
part a tragical grandeiu* to his picture. If the Chou, s be taken away, the 
diction of the tragedy must generally be lowered, or what is now great and 
inajestic will appear forced and overstraii^‘d. The ol<i Chorus introduced 
into the French tragedy would prcs*»nt it in all its pdverty, and reduce it to 
nothing ; yet, without doubt, tbc same nccompuni incut would imjx^'t to Shak- 
spere’s tragedy its true sigmificance. -• 

As the Chonft gives life to the language — so also it gives repose to the 
action ; hut it is that beautiful and lofty repose which is the characteristic of 
a true Avork of art. For tlie mind of the hpectator ought to maintain its 
freedom through the most impassioned scenes : it should not be the mere 
prey of impressions, but calmly and severely detach itself from the emo- 
tions which it suffers. The commonplace objection made to the Chorus, that 
it disturbs the^Uusion, and blunts the ed^ of the feelings, is. what constitutes 
its highest recommendation ; for it is this blind force of the affections which 
the true artist deprecates— this illusion is what he disdains to excite. If the 
strokes which Tragedy ii^ficts on our bosoms followed without respite— *tho 
passion would overpower the action. Wc should mix oursehes up with the 
subject matter, «.iid no longer stand above it. It is by holding asunder the 
different parts, and stepping between the passions with its composing views, 
that the Chorus restores to us our freedom, which would else he lost in thfe 
temfiest. The characters of the drama need this intermission in order to 
collect themselves ; for^hoy are no real beings who obey the impulse of the 
moment, and merely represent individuals — ^but ideal persons and represeq^- 
tivos of their species, who enunciate the deep tiling of Humanity. 

Thus much on my attempt to revive the old Chorus on thte tragic stage. 
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It is tnie that choruses are not unknown to modem tragedy ; hut the Chorus 
of the Greek drtima, us I have employed it — the Chetrus, ns a single ideal per- 
son, furthering and accompanying the whole plot— is of an entirely" distinct 
character ; and when, in discussion on the Greek tragedy, I hear motion 
made of choruses, 1 genercilly suspect the speaker’s ignorance of his snhject. 
In my view the Chorus has never been reproduced since the decline of the 
old tragedy. 

I have divided it into two parts, and represented it in conti'st jj-ith itself ; 
hut this occurs where it acts as a real person, and ns an unthinking multi- 
tude. As Choms and an ideal person it is always one and entire. I have 
also scveml times dispensed with its presence on the sUige. For this liberty I 
have the example of JBschylus, the crwitor of tragedy, and Sojjhocles, the 
greatest master of his art. 

Another licence it may be more difhcult to excuse. I have blended to- 
gether tlie Christian Keiigion and the Pagan Mythology, and introduced 
recollections of the Moorish superstition. 13 ut the scene of i!ie drama is 
Messina — where these three religions either c)lcrcised a living influence, or 
appealed to the senses in monumental remains. Besides, I consider it a pri- 
vilege of poetry to deal with diderent religions a^a collective whole, in whicli 
every thing that hears an individual character, ami expresses a peculiar mode 
of feeling, has its place. Keiigion itself, the idea of a Divine Power, lies 
nndcr the veil of all religions : and it must be pcrJbitted to the poet to 
represent it in the form which ajjpears the moat ai>propriate to liis subject. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON.®. 


Isabella^ Pi-incm of Jilcmiia. 

her Soils, 


D(»n ‘Manuel ) 


Don CjiSAR 5 
Beatkice. 

Dieuo^ an ancknt Servant 


Messengers. 

Tub Elders of Messina, mufe. 
The Chorus, consuHng of the Fol- 
lowers of thUHwo Princes, 


SOENE I. 

A spacious hall, suppo)^.d on columns, with entrances on both 
skies; at the hack of the stage a large folding’door leading 
to a ehapd, 

Donna Isadetj^, in mourning; the liLDERS of Messina. 

IsAB. * Fortli from my silmt chamber’s deej) recesses, 

(fi’cy Fathers^ of the State, unwjllingly 
,1 come ; ^ud, sliriiihin^ from your uplift 
The veil that shades my widowed brpws the light 
And glory of my days is flefd for elMSr ! 

And best in solitude and kindred gloom 
To hide these sable weeds, this gricf-wnpn ftamc, 
lleseems the mourners heart. A mighty yoice ' 
Inexorable — duty’s stem command, 

Calls me to life again. ^ 

Not fwice the moon 

Has filled her orb, since to the tomb ye bore 
Vlf princely spouse, your city^s lord, ft™ 
Against a woyd of envious foes around 
Hurled fierce defiance ! Still his spirit lives 
In his herofc sons, tlieir countiy’s pride : — 

Ye marked how sweetly from their childhood s hlooi 
They grew in joyous j^omise to the years 
Of manhood’s strengtiv;~yet in their seeJet heaft^ 
From mysterious root accars*9, upsprung 
UnmitigalMe deadly liate, that spumed i 

All kindred ties; all youthful fond affections, 
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Still ripening with ilieir thoughtful uge ; — not mine 
The sweet accord of fainil}'^ bliss ; tho’ each 
Awoke a mother s mpture ; each alike 
Smiled at my nourishing breast ! for me alone ^ 

Yet lives one mutual thought, of children’s love, 

In these tempestuous souls dissevered else 
By mortal strife and thii’st of fierce revenge. 

While yet their father reigned, his stern' control 
Tamed their hot spirits, and with 11*011 yoke 
To awful ^stice bowed their stubborn will ; 

Obedient to bis voice, to outward seeming 
Tliey calmed their wrathful mood, nor in an*ay 
Ero met, of liostile arms ; — yet unappeased 
Sat brooding malice in theii>bosoms’ depths ; — 
They little reck of hidden siirings, whose power 
Can quell the torrent’s fury -Scarce their sire 
In death had closed his eyes, wlion, as the sj)ark, 
That long in smouldering embers sullen lay, 

Shoots fortli a toweling flame ; — so uncoullned 
Burst the wild storm of brothel’s’ hate, triumphant 
O’er nature’s holiest bandrj. Yo saw, niy friends, 
Y'our country’s bleeding wounds, when princely strife 
Woke discord’s nmddeuiiig tires, and mnged her sons 
In mutuad deadly conflict ; — all around 
Was heard the clash of arms, the din of carnage, 
An^ en these halls were stained with kindre(l gore. 

'Tmn was the state with civil rage, this heart 
With pangs that mothers feel ; alas ! unmindful 
Of aught but public woes, and i)itiless, 

You sought my widow’s chamber— there with taunts 
And fierce reproaches for your country’s ills 
Frouj,^that polluted spring Of brother’s h&te 
Derived, invoked a parent’s wiuming voice ! 

And threatening told of people/s discontent 
And priiices’ crimes ! ** 111 fat^d land ! now wasted 

By thy unnatural sons, ere long the prey 
,Of foeman’s sword ! haste,” you cried, ‘^and end 
This strife ! bring peace again, or soon Messina . 
Shall bow to other lords,” Your <item decree 
PreA^ailed; this hernia with all a mother’s anguish 
O’erlaboured, owned the weight of public caves. 
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1 flew, and at my cliildren’s feet distracted 
A suppliant lay ; till to my prayei*s and tears 
The voice of nature answered in llieir breasts ! 

Here in the palace of their sires, unanned. 

In peaceful guise, Messina shall behold 
The long inveterate foes ; — this is the day ! 

E’en now I wait the messenger tliat brings 
The tidings of my sons’ approach: be ready 
To give your princes joyful welcome home ; 

For dire their strife — so from this glad accord, 

With thousand blessings on our happy land, 

Fair Peace shall smile. 

[The Elders retire in silence; she beckons to an 
ofd att^iidant who remains. 

Isabella. '* Diego ! 

Dikgo. Honoured mistress ! 

•IsAD. Old faithful servant, thou true heart, come near me ; 
Sharer of all a mother’s woes, be thine 
The sweet communion of her joys:-— my treasure 
Shrined in thy heart, my dear and holy secret, ^ 
Shall pierce the * iivious veil, apd shine triumphant 
• To cheerful day ; too long by harsh decrees, 

Silent and overpowered, affection y«t 

Shall utterance find in naj^jure’s tones of rapture ! 

And this imprisoned heart leap to the embrace 
Of all it holds most dear, returned to glad 
My'^desolate halls ; — 

So bend tliy aged steps 
To the old cloistered Sanctuaiy that guards 
The darling of my soul, whose ijiiiocence 
To thy tme love — (sweet pledge of happier days !) 
Trusting I gave, and asked from fortune’s storm 
A resting pl^e and shrine : O in this hour 
Of bliss, th^, dear reward of all thy cares. 

Give to longing arms my child again ! 

• . [Trumpets me heard in the distaiwe. 

Haste! be thy foots^ljpps winged with joy-^1 hear 
"Ihe trumpets blast, that tells in warlike accents. 

My sons ure near: — 

[Earit Diego. Music U heard in an apposite all- 
recti on and becomes (p^adualkj louder. 
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JMessina is awake I 

Hark ! how the stream of tongues hoarse munnuring 
Rolls on the breeze, — *tis they! iiiy mother’s heart 
Feels their approach, and beats with mighty throes 
Responsive to the loud resounding march ! 

They come I they come! my children ! oh, my children * 

[Edit. 

The Choebs enters. 

It conshils of two srAnichoruM 'which enter at the same time 
from opposite sides^ and after marvhiiuj round, the stage 
range themselves in rows, each on tJu^ side bg which it en 
tered. One semichorus consists of young knights, the other 
of cider ones, each has its peculia^' costume and ensigns. 
When the two choruses stand opposite to each other, the 
march ceases, and the two leaders spetfjt »i'*. 

First Chorus (Cajet^n). 

1 greet ye, glittering halls ^ 

Of oldeti time ! 

Cradle of kings ! Hail ! lordly roof, 

Ilf pillared nityesty sublime [ 

Sheathed be the sword ! 

In chains before the portal lies 
The fiend with trSsses snake-entwined, 

Fell Discord! — Gently tread the inviolate floor ! 

Peace to this royal dome I 
'Ilius by the Furies’ brood we swore, 

And all the dark avenging Deities ! 

Second Chorus (Boiiemund). 

I rage ! I bum ! and sdkrce refrain 
To lift the glittering steel on high, 

For lo ! the Gorgon-visaged train 
Of the detested foemau nigh — 

Shall I my swelling heart control? — 

To parley — or still in mortal stwfe 

The tumult of my soul*? 

* Thts firtit choras consistfj of Cajetan, Berengar, lUfanfred, Tristan, and 
followers of Don Mannel. Tho second of Bohcniund, Boger, Hippolyte, 
and nine others of the party of Don Csesar. 
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Dh'« Sister, guardian of the spot, to thee 
Awe-struok 1 heud the knee. 

Nor dare with arms profane thy deep tranquillity ! 
J^'irst Chorus (Cajftan). 

Welcome the j>eaceful strain ! 

'‘rogether we ador<^ the guardian power 
Of these august abodes ! — 

Sacred the hour 
To kindred brotherly ties 
And reverend holy syinpathies ; — 

Our hearts the genial emirm shall own, 

And melt awhile at friendship’s soothing tone : — 

But when ii yonder plain 
We meet — th^u, peace away ! 

Come gleam^g arms, and battle s deadly fray ! 

^he irJiole Chorm, 

But when in yonder plain 
Wc meet — th]pn peace away! 

(Jome gleaming arms, and battle s deadly fray ! 

► Thirst (BKai:N*GvAi’). 

1 liato thee not — nor call tiiee foe, • 

My brother! this our nati^/ earth. 

The land that gave our fathei's birth : — 

Of eliiefs behest the slave decreed, 

The vassal draws the sword at need. 

For chieftain s rage wc strike the blow, 

For stranger lords our kindred blood must flow, 

iSecond Chorus (Bi>1IEMUNI)). 

Ilate lires their souls — we ask not why ; — 

At honours c;Sill to fight and die, 

Boast of tlie^true and brave! 

Unworthy ot a soldier s name 

Wh# burns not for his chie|N|i&'s fame 1 

The whole Chorus, 

Unworthy -of a soldier’s nanre 

Who burns not for his chieftain’s fame t 
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One of the Chorus (Bishengae). 

Thus si)olve witbii) iiiy hosoni's core 
The thought — as hitherward 1 stravod ; 

And pensive ’mid the wav in store, 

I iiiiised, of Autumn s yellow j^lade : — 

Tliese gifts of Nature's bounteous reign, — 

The tetiining earth, and golden grain. 

Yon (dins, among whose h;ovcs entwine 
The tendrils of ,tife.clust(‘ring vine; — 

Gay children clime, — 

Begiou of Spril^^^ftSpial prime ! — 

Each charm sh(^ti%do to lo^c and joy, 

No cares the droitn of Tbliss annoy. 

And I Measure through life’s kununer day 
Speed every laughing Bour away. 

We rage in blood, — O dire disgrace ! 

For this usurping, alien race ;** 

From some far distant land tliey ttame, 

Beyond the sun’s departing flani(‘. 

And owned upon our friendly shore 
The welcome of our sircsf of yore. 

Alas ! their sons in thraldom pine, 

Tlie vassals of this stranger lino. 

A second (MANFiucn). 

Ye.s ! jdeased, on our laud, from his azure way. 

The Sun ever smiles with umdouded ray. * 

But never, fair isle, shall thy sons repose 
’Mid the sweets which the faithless waves enclose. 

On their bosom they wafted the. corsair hold, 

With liis dreaded barks t(?our coast of old. 

For thee was lliy dower of beauty vain, 

’Twas llie treasure that lurerl tliQ. spoiler’s train. 

Oh, ne’er from these smiling valets sliall rise 
A sword for our vanquished liberties ; 

’Tis not w'hcre the laughing Ceres reigns,*' 

And the jocund lord of the flowery plains ; — 

Where the iron lies hid in the mountain cave, 

Is the cradle of I^mpire — tlie home'of the brave : 

\^rhe fold'mij-doors at the hade of the staff e are 
t throtrn open. Donna isAUELiA appears htewem 
1 her sons^ DoxN* Manuel and Don Cjesae. • 
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Both Chorw^m (Cajetan). 

Lift liigh the notes of praise ! 

Behold ! where like the awakening Sun, 

She eomos, and from her queenly brow 
Shoots glad-inspiring rays. 

Mistress, we bend to thee ! 

First Chorus. 

Fair is the moon amid the stariy quire 
That twinkle o er the sky. 

Shining in silve^lii^ild iranquillitj^ ; — 

The mother withfie^jsiihs m(»re fair! 

See I hloomiiig at side, 

She leiidt> the, yuutliful royal pair: 

With gentle grace, atid soft matenuil pride, 
Atteinjueving sweet their manly lire. 

Seesnd Chorus ( BERENCiAR). 

From*thi3 fair stem a beauteous tree 
With ever springing boughs shall smile, 

And w'itJi immortal verdure shade our isle; 

]Vlother,of herrocs, joy to iheo ! 

Triumphant as thy king!) race 

{Shall spread from dime to diftie. 

And give a deathless^ name to rolling time! 
IsAiJEJLLA {ro7urs forward with her Sons). 

. Look down ! bonigTiant Queen of Heaven, and .still 
This pixaid tumultuous heart, that in my hreast 
Swells with a mothers tide of ecstasy, 

As blazoned in these noble youths, my image 
More peifect shows; — O blissful hour ! the first 
TJiat eomprelieiids tJjc fulness of my joy, 

When long constrained aflecLion dares to pour 
In unisnij ol» triuispovt from my heart 
Uncheckcc^, a parent's undivided love : 

Oh ! it wa.s over one — my sons w'ei*e twain. 

Sa^ — shall 1 revel in tlio dream of b^jss, 

And give my soul to nature’s dear emotions? 

Is this warm pressure of thy brother’s hand 
A daggci* ill thy breast? [To Don Manuei*. 

Or when my eyes * 
Feed on that brow with love’s enraptured gaze, 

cf G 
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Js it a wrong to thee ? . . . [To Don CIesak. 

Trembling, I pause. 

Lest eVn affection s breath should wake the lires 
Of slumbering hate. 

[After reffarduuj both v'ith inquirinrj Jonhs. 

Speak ! In your secret hearts 
What purpose dwells ? Is it the jincieiit hmd 
T^nreconciled, that in your fathers luills 
A moment stilled ; beyond castle gates, 

Where sits infuriate War, and champs the bit — 
tSliall rage anew in mortal bloody conflict ? 

(JIioruH (Boiikmi'Nd). 

Concord or strife — the b^ates' decree 
Is bosomed yet in dark futurity ! — 

What comes, we little heedito know. 

Prepared fur aught the houu may show ! 

IsAUELi^ {loolcing round). 

What mean these arms ? this warlike dread array. 
That in tho i>alace of your sires portends 
Some fearfid ^ssue ? needs ft mother’s heart 
Outpoured, this ruggeij witness of her joys? ' 

Say, in the.S(' folding awns shall Treason hide 
The deadly snare ? — O tliese rude pitiless men, 

The ministers of your wrath! — trust not the show 
Of seeming friendship ; treachery in their breasts 
Lurks to hetraj, and long- dissembled hafe. 

Ye ai*e a race of other lands ; your sires 
Profaned their soil ; and ne'er the invaders yoke 
Was easy — never in Ihe^vassals heart 
Languished the hope of sweet revenge ; — ;Our swav 
Not rooted in a people's love, but owns 
Allegiance from their fears ; with secret joy — 

For conquest s ruthless sword, aj»d thnildoin’s chains 
From age to age, they wait the atoning hour 
Of prmces’ downfal ; — thus theii* hards asvake 
The patriot strain, and thus from sire to son 
Rehearsed, tho old traditionary tale * 

Beguiles the winter’s night. Falsfe is the world. 

My sons, and light are all tho sj)ecioiis tics 
ByiFancy twined : Friendship — deceitful name! 



THK liinDi: or messina. 


453 


Its giuuiy flowers but deck our suinincu’ fortune. 

To wither at tljo lirst rude breath of autuimi ! 
tSo happy to whom Heaven has given a brother; 

The friend by nature signed — the true and steadfast! 
Nature alone is honest — Nature only — 

When all we trust<;d strews the wdritry shore — 

' Oil her eternal anchor lies at rest. 

Nor heeds the tempest s rage. 

Don Manuef.. AD' mother ! 

Don C.esau. Hear me ! 

Jsaukela [ttthiiuf thrir hands). 

Do noble, and forget the fancied wrongs 
< >f boyliood’s age : more godlike is forgiveness 
Than victory, and in yout father’s grave 
Sliould sleepe^he ancient hate : — Oh. give y«)ur days 
lien owe! I heucefortli to peace and holy love I 

[She iro'ihj.s one or hvo iitepa, as if to filee ihem 
space io approach each other. Hath fix their 
epos on the yroand irithout reyardintj one another 

IsAiJEJJ \ {qfler aivaitippfki sovie time, vpth sappressed emotion^ 
•• a demonstration on Jhe jmrl of fur sons), 

T can no more ; my prayers — my t»ars arc vain : — 
”J’is well ! obey the denioit in your hearts ! 

Fulfil your dread intent, anti stain with blood 
. The holy altars of our liouseliold Gods ; — 

These halls, that gave you birth, tlie stage where 
Alurder 

Shall hold his festival of mutual carnage 
IBeneath a mother s eye ! — tlien, foot to foot, 

CJose, like the Theban pair, with maddening gripe, 
And fold each other in a last (embrace ! 
dlacb press with vengeful thrust iJic dagger home, 
x\nd “ VictQjy!^’ bo your shriek of deatli : — Nor tlicu 
Shall discord rest ajipt'ased ; the very flame 
That lights your funeral pyre, shall tower dissevered 
In ruddy columns to the skies, and tetl 
With horrid image — “thus they lived and died !” 

[ She goes away ; the Uhothkrs stand as before. 

Chorus (Cajetan). 

How have her w'ords with soft control § 

Resistless calmed the tempe*st of my soul ! 
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No guilt of kindred Wood be mine ! 

Thus with uplifted hands 1 pray ; 

Think, brothers, on the awful day, 

And tremble at the wrath divine ! ‘ 

Don Cesar [without takinfi his eyes from the ground). 

Thou art niy elder — speak— without dishonour 
I yield to thee. 

Don Manuei-. One gracious word, and instant, 

My tongue is rival in the strife of love ! 

Don C. 1 am the guiltier — weal^r — 

Don Manuel. Say not so ! 

Who doubts tliy noble heart, knows thee not well ; 
Thy words were prouder, if tliy soul were moan. 

Don C. It bums indignant at the thought of wrong ; — 

Ihit thou — methLiks, in passion,’, s fiercest mood. 

’Twas aught but sconi that harboured in thy breast. 
Don M. Oh ! had I known tli}' spirit thus to pcjice 

Inclined, what thousand griefs had dever torn 
A mother’s heart ! 

I3on Cesar. I find ^hee iust and true: 

Men spoke th‘ee proud of soul. 

Don Manuet.. The cur:.., uf greatness ! — 

Ears ever open to /he babbler’s talo. 

Don C. Thou art too proud to meanness — I to falsehood ! 
Don M. Wc were deceived, hotrayeil ! 

Don Cesar. The sport of frenzy ! 

Don M. Aiid said my mother true, hdse is the world ? 

Don (J. Believe her, false as air. 

Don Manuel. Give me thy hand! 

Don C. And thine he ever next my heart 1 

[They stand clmphig eaf^h others hands, and re- 
gard each other in silence. 

Don Manuel. ^ * I gaze 

Upon thy brow, and still behold rt*y mother 
In some dear lineament. ^ 

pdx Cesar. • Her imago looks 

Efom thine, and wondrous in my bosom wakes 
Affections springs. 

Do,n Manuel. And is it thou ? — ^that smile 

Benigntmt on thy face?— thy dips that charm 
Witli gracious sounds of love and dear forgiveness ? 
Don C. Ii? this my brotSier, this the hated foe ? 
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His niieu all gentleness and truth — his yoice — 
Whose soft, prevailing accents hreatho of friendship ! 

[After a pause, 

I)o«s M. Shall aught divide us ? 

Don C-i^sAR. We are one for ever ! 

[They rush into each other's anns, 

JsT Cijoia s [to the Second), 

Why stfind we thus, and coldly gaze. 

While Nature ‘s holy transports burn ? 

No dear oinbrrwe of ljapj)ier days 

The pledge-Stliat discord never shall return! 
Brolliers are they by kindred band ; 

Wc own the ties of home and native land. 

[Both Choruses embrace, 

€ 

^ Mkssknger enters. 

Snd Chorus to Uox C.esar (Bouemuno). 

Kqjoico, luy rrince, t.hy ines.seuger returns : — 

And mark that beaming smih* ! the harbinger 
Of happy tiding, • 

Mb'ssir^OMi. . Tl(‘alth to me, and health 

To this dfdivered state ! O sight of bliss, 

That lights mine eves wifh rapture ! J behold— 
Their hinids in swe^‘t accord entwined — the sons 
Of my departed lord — the princely pjiir 
Dissevered late by conJlict's hottest mge. 

Don C. Yes ! from tbe flames of hate, a new-boni Phoenix, 
Our love aspires ! 

Messenger. I bring another joy — 

My staff is green with flourishing shoots. 

Don C.'E.sar [taking him aside). 0, tell me 

Thy gladsome message. 

Mes-sf.nger. * All is happiness 

On this auspicious day ; — long sought, the lost one 
IsT found. 

Don C^sab. Discovered ! Oh, where is she? Speak! 

Mess. . Within Messina's walls she lies concealed, 

Don Manuel [turning to the 1st Semtchorus). 

A ruddy glow^inounts in my brother's cheek, • 
And pleasure dances in liis sparkling eye ; 
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Whale er the spiiiif;, with sympathy of love 
]My inmost heart partakes his joy. ' 

Don C-ESAn (fo tlw Messknoer). Come, lead me; 

Farewell, Don Manuel — to meet aoaiu 
Enfolded in a mother s anus ! lily 
To cares of utmost need. to depart. 

Don Manuel. ^Mako no delay ; 

, And happiness attend thee ! 

Don CiFiSAR (after a pause oj rejlertion. he returns). 

0 How thy lookr> 

Awake my soul to transport I Yes, my brother, 

We shall be friends indeed ! This hour is bright 
With glad.presage of ever-springing love, 

That in the enlivening beam shall ilourish fair. 
Sweet recompen^:e of wasted yecyrs ! 

Don Manuel. , The blossom 

Betokens goodly fruit. 

Don Cjcsar. I tear myself 

Beluctant from thy arms, but think not less — 

If thus I break this festal h.oiir — my heart 
Tlirills with a holy joy. . ^ 

Don Manuel (udt/i manifest abstuce of mind). ^ 

„ Obey the moment ! 

Our lives belong to love. 

Don Ci2sar. What calls me hence — 

Don M. Enough ! thou leav st thy heart. 

Don C.ESA11. No envious secret 

Shall part us long ; soon the last darkening fold 
Shull vanish from my breast. 

% Yrurning to the Chorus. 

* Attend ! Fol ever 

Stilled is our strife ; he is my deadliest foe, 

Detested as the gates of hell, who dares 
To blow the tires of discord : — noiio may hope 
To win my love, that with malicious tales , 

Encroach upon a brother s ear, and point, 

With busy zeal of false officious friendship, 

The dart of some rash angry word, escaped 
From passion’s heat: — it ^vounds not from the lips, 
But swallowed by suspicion's gareody eoi', 

Like rank poisonous weed, embittered creeps, 
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Aiul hangs uhout ihfj heart with thousand shoots. 
Perplexing NTaturc s ties. 

[lie nnhmct'n hia hroiher titjahi, mid tjoes mray, 
(wcovqmnied hi/ the ‘^nd Ohoutjs. 

Chorus (Ca.ietan). " Wondering, my Prince, 

I gaze, for in thy looks some mystery 
•Strange-seeming shows : scarce with abstn\eted mien ' 
And cold thou answered st, when with earnest lieart 
Thy brother poured the strain of dear affection. 

As in a dream tliou i^nd’st, and lost in thought. 

As tho' — dissevered from its earthly frame — 

Thy spirit roved afar. Not thine the breast 
That deaf to >,ature s voice, ne'er owned the throbs 
Of kindred lot’o : — nay more — like one entranced 
In bliss, ihon^lookst around, and smiles of rapture 
Play on thy gheek. 

l)oN iVlANUi’x. ITow shall my lips declare 

The transports of my swelling heart ? My brother 
Revels iu glad suqnisc, and from his breast 
Instinct with strange newfcU emotions, pours 
. Jlie lido of jdy ; nut mine — no*ha<e came with me, 
Forgo; il. .**vory spring of mutual strife ! 

High o er tin\s earthly sphere, on rapture’s Avings, 

My spirit lloats : and in the azure sea, 

Above — beneath — no Irack of envious night 
Disturbs the deep serene! I view these halls, 

And picture to luy thoughts the timid joy 
Of my sweet bride, as thro’ the j^alace gates, 

In pride of queenly state, I lead her home. 

She loved alone the loving one, the stranger. 

And little deems that on her beauteous brow 
Messina's prince slndl ’twine the nuptial wreath. 

Hoav sweet, with unexpected pomp of greatness. 

To glad the^darliiig of my soul 1 — too long 
I bvook this dull delay of crowning bliss ! 

Her beauty’s self, that asks no borrow’d charm. 

Shall shine refulgent, like the diamond’s blaze 
That wins ncAv lustre from the circling gold ! 

Chorus (Cajetan). ^ 

Long have I marked thee. Prince, with curious eye. 
Foreboding of some mystery deep enshrijjed 
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Witliin tLy labouriug breast. Tliis Jay, impatient, 
Tliy lips Lave burst the seal ; and unconstrained 
Confess a lover’s joy ; — tlie gladdening chase, 

The Olympian coursers, and the falcon s flight, 

Can charm no more ; — soon as the sun declines 
31encath the rudd}’ west, tliou liiest thee quick 
To some sequestered path, of mortal eye > 

Unseen — not one of all our faithful train 
Companion of thy snliUny way. 

Say, why so long concealed the blissful flame 
Stranger to fesxr — ill-brookcd tlij^ princely heart 
One thought iinultered. 

Don Manuel. Ever on the wing 

Js mortal joy ; — with silence Ct‘St we guard 
The fickle good : --hut now, so near the goal 
Of all my cherished hopes, I dare to speal^. 
To-morrow’s sun shall sec her nliuc ! no power 
Of Hell can maka us twain ! VVitk timid stealth 
No longer will 1 creep at dusky eve, 

To taste the golden fruits of Cupid’s tree, 

And snatch a* fearful, lleetihg bliss : to-day 
"With bright to-morrow shall be op^ b So'siflooth 
As runs ilic limpid brook, or silvery sand 
That marks the flight of time, our lives shall flow 
In continuity of joy ! 

ChoniH (Cajetan). Already , 

Our hearts, my Prince, with silent vows have blessed 
Thy happy love ; and now from every tongue, 

Eor her — the royal beauteous bride — shoiud sound 
The glad acclaim ; so t^ll what nook unseen, 

What deep umbrageous solitude, euslirinei; 

The charmer of thy heart ? With magic spells 
Almost I deem she mocks our gaze, for oft 
In eager chase we scour each ruak'c path 
And forest dell ; yet not a trace? betrayed 
The lover s haunts, ne'er were the footsteps marked 
Of this mysterious fair. 

Bon Manuel. Tlie spell is broke ! 

And all shall bo revealed : now list my tale : — 

’Tis five months flown, — my father yet controlled 
The land, and bowed our necks with iron sway ; 
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Littlo I kne^v, but the wild joj^s of arms, 

Ami mimic warfare of the chase ; 

One day, — 

Long had we tracked tlie boar with zealous toil 
< )n yonder woody ridge : — it chanced, pursuing 
A snow-white hind, far from your train 1 roved 
•Amid the forest maze ; — the timid beast, 

Along the windings of the narrow vale, 

Thro’ rocky cleft and thick-entangled brake, 

Flew onward, scarce a moment lost, nor distant 
Beyond a javelin’s throw; nearer I came not, 

Nor took an aim ; wlien thro' a guj’Jen's gate, 

Sudden she va^i&lied: — from my horse quick spring- 

I followed:— Jo ! the poor scar(‘d creature lay 
Stretched at^the feet of a young beauteous nun, 

That strove with fond caress of her fair hands 
To still its throbbing heart : wondering, I gazed, 
And motionless — my spear, in act to strike, 

} ligh poised — while she, with her large piteous 
, For mercy sited— and thus we 5f;tood in silence, 
Jlegar 2 K*:j;^nc another. . . . 

,, How long the pause 
I know not — time iuelf forgot; — it seemed 
Eternity of bliss : her glance of sweetness 
Flew to my soul ; and quick the subtle flame 

Pervaded all my heart : 

But what I spoke, 

And how this blessed creature answered, none 
JVfay ask ; it floats upon my tliought, a dream 
<X childhood's happy dawn ! ISoon as my sense 
lletumed, I felt her bosom throb responsive 
To mine, — then fell melodious on my ear 
The soundf as of a convent bell, that called 
To^vesper Song ; and like some shadowy vision 
That melts in air— she flitted from my sight — 

^ And was beheld no more. 

Chorus (Cajetan). Thy story thrills 

My breast with pious awe ! Prince, ^ou hast robbed 
The sanctuary^*and for the bride of Heaven * 
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Burn pel with uiiluily passion ! Oli, remenibor 
Tlie cloister’s sacired vows ! 

l)oN Makuel. TlioTK^efortli one path 

My footsteps wooed ; the fickle train was still 
Of young desires — new felt my being s aim, 

My soul revealed!— and as the pilgrim turns 
His wistful gaze, whore, from the orient sk}'. 

With gmcious lustre beams Bedemption s stav ; — 

So to that brightest point of Heaven, her presence. 
My hopes and longings centered all. No sun 
Sank in the western waves, hut smiled farew(dl 
To two united lovers : — thus in stillness 
Our hearts were twined, — the all-sccing air aboxe us 
Alone the faithful witness of onr joys ! 

O golden hours ! O happy*dayri ! nor Heaven 
Indignant viewed our hliss ; — im vows enchained 
Her spotless soul ; nought but the link whieli bound it 
Etenittlly to mine ! 

(^homs (('A-ietan). Those hallowed walls, 

Perchance the calm retreat^pf tender youth, 

No living grave ? * 

Dox Manuel. Tn 'infant inno^tviife ' 

Consigned a holy pledge, ne’er has she 
Her cloistered home. 

Chorus (Ca.tetan). But what her royal linej* 

The noble only spring from noble stem. • 

j>ON M. a secret to herself, — she ne'er has learned 
Her name or Fatherland. 

Chorus (Cajetan). And not a trace 

Guides to her being’s iiiJdiscovered springs ? 

Don M. An old domestic, the sole messenger ' 

Sent by her unknown mother, ojt bespeaks her 
Of kingly race. 

Chorus (Cajetan). And hast thou wHju nought else 

From garrulous age ? 

]J)ON Manuel. Too much I feared to ])(;ril 

secret bliss ! . 

Chorus (Cajetan). What were his words ? What tidings 

, He bore — perchance thou know’st. 

Don Manuel "Oft he has cheered her 
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With promise of a happier time, when all 
Shall be revealed. 

Chorus (Cajetan). C) say — betokens anght 

The time is near? 

[)oj5 Manuel. Not distant far the day 

TJiat to the arms of kindred love once more 
Shall give the long forsaken, orphaned maid — 

•Thus with mysterious woi'ds the aged man 
Has shadowed oft what most 1 dread — for aught 
i)f change disturbs the soul supremely blest : 

Nay, more ; but yesterday his message spoke 
The end of all my joys : — this very da\vu. 

He told, should smile ausineious on her fate. 

And light to Cher scenes : — no precious hour 
Delayed my q*nick resolves — by night 1 bore lier 
In seicret to ^lesiina. 

(Ga.ietan ). , Rash the deed 

Of sacrilegious spoil ! forgive, my Prince, 

The bobf rc‘huke ; thus to unthiiildng youtli 
Old age speak in friendship s warning voice. 

Don jVI. Hard by the convent of the Oarmolites. 

• Jisa sequestered ganlens tranquil ?>ound. 

And jfiihmi curious* eyes, I left her, — hastening 
To meet my brother : trembling there she counts 
Tlie slow-paced hour-», nor deems how soon triumphant 
In queenly state, high on the throne of Fame 
Me.isiua shall behold my timid bride. 

For next, encompassed by your knightly train, 

With pomp of greatness in the festal show, 

Her h)ver’s form shall meet her wondering gaze ! 
Thus will 1 lead her to my motlier : thus — 

While countless thousands on her passage wait 
Amid tlie loud acclaim — the royal bride 
Shall reach my palace gates ! 

Choms (Cajetan). ^ ' Command us, Prince, 

We live but to obey ! 

Don Manuel. I tore myself 

Reluctant from her arms ; my every thought 
Shall still be hei^s : so come along, my friends, 

To where the turbaued merchant spreads his store 
Of fabrics gold* enwrought with curious art ; 
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And all the gathered wealth of eastern climes. 

First cliooso the well-formed sandals —meet 1o guard 
And grace her delicate feet ; then for her robe— 

The tissue, pure as Etna’s snow that lies 
Nearest the sun — light as the wreathy mist 
At summer dawn — so playful let it float 
About her airy limbs. A girdle next, 

Purj)le with gold embroidered o’er, to bind 
With witching grace the tunic that coniines 
Her bosom’s swelling charms : of silk the mantle. 
Gorgeous with like empurjded hues; and fixed 
With clasp of gold remember, too, the bracelets ' 
To gird her beauteous arms ; nor leave the treasure 
Of Ocean s pearly deeps and*coral caves. 

About her locks entwine a diadem 

Of purest gems — Uie ruby% fi^ry glow 

(Commingling with the emerahUs green. A veil. 

From lier tiara pendent to her fei'.t 

Like a bright fleecy cloud shall circle round 

Her slender form ; and let a myrtle wreath 

Crown the enchanting whqle ! 

tV/orws (Cajetan). ’ ‘ We hast Prince, 

Amid thf! Thixar’s glittering rovvijr^ff’^cull 
Each rich adorun»eiit. 

Don Manuel. h’rom my stables lead 

A* palfrey, railkwhito as the steeds that draw , 

The chariot of the Sun ; purple the housings, 

The bridle sparkling o er with precious gems. 

For it shall bear my Queen ! Yourselves be ready 
With trumpet’s cheerful clang, in martial train 
To lead your mistress ffome : let two attend me, 

Tho rest aw’ait my quick return ; and each 
Guard well my secret purpose.^ 

[He ijoes away accompanied Jpj two of the Chorus, 

Chorus (Cajetak). 

^ The princely strife is o’er, and say. 

What sport shall wing the slow-paeed hours, * 
And cheat the tedious day ? 

With hope and fear’s enlivening zest 
, Disturb the slumber of Ihc breast, 



T11J5 JilUDJ-; OF MKSSiNA. 


463 


And wake life’s dull mitrouLled sea 
With freshening airs of gay variety. 

Otw of the Ckorm (Manfuij)). 

Lovely is Peace ! A beauteous boy. 

Couched listless by the rivulet s glassy tide, 

’Mid Nature’s tranquil scene, 

* He views the lambs that skip wdth innocent joy. 

And crop the meadow s flowering pride : — 

Then with his flute’s enchanting sound, 

He wakes the mountain cidioes round, 

Or slumbers in tbe sunset's jnuldy sheen^^ 

Lulled by tbe murmuring melody. 

But War for i le ! my spirit's treasure. 

Its stern deli|rht, and wilder pleasure : 

I love the p^^il nud. tlie pain. 

And revel the sui*ge of Fortune’s boisterous main! 

• A second (Berengae). 

Is there not I^ove, ajid beauty’s smile 
lliat lures with soft resist! es- wile ? 

’Tis ihnlling hojte ! ’tis raptunms fear! 

* PL'.t 1 leaven upon t\ns> mortal spliero; 

When at \Toy feet we bend the kn«Pi.', 

And own the glance of kuidred ecstasy ! 

For ever on life’s chequered way, 

’Tis IjOvc that tints the darkening hues of care 
With soft benignant ray: 

The mirthful daiigliter of the wave, 

Celestial Venus ever fair, 

Kncliants our happy spring with Fancy's gleam. 

And w'alces the airy forms of Passion’s golden dream. 

^ iFirst (Manfred). 

’Fo tho wild woods awaj" ! 

Quick let^s follow in the train 
^)f her, chaste Huntress of the silver bow ; 

And from tbe rocks amaixt 

I’rack through the forest gloom the bounding roe 
The war God’s merry bride, 

The chase rccals the battle’s fray, 

And kindles victory’s pride : — 
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Up with the streaks of early morn, 

We scour with jocund hearts the misty vale. 
Loud echoing to the cheerful horn — 

Over mountain— over dale — 

And ever}'- languid sense repair, ' 

Lathed in the rushing streams of cold reviving air. 

Second (Berengar). 
f >r shall we trust the ever-moving sea, 

The azure Goddess, blithe and free. 

Whose fiice, the mirror of the cloudless ^ky, 
Lures to her bosom wooingly? 

Quick let us build on the dancing waves 
A floating castle gay, 

And meriily, merrily, swijif rtway ! 

Who ploughs, with venturous keel, the brine 
Of the ocean chrystalline — • 

His bride is Fortune, the worfd his own, 

For him a harvest blooms unsown. : — 

Here, like the wind that swift careers 
The circling bound of earth and sky, 
h'lits ever changeful Uestiny ! 

Of airy Chance ’tis the sportiv e r^ n. ' 

And Hope ever hroods on the Tloiuidless inain ! 

A third (Cajetan). 

Nor on the wntoiy waste alone 
Of the tumultuous heaving sea ; — 

On the firm earth that sleeps secure, 

Based on the pillai*s of eternity. 

Say, when shall mortal joy endure ? 

New hodings in my aUxious breast, 

W'aked by this sudden friendship, rise ; 

Ne’er would I choose my home of rest 
On the stilled lava stream, 'that cold 
Beneath the mountain lies : — 

Not thus was Discord’s flame controlje' 

Too deep the rooted hate— too long 
They brooded in their sullen hearts 
O'er un forgotten treasured wrong. 

In warning visions oft dismayed, 

^ I read the signs of coming woe ; 
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And now, from this mysterious maid. 

My bosom tells the dreaded ills shall flow : — 
Unbiest, I deem, the bridal chain 
Shall knit tlieir secret loves, accurst 
With holy cloisters* spoil profane. 

No crooked paths to Virtue lead ; 

111 fruit has ever sprung from evil seed ! 

Bkrenoak. 

And thus to sad unhallowed rites 
Of an ill-omened nuptial tie. 

Too well ye know their father bore 
A bride of mournful destiny, 

Torn from ].*i8 sire, whose awful curse has sped 
Heaven’s vengeance on the impious bed ! 

This fierc(^nnnatunil rage atones 
A parent’s crime — decreed by Fate, 

I’heir mother’s oflspring, Strife and Hate ! 

The scene changes to a garden oimiing on the sea, 
11kati;k'E [steps forwf^rd J/roni an alcoi^. She walks to and 
* > ffu with an - agUuied air, looking round in evety 

directicfl. Suddenly she stands still and listens^ 
No ! tis not he : ’twas but the playful wind 
Hustling the pine tops. To his ocean bed 
The sun declines, and with o’orwearied heart 
I count the lagging hours : an icy cliill 
Creeps through my frame ; the very solitude 
And awful silence fright my trembling soul ! 
Where’er I turn, nought meets my gaze — he leaves me 

Forsaken and alone ! 

And like a rushing stream the city’s hum 
Floats on tha breeze, and dull the mighty sea 
Rolls murmuring to the rocks : I shrink to nothing, 
With horr^ compassed round ; and like the leaf. 
Borne on the autumn blast, am hurried onward 
Thro’ boundless space. 

Alas ! tliat e’er I left 

My peaceful cell— no cares, no fond desires 
Disturbed my breast, unruffled as the stream 
That glides in sunshine through the verdant mead; — 

, % H 
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Nor poor in joys. Now — on the mighty surge 
Of Fortune, tempest-tossed — the world enfolds me 
With giant arras ! Forgot my childhood’s ties, 

1 listened to the lover’s flattering tale — , 

Listened, and trusted ! From the sacred dome 
Allured — betrayed — lor sure some hell-bom magic 
Enchained my frenzied sense — 1 fled with him, 

The invader of lieligioii's dread abodes ! 

Where art thou, my beloved? Haste— return — 

With thy dear presence calm my struggling soul ! 

\She Usteiisi 

Hark ! the sweet voice ! No ! ’twas the echoing surge 
That beats upon the shore ; — ^alas ! he comes not. 
More faintly, o’er the distant waves, the sun 
Gleams with expiring ray ; a dtathlike shudder 
Creeps to my heart, and sadder, ‘ drearier grows 
E’en desolation’s self. » 

\She tvalks to and frOy then Hsiens affain. 

Yes ! from the thicket shade 
A voice resounds ! — 'tis he 1 — the loved one ! 

No fond illusion mocks my listening 
’Tis louder — nearer ; to his arm^ fly — 

To his breast ! ® 

[She rushes ivilh outfit retched arms to the extre- 
mity of the yarden, Don C.esab meets her. 

Don CiESAK. Beatiuce. 

Beatbtce (starting hack in horror). 

What do i see? ^ 

[At the same moment the Chorus comes forward, 
Don Cjesab. Angelic sweetness ! fear not. 

.. [TIo the Chorus, 

Retire ! your gleaming arms and^^rude array 
Affright the timorous maid. [To Beat^hce, 

Fear nothhig I— beauty 
4nd virgin shame are sacred in my eyes. 

[The Chorus steps aside. He approaches and 
takes her hand. 

Where hast thou been ? for sure some envious power 
Hap hid thee from my gaze : long have I sought thee : 
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K eii from the hour when, ’mid the funeml rites 
Of tho dead Prince, like some angelic vision, 

Pit with celestial brightness, on my sight 
Thou shon’st, no other image in my breast. 

Waking or dreaming, lives ; — nor to thyself 
Unknown thy potent spells ; my glance of lire. 

My filtering accents, and my hand that lay 
Trembling in thine, bespoke my ecstasy ! 

•Aught else with .solemn majesty the rite 
And holy pla(,*e forbade : 

Tbo bell proclaimed 

The awful Sacrifice ! Witli downcast eyes. 

And kiu^pling, I adored : — soon as 1 rose. 

And caught jk\*ith eager gaze thy form again. 

Sudden it vanished ; yet, with mighty magic 
Of love enefiained, my si>irit tracked thy presence ; 
Nor ever, with unwearied quest, I cease, 

At palaf^e gates, amid the temple's throng, 

Tn secret paths retired, or public scenes. 

Where heauleous innocence pej-chance might 
M'o mark eaph piissing form — -jn vain : bfit, guided 
P;;, ,some propitious deity, this day 
(>m‘ of my* train, with happy vigilance, 

Esjiied thee in the neighhouiing church. 

[Beateik’E, v'fto 7ias stood trembling^ with averted 
eges, here rnakes a fjesturc of terror, 

I see thee 

Once more : and may the spiiit from this frame 
Be severed e’er wo part! Now' lot me snatch 
This glad auspicious moment, and defy 

8 radiance, or envious demon’s .power, to shake 
'cmccforth my solid bliss ; here I proclaim ihec, 
Before thisJistening ivarlike train, my bride, 

With ple^e of knightly honours ! 

[Idk shows her to the Chorus. 
• Who thou art, 

I ask I) >t . thou art mine ! But that thy soul 
And birth are pure alike, one glance informed 
My inmost heart; and though thy lot were mean, 
And poor thy lowly state, yet would I strain thea» 
With rapture lo my arms :-->-no choice lomains, 

A n 2 
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Thou art m}" love — my wife ! Know too, that lifted 
On fortune 8 height, 1 spurn control ; my will 
Can raise thee to the pinnacle of greatness : — 
Enough my name — 1 am Don Gsesar ! None * 

Is nobler in Messina ! 

[Beatrice starts hack in amazement. He re- 
marks her agitation^ and after a pame eon- 
tinues. ^ 

What a grace 

Lives in thy soft surprise and modest silence ! 

Yes ! gentle humbleness is beauty's crown — , 

The Beautiful for ever hid, and shrinking 
From its own lustre : but thy spirk needs 
Repose, for aught of strange— o’eii sudden joy — 

Is terror-fraught. 1 leave thee — 

^ [Tihning to the Chorus. 

* ‘ From this hour 

She is your mistress, and my bride ;• so teacli her, 
With honours due, to entertain the pomp 
Of queenly state. I will return with speed. 

And lead her homo as fits MessJ.im's Priiicess ! 

» \H^gocs axvag. 

eg 

Beatrice* and the Chorus. 

Chorus (BonEMONJi). 

Fair maiden — hail to thee. 

Thou lovely Queen ! 

Thine is the crown, and thine the victory ! 

Of heroes, to a distant age, 

The blooming mother Ihou shalt ahine, 

Preserver of this kingly line. 

(Roger). 

And thrice I bid thee hail, 

Thou happy fair ! 

Sent in auspicious hour to biwiss 
This favoured race — the gods’ peculiar care. 

Here twine the immortal wreaths of Fame, 

And evermore, from sire to son. 

Rolls on the sceptered sway, 

To feirs of old renown, a race of deathless name ! 
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(Bohemund). 

The household Gods exultingly 
Thy coming wait ; 

The ancient, honoured Sires, 

Tliat on the portals frown sedate, 

Shall smile for thee ! 

Tliere blooming Hebe shall thy steps attend, 

And golden Victory, that sits 

By Jove’s eternal throne, with waving plumes, 

For conquest ever spread, 

To welcome thee from Heaven descend. 

^ * (Roger). 

Ne’er from this queenly bright array 
The eibwn of beauty fades, — 

Departhlg to tlio realms of day. 

Each to the next, as good and fair. 

Extends the ^.one of feminine grace. 

And veil of purity : — 

O hj^ppj^rfice ! • 

^ IV iiat vision gladsi my raptured eye ! 

Equafin Natures blooming «pride, 

I see the mother aifd the virgin bride. 

Beatrice {aivaking from her reverie). 

O luckless hour ! 

Alas ! ilMated maid ! 

Where shall I fly 
From these rude warlike men ? 

* • Lost and betrayed ! 

A shudder o'er me came, 

When 01^ this race accurst — the brothers twain — 
Their ^ands embrued with kindred gore, 

I heard the dreaded name ; 

* Oft told, their strife and serpent hate 
With terror thrilled my bosom's core ; — 

And now — oh hapless fate ! — 

I tremble, ’mid the rage of discord thrown, 
Deser^d and alone ! 

[She runs ^ito the alcove. 



470 


THE BRIDE OF IklESSIXA. 


C horns (Bohemund). 

Son of tlie immortal Deities, 

And blest is be, the Lord of power ; 
llis every joy the wwld can give ; 

Of all tliat mortals prize 
He culls the flower. 

(IloGEIl). 

For him from Ocean ‘s azure caves 
The diver bears each pearl of purest ray ; 

Whate er from Nature s boundless field, 

Or toil or art has won. 

Obsequious at his feet we lat 
His choice is ever free; 

Wc bow to clmiice, and Fortune c blind decree. 
(Bohemund). ‘ 

But this of Princes* lot I deem, * 

The crowning treasure, joy supreme — 

/>f lov(? the ti'iumph and the prize, 

The beauty, «sUir oPneighUtourkig eyes 
8he blooms for him alone, ^ 

He calls' the fairest maid his own. 

(liOCiEll). 

Aimed for the deadly fray. 

The corsair bounds upon the struiid, ' 

And drags, amid the gloom of night, awa 
The shj’i eking captive train. 

Of wild desires the hajdess prey : 

But ne’er his lawless hands profane , 

The gem — the peerless flower — 

Whose charms shall deck the 3ul tan’s bower. 

(Bohemund). 

Now haste and watch, with curious eye, , 

These liallow'ed precincts round, 

Tliat no presumptuous foot cofne nigh 
The secret, solitary ground : 

Guard well the maiden fair, 

Your chieftain’s brightest jes^el owns your care. 
i \The Charm withdrmvs to the background. 
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The scene changes to a chamber in the interior of the palace. 

i J)oNNA Isabella hetiveen Don Manuel and Don C^sab. 

IsAB. . Tlie long expected festal day is come, 

My children’s hearts arc twined in one, as thus 
1 fold their hands. blissful hour ! when first 
A mother dares to speak in nature’s voice, 

•And no rude presence checks the tide of love. 

The clang of anus alTrights mine oar no more : — 
And as the owls, ill-omened brood of night, 

From some old shattered homestead’s ruined walls, 
Their ancient reign, fly forth a dusky swarm, 
Diu’kening tiie cheerful day; — when absent long, 

The dwellers home return with joyous shouts, 

To build thS pile anew ; — so Hate departs 
With all his grisly train — pale Envy, scowling Malice, 
And hollow-eyed Sas]»icion — from our gates, * 

Hoarse murmuring, to the realms of night; while 
Deace, ^ 

By OoncorckanAfair ]^riendsl>ij> led along, 

CoiUt’S smiling in his place. [She pauses. 

But»not alone 

This da 3 ^ of joy to each i^slores a brother ; 

It brings a sister I Wonderstruck you gaze ! 

Yet now the tmth, in silcjiice guarded long. 

Bursts from my soul — attend ! I have a daughter I 
A sister lives, ordained by Heaven to bind ye 
With ties unknown before. 

Don CiESAR. " We have a sister ! 

• What hast thou said, my mother ? — never told 
Her being till this hour ! 

Don Manuel. • In childhood’s years, 

Oft of a jistcr wo have heard, untimely 
• Snatched in her cradle by remorseless death ; 

So rail the tale. 

Isabella. • She lives! 

Don C;ESar. And thou wert silent I 

IsAB. * Hear how the seed was sown in early time. 

That now shajl ripen to a joyful harvest. » 

Ye bloomed in boyhood's tender age — <^’en then— ^ 
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}\y mutual deadly hate, the bitter spring 
Of grief to this torn anxious heart — dissevered ; 

. t)h, may your strife return no more ! A vision, 
Strange and mysterious, in your father s breast 
Woke dire presage : it seemed that from his couch, 
With branches intertwined, two laurels grew, 

And in the midst a liW all in flames, * 

That, catching swift tne boughs and knotted steals, 
Burst fortli with crackling rage, and oVr the house 
Spread in one mighty sea of fire : perplexed 
By this terrific dream, my husband sought 
An Arab, skilled to read the stars, and long 
The trusted oracle, whose counsels swayed 
His inmost purpose : thus the boding sage 
Spoke Fate s decrees ; — if T a daughter bore, 
Destruction to bis sons and all liis nfee 
From her should spring. Soon, by Heaven ‘s will, 
this child * 

Of dreadful omen saw' the light — ^}'Our sire 
tfrOipmanded instant in the waves to throw 
The new’4>oni*innocent ; a motlwu's love 
Prevailed, and, aided 1^ a faithfy^ servant, 

1 snatched the babe from death. 

Don C-esar. ^ Blest be the hands 

The ministers of thy care ! O, ever rich 
Of counsels was a parent s love ! ^ 

Isabella. But more 

Than Nature s mighty voice — a waniing dream 
Impelled to save my child : while yet imbom 
She slumbered in my woiaib, sleeping J s^ivv 
An infant, fair as of celestial kind, ' * 

That played upon the grass ; soon finm the wood 
A lion rushed, and from his gory jaw’s, 

Caressing, in the infant s lap let &J1 

His prey, new-caught; then tliro’ the air down swept 

An eagle, and with fond cjaress alike 

Dropt from his daws a trembliiH^ kid ; and both 

Cowered at the infant s feet, a gentle pair. 

A Monk, the saintly guide whose counsels poured, 

In every earthly need, the baljpa of Heaven 
IIpoji my troubled soul, my dream resolved : — 
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Thus spoke tlie man of God : — a daughter, scut 
To knit the warring spirits of my sons 
In bonds of tender love, should recompense 
A. mother’s pains ! Deep in my heart I treasured 
His words, and, reckless of the Pagan Seer, 
Preserved the blessed child — ordained of Heaven 
To still 3 ’our growing strife ; sweet pledge of ho[Mi 
^ # And messenger of peace ! 

Dun Manuel (f'nihraciny hbt brother). 

There needs no sister 

To join our heails — she shall but bind them closer. 

IsAU. . In a lone spot obscure, by stranger hands 

Nurtured, the secret flower has grown — to me 
Denied the to mark each infant charm 
And opening gmee from that sad hour of parting; — 
These arms lit er clasp'd my child again ! — her sire. 
To jealousy’s corroding fears a prey, 

And br<N)ding dark suspicion, restless tracked 
Each day my steps. 

Don C’a:sau. Yc5t three riontlis flo\^ my f«^hcr 

Sleeps in tli^ to|nquil grave ; jsay, wli^IWflf omayed 
'rh<? joyous tidings ?— Why so long concealed 
The maid, ilor earlier taught our hearts to glow 
With brother s love * 

Isabella. , The c^uso — ^j'our frenzied hate. 

That raging unconfined, e en on the tomb 
Of“ 3 ^our scarce buried father, lit the flames 
Of inqrtal strife. Wlmt I could 1 throw my daughter 
Betwixt your gleaming blades ? Or ’raid tlie storm 
Of passion would yc list a woman’s counsels ? 

Could she, sweet pledge of peace, of all our hopes 
The last and holy anchor, ’raid tJie rage 
Of discord find a home ? Ye stand as brothers, 

So will I ^ve a sister to your <y:ms ! ' 

The reconciling angel comes — each hour 
I nvait my messenger’s return ; he leads her 
From her sequestered cell, to glad once more 
A mother's eyes. 

lioN ManueIi. Nor her alone tliis day 

Thy arms shafl fold joy pours thro’ all our gates; 
Soon shall the desolate halls be full, the seat 
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Of every blooming Grace. — Now bear my secret : 

A sister thou hast given ; to thee I bring 
A daughter — bless thy son ! My heart has found 
Its lasting shrine : ere this day’s sun has set, * 
Don Manuel to tliy feet shall lead his bride, 

The partner of his days. 

Isabella. * • And to my breast * 

With transport will I clasp the chosen maid, ^ 
Tliat makes my first-born happy ! Joy shall ’spring 
Where’er she treads, and every flower that blooms 
Around the path of life smile in her j>resence ! 

May bliss reward the son, that for ray brows 
Has twined the choicest wreath a mother wears. 

Cesau. Yet give not all the fulness oi l3iy blessing 
To him, thy eldert horn. If love be blest, 

1, too, can give thee joy — 1 briAj^ a daughter — 
Another flower for thy most treasured garland ! 

The maid that in this ice-cold bosom first 
Awoke the r^^pturous flame ! Ere yonder sun 
* Kp^rlini"" — Don Cassar's bride shall call thee mother! 

Don M. Alimgtity Love ! — thou godf ike -power — for well 
We cull thee sovereign, of the br^jast ! Thy sAvay 
(Controls each w^arring element, and tunes 
To soft accord ; nought lives but owns thy greatness! 
Lo ! the rude soul that long defied thee, melts 
At thy command ! [Hr, rmhraces Don C^sar. 

Now I can trust thy heart, 

And joyful strain thee to a brother's arms ! 

I doubt thy faith no more, for tliou canst love ! 

IsAiL . Thrice blest the day, when every gteomy care 
From my o'er-lahoured breasMias flown.’ J seo 
On steadfast columns reared our kingly race, 

And with contented spirit track ’the stream 
Of measureless time. In tliese disserted halls. 

Sad in my widow’s veil, hut yesterday 
Childless I roamed — ^and soon, in youthful charms 
Arrayed, three blooming daughters at my side 
Shall stand ! 0 Imppiest mother ! Chief of women, 
In bliss supreme ; can aught of earthly joy 
O’erbalance thine ? 

’ But say, of royal stem. 



THE HIUDE OF MESSIKA. 


47 4 > 


Wiat maidens grace our isle ? For ne’er my sons 
Would stoop to meaner brides. 

Don MANTjEJi. Seek not to raise 

* • The veil that hides my bliss ; another day 

Shall tell thee all Enough — Don Manuels bride 
Is worthy of thy son and tliee. 

IsABELLi. Thy sire 

Speaks in thy words ; thus to himself retired 
For ever would he brood o’er counsels dark. 

And cloak his secret purpose ; — your delay 

13c short, ray son. \ Timting to Don Ca*:s.ve. 

But thou — some royal maid. 
Daughter of ki^igs, has stirred thy soul to love; 

So speak — bet iiumc — 

Don C.ESAR. I have no art to veil 

My thoughts with mystery s garb — my spirit free 
And open as my brows ; what thou wouldst know 
ConceniM me never. Say — what lights above 
Heaven's flaming orb Himself! — On all the world 

* He sliines, and with his beaming glory trj]ya. go 
, From light sprung : — in her pure eyes I gazed, 

I looked int<i her lieai't of hearts : —the brightness „ 
Kevealed the pearl. He^r race her name — my 
mother, 

Ask not of me ! 

IsauKlla. , My son, explain thy words. 

For, like some voice divine, the sudden chai’m 
Has tlmilled thy soul : to deeds of rash emprize 
Thy nature prompted, not to fantasies 
Of boyish love : — tell me, what swayed thy choice ? 

DOn C. My "choice? my mother! Is it choice when mau 
Obeys the might of Destiny, that brings 
The awful h^lur ? I sought no beauteous bride. 

No fond delusion stirred my tranquil breast, 

Still as the house of death ; for there, unsought, 

I found the treasure of my soul. Thou know’st 
That, heedless ever of the giddy race, 

T looked on beauty’s charms with cold disdain, 

Nor deemed of womankind there lived another 
Like thee — wlvim my idolatrous fanej^ decked 
With heavenly graces : — 
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Twas the solemn rite 
Of my dead fatlier s obsequies ; we stood 
Amid the countless throng, with strange attire 
Hid from each other’s glance ; for thus ordained r 
Thy thoughtful care, lest with outbursting rage, 

E’en by the holy place unawed, our strife 
Should mar the funeral pomp. ^ 

With sable g»aze 

The nave was all o erhung ; the altar round 
Stood twenty giant Saints, uplifting each 
A torch ; and in the midst reposed on high 
The coffin, with o’ei-epreading pall, that showed. 

In white, Kedemptioii s sign ; — thereon were laid 
The staff of sovereignty, the princely crown. 

The golden spuiv of hnighthood, and the sword, 
Witli diamond-studded belt : — •* 

And all was hushed 

In silent prayer, wlieii from the lofty choir, 

Unseen, tlie pealing organ spoke, and loud 
^j^om hundred voices hurst the choral strain ! 

’Then; ’mid the tide of song, th|? colfm sank 
With tlie dcscGiidiiig floor beneath, for ever 
Down to the world below : — buC wide outspread 
Above the yawnihh grave, the pall upheld 
The gauds of earthly state, nor with tlie corse 
To darkness fell ; yet on the seraph wings 
Of Harmony, the en franc] lised spirit soared 
To Heaven and mercy’s throne : 

Thus to thy thought 

My mother, I have waked the scene anew. 

And say, if aught of passion in my breattt ^ 

Profaned the solemn hour ; yet then the beams 
Of mighty Love —so willed my*guiding ftar — 

First lit my soul ; but how it chanced, myself 
I ask in vain. 

Isabella. 1 would hear all ; so end ! 

* Thy tale. 

Don C42SAR. What brought her to my side, or when(*e 
^ She came, I know not; — from her presence quick 
Some secret all-pervading inward charm 
Aweke ; ’twas not the magic of a smile, 
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Nor playful Cupid in ber cheeks, nor more, 

The form of peerless gmce ; — Was Beauty’s soul, 
The speaking virtue, modesty inboni, 

That as Avith magic spells, impalpable 
To sense, my being thralled.* We breathed together 
The air of Heaven : — enough ! — no utterance asked 
*Of words, our spiritual conveme ; — in my heart, 

Tho’ strange, yet with familiar ties inwrought 
Bhe seemed, and instant spake the thought — 'tis she ! 
Or none that lives ! 

I>ON Manuel {interposiiuj with eaf^erneHn). 

That is the sacred fire 

From Heaven I The spark of love — that on the soul 
Bursts like the lightning’s flash, and mounts in flame, 
When kindred bosoms meet ! No choice remains — 
Who shall resist ? What mortal break the hand 
That Heaven has knit? — Brother, my blissful fortune 
Was pch^ed in thy tale — well thou hast raised 
The veil that shadows yet iny secret love. 

IsATs. , Thus Destiny has marked tlie way ward qogirse 
, Of my two sans :§ the mighty torrent sweeps 
Do^vn from Jhe precipice ; with rage he wears 
His proper bed, nor heeds the chatinel traced 
By art and prudent care. * So to the powo's, 

That darkly sway the fortunes of our house, 
Trebling I yield. One pledge of hope remains; 
Great os their birth — their noble souls. 

IsABEiJ-A, Don Manuel, DoN.CiESAii. 

* • * Diego is seen at the door, 

Isabella. But see. 

My faithful messenger returns. Come near me, 
Honest D^go. Quick ! Where is she ? Tell me. 
Where is my child ? There is no secret here. 

OR, speak ! No longer from my eyes conceal her ; 
,Come ! we are ready for the height of joy. 

is ahoat to lead him towards the door. 
What means this pause? Thou lingerest — thou art 
dumb— , 

Thy looks are terror-fraught — a shudde^ creeps 
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Through all my frame — declare thy tidings! — speak! 
Whore is she ? Where is Beatrice ? 

is about to rush from the chamber. 
Don Manure {to himself abstractedly). ileatricc ! , - 

Diego {holding back the^PsiKcrsfi). Be still ! 

IsAB. . Where is she ? Anguish tears my breast ! 

Diego. She cones not ; 

I bring no daughter to thy arms. 

Isabella. Declare . 

Thy message ! Speak ! by all the Saints ! 

What has befallen ? ^ 

Don Manuel. Wlierc is my sister ? Tell us, 

Thou harbinger of ill ! 

Diego. The "ivaid is stolen 

By corsairs ! lost ! Oh ! that I ne’er had seen 
This day of wo ! • 

Don Manuel. Compose thyself, my mother ! 

Don C. Be calm ; list all his tale. 

Diego. At thy command 

I sought in haste the well-known path that leads 
To tue old S^ctuaiy : — .T(jy wjnged my footsteps ; 
The journey >vas my Igist I 
Don C.E.SAR, M Be trief ! 

Don Manuel. Proceed! 

Diego. Soon as T trodo the convent’s court — impatient — 

I ask— Where is thy daughter?” Terror sate 
In every eye; and straight, with horror mute, 

I hear the worst. 

[Tsabelia sinks, pale and trembling, upmt a 
chair ; Don Man|?el is busied about her. 

Don Cj^sar. Say’st thou hy pirates stolen ? . 

Who saw the hand? — what tongue relates tlie s].K)il? 
Diego. Not far a Moorish galley was descried, 

At anchor in the bay— 

Don CiESAR. The refuge oft 

From tempests’ rage ; where is the bark ? 
iJjEGO. » At dawn, 

Wifli favouring breeze she stood to sea. 

Don C.ESAB. But never 

One prey contents the Moor j say, have they told 
Of edier spoil ? 
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Diego. A herd that pastured near 

Was dragged away. 

Don Cjssar. Yet from the convents bound 

- How tear the maid unseen ? 

Diego. ’Tis thought, with ladders, 


They scaled the wall. * 

Don C.ESAR. Thou knowst what jealous care 

Enshrines the bride of Heaven; scarce could their 
steps 

Invade the secret colls. 

Diego. Bound by no vows, 

The maiden roved at will ; oft would she seek, 

Alone, the garden s shade. Alas ! this day, 

I^e’er to rctui'n ! 

Don C.ESAR. rifud’st thou — the prize of corsairs ? — 

Perchance, Jtt other bidding, she forsook 
The slndtering dome — 

TsABEtXA {nsiuff mJdetily). ’Twas force ! ’twas savage spoil ! 
Ne’er has rny child, reckless t)f honour’s ties, 

With vile se4ucer lied I My j^ns I A-Wa^e I 
I thought to give a sifter to your arms ; 

I ask a dau^iter from your swords ! Arise ! 

Avenge this wrong ! To alms ! Launch every ship ! 
Scour all our coasts ! From sea to sea pursue them ! 

, ,0 Jwing my daughter — haste ! 

Don Cji:sAR* Fai-ewell — I Hy 

To veugoance ! [Be goes away. 

• [Don Manuel aromes himself from a state of 

ahstractlon, and timis, with an air of agifa- 

• ^ • tion, to Diego. 

Don Manuel. Speak! within tlie convent’s walls 

When first unseen — 

Diego. This day at dawn. 

Don* Manuel {to fsABKLLA). Her name. 

Thou say’st, is Beatrice ? 

Isabella. No questions ! Fly ! 

Dt)N M. Yet tell me— 

Isabella. Haste ! Begone I Why this delay ? — 

Follow thy brojther, # 

Don Manuel. I conjure thee— spjak— 





::4m 

; JaA:BttXA (drag0fnff him away)- 
BeBoldt^teml 

t) 0 N Manu^. "Where was she hid? What region 

. OoBc^ed my sister? • ' 

Isabella. * ^ ^ Scarce from curious eyes. 

In the deep bosom of the earth more safe 
My child had been ! * 

Diego* Oh ! now a sudden horror 

Starts in my breast. * 

Don Manuel. What gives thee fear? 

Diego. Twas*I 


That guiltless caused this woe ! , 

IsABELTA. ^ UnhaH>y nian ! 

What hast thou done ? “ •• 

Diego. To spare thy mother's heart 

One anxious pang, my mistresi^, I concealed 
What now my lips shall tell : — tTwas on the day 
When thy dead husband in the silent tomb 
Was laid ; from eveiy side the unnumbered throng 
Pressed eager to tlie solemn rites ; thy daughter — 
For'e'fen amid the cloistercpl shade was noised, 

The funeral pomp — ui^ed me, vfith ceaseless prayers. 
To lead hfcr to the festival of Death. 

In evil hour 1 gave consent ; and, shrouded 
In sable weeds of mourning, she surveyed 
Her father's obsequies. With keen repijbach • 

Mjf bosom tells — (for through the veil her charms 
Besistless shone)— 'twas there, perchance, the spoiler 
Lulrked to betray. 

Doir Manuel {to himself)- Thrice hap|fy words ? t live 1 ' 
i' It was another ! 

IsA^n5iLLA'(fd Diego), Faithless ! Ill betide 
' thy treacherous age I ♦ 

Di^oo. Oh; never l^jave I strayed 

Fmjh duty’s path ! My mistress, m her juayerJ#, 

I heard the voice of Nature; — thus fi^m H^ven 
DMkybaed) methought* the secret imputaej|)^ves 
^Hndr^ la(io4, to hallow with Wt ’ 

' A gjate’':' the tendei^ t ' 

Thy sertto^s care, ind^thutf htfaait 

I w^ught but ill. 
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Don Manuel JdmseJf). Why stand I thus, a prey 
To torturing fears ! No longer will 1 bear 
The dread suspense — I will know all ! 

Don CiESAR (who returns). Forgive me, 

^ * 1 follow thee. 

Don Manuel. Away ! Let no man follow ! [Kvit. 

Don C.j:sar (looking after him in surprise). 

What means my brother ? Speak — 

I sab!’. LI .A. In wonder lost 

1 gaze ; some mystery lurks — 

Don (Aesab. Thou mark st, my mother, 

My quick return ; with eager zeal 1 flew 
At thy command, nor asked one trace to guide 
My footsteps to thy daughter. Whence was torn 
Thy treasure?? Say, what cloistered solitude 
Eushnned beauteous maid ? 

Isabella.' • Tis consecrate 

To St. Cecilia ; deep in forest shades. 

Beyond the woody ridge that slowly climhs 
Towards Etna s towering throne, it seems a refuge 
Of parted souls ! ^ 

D(»n • I Have courage, trust thy sons ; 

She shall be»4;hine, tho’ with uiiwqaried quest 
O’er every land and sea I^track her presence 
To earth’s extremest bounds : one thought alone 
Disturbs, — in stranger hands my timorous bride 
Wafits my return ; to thy protecting arms 
1 give the pledge of all my joy ! She comes ; 

Soon oh her faithful bosom thou shalt rest, 

In sweet oblivion of thy cares. 

ISAB. . When will the ancient curse he stilled, that weighs 
Upon our house? Some mocking demon sports 
With every :^ew-formed hope, nor envious leaves 
One hour of joy. So near the haven smiled — 

So smootlf the treacherous main — secure I deemed 
My luippiness : the stonn was lulled ; and bright 
In evening’s lustre gleamed the sunny shore : 

Then thro* the placid air the tempest sweeps, 

And hears me to the roaring surge again ! 

goes into the interior of the palace, follgwed 
hg DiEeo. 
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The Scene chants to the Garden, 

Both Chorum, aft&r wards Beatrice. 

The Chorus of Don Manuel enters in solemn proccsskn, 
adorned with garlands, and hearing the bridal ornaments 
above mentioned. The Chorus of Don Cj:sar opposes their 
entrance, ' 

First Chorus (Cajetan). 

Begone I 

Second Chorus (Bohehunb). 

Not at thy bidding 1 

Cajetan. See’st thou not 

Thy presence irks ? 

Bohkmund. Thou hast it. then, the longer ! 

Cajet. My place is here I What repels me ? 

Bohemund. , Mine ? 

Cajet. Don Manuel sent me hither. ^ 

Boiiismunb. I oliey 

My Lord, Don C«sar. 

Cajetan. To the eldest bom 

Thy master reverence owe^, 

Bohemund. „ The world belongs 

To him that wina ! 

Cafetan. Unmonnered knave, give place ! 

Bohkm. Our swords be measured first ! 

Cajetan. I find liiee ev^r 

A serpent in my path, 

Bohemund. Where’er I fist, 

Thus will I meet thee 

Cajetan. Say, why cam’st thou hither 

To spy ? ^ 

Bohemund. And thou to question and command ? 

Cajet. To parley I disdain! 

BioHBMUND. Too xttuoh J grace thee ,, 

J By worda ! «, 

tkjETAN. . Thy hot impetuous youth should bow 

To reverend age. 

Bohemund. Elder thou .arWnot braver. 

l^ATEicE {rushing ff<m kerpiace of conceedmmu), 

Alfts ! W^t mean these warlike men ? 
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1 heed not 


Cajetan (to Bohemdnd). 

Thy threats and lofty mien. 

Bouemund. I serve a master 

Better than tliine. 

llEATiiioE. Alas ! Should he appear ! 

Oajkt. Thou liest ! Don Manueh thousandfold excels. 

In every strife the wreath of victory decks 
Don Caesar a brows ! 

Beatrice. Now he will come ! Already 

*The hour is past ! 

Cajetan. ’Tis pearfje, or thou shouldst know 

My vengeance ! 

Bohemund. Fear, not peace, thy arm refrains. 

Beat. . Oh ! Were ho thousand miles remote ! 

Cajetan. Thy loolis 

But move r^y scorn ; the compact I obey. 

Bohem. Tlio coward s ready shield ! 

Cajetan. ^ Come on ! I follow. 

Boiiem. To arms ! 

Beatrice {in the greatest agitatiou\ 

Their falchions glgam — tile strife begins ! 
Ye heavenl/ powers, Jiis steps refrain ! Some snare 
Throw rounsi his feet, that in thh; hour of dread 
He come not; all ye angels, late implored 
To give him to ray arms, reverse my prayers ; 

Far, far from hence convey the loved one ! 

[iSA^ mns into the alcove. At the moment when 
the two Chomses are about to engage^ Don 
* Manuel appeal's. 


Don Manuel, the Chorus. 

Don Manuel. , Hold ! 

What do I see ! 

Fir4 Chorus to tke Second (Cajetan, Berengab, Manfked). 

• Come on ! Come on ! 

Second Chortte (Bohemund, Boger, Hipfoljte). 

. Down with them ! 

Don Manuel {stepping hetmen them with drawn mord). 

Hold! 

Cajetan, 'Tis Ihfe Prince ! 


i 1 ^ 
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Boiiemund, Be still ! 

Don Manuel. I stretch him dctul 

TJpou this verdant tui*f, that ^ith one glance 
Of scorn prolongs the strife, or threats liis foe ! ,, 

Why rage ye thus ? What maddening fiend impels 
To blow the flam^ of |yncient hate anew, 

For ever reconciled? Say, who began 
The conflict?— Speak— 

First Choiiis (Cajetan, Behengah). 

My Prince, we stood — 

Second Chorus (Rogeh, Bohemund) interrupting them. 

They canic — 

Don Manuel {to the First Chorus). 

Spealc thou ! 

First Chorus (Cajetan). 

With wreaths adorned, in festal train, 
We bore the bridal gifts ; no thought of ill 
Disturbed our peaceful way ; composed for ever 
With holy pledge of love we deemed your strife, 

And trusting came ; when here in rude army 
Of atkiiS encamped they stood, and loud defied us ! 

Don M. Slave ! Is no refuge safe? Shall discord thus 
Profane the bower of virgin infloceiice, 

The home of sancrity and peace ? 

[To the Second Chorus.. 

Retire — 

Your warlike presence ill beseems ; awaj^ ! 

1 would be private, , [They hesiUde. 

In your master s name 
I give command ; our souls ai*e one, our Ups 
Declare each other s tlioughts ; begone I. 

[To the First Chorus. 
i llemain — 

And guard the entiunce. 

BtoEMtmp. So! Whatnfet? Our masters 

Are reconciled; tliat’s plain; and less he wins 
Of thanks than peril, that with busy zeal 
In princely quarrel stirs ; for when of strife 
His Mightiness aweary feels, of guilt 
He throws the red*dyed mantle unconcerned 
Ou^his poor follower’^ luc^ess head, and stands 
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Arrayed in virtue's robes! So let them end ^ 

E’en as they will their brawls, I hold it best 
That we obey. 

[Endt Second Chorus. The First withdraws to 
the hack of the Stage; at the same moment 
Beatrice mJtskes forward, and throws herself 
into Don Manuel’s arms. 

Beatrice. Tis thou I Ah ! cruel one. 

Again I see thee—clasp thee — long appalled, 

To thousand ills a prey, trembling I languish 
For thy return : no more— in thy loved arms 
I am at peace, nor think of dangers past, 

Thy breast my shield finm every threatening harm. 
Quick ! Le* fis fly ! They see us not— away ! 

Nor lose the moment. 

^ Ha ! Thy looks affright me ! 

Thy stllen cold resei*ve 1 Thou tear st thyself 
Impati€lht from my circling arms, I know thee 
No more I Is this Don Manuel ? My beloved ? 

My husband ? 

Don Manuel. • !l|eptrice! • ^ 

llKAmcE. • No words ! The moment 

Is precious ! Haste. ^ • 

Don Manuel. Yet tell me— 

Beatrice. Quick! Away 

Ere those fierce men retnni. 

Don Manuel. Be calm, for nought 

Shall trouble thee of ill. 

Beatrice. Oh fly ! — alas, 

Thou know’st them not ! 

Don MamuEl. Protected by this arm, 

Const thou fear aught? 

Beatrice. • Oh! trust me; mighty men 

Are here^ 

Don^ Manuel. Beloved ! mightier none than me ! 

Beat. . i&id wouldst thou brave this warlike host alone ? 

Don M. Alone ! the men thou fear'st — 

I&atrice. Thou know’st them not, 

Nor whom they sen^e. 

Don Manuel. # Myself! I am their Lofd! 

Beat. . Thou art — a shudder creeps thro' eU ml^ frame ! 
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I)pN M. Far othor than I seemed ; so learn at last 

To know me, Beatrice. Not the poor knight 
Am I, Iho stranger and unknown, that loving 
Taught thee to love ; hut what I am — ^my race — * * 
My power — 

Beatbice. And art thou not Don Manuel ? Speak— 

Who art thou ? 

Don Manued. Cliief of all that hear the name, * 

I am Don Manuel, Pnnee of Messina I 
Beat. . Art thou Don Manuel, Don Crosar’s brother ? 

Don M. Don Caesar is my brother. 

Beatrice. Is thy brother ! 

Don M* What means this terror? KnQ^r’st thou, then, Don 
C«8ar ? ’ 

None other of my race ? 

Beatrice. Art tho^ Dun Manuel, 

Tliat with thy brother liv’st in bitter strife 
Of long inveterate* hate ? ^ 

Don Manuel. This very sun 

Smiled on our glad accord J Yes, we are brothers ! 
Brothers in hefiti't 1 jj * 

Beatrice. And recon<i1^d ? This day ? 

Don M. What stirs this wild^ disorder?' Hast thou known 

Aught but our name ? Say, hast thou told me all ? 
Is tliere no secret ? Hast thou nought concealed ? 
Nothing disguised ? , 

Beatoice. Thy words are dark ; explain. 

What shall I tell thee ? * 

Don Manuel. Of thy mother nought 

Hast thou e’er told ; who'is she? If in words 
I paint her, bring her to thy sight — ' 

Beatrice. Thou know’st her ! 

And thott wert silent ! 

Don Manuel. If I know t]\y mother, 

Herrors b^de us both ! ^ 

Beatrice. Oh I sho is graeiecis 

As the sun’s orient beam ! Yes ! I behold her ; 
f Foad mmctty mkes; — and from my bosom’s depths 
Her godlike presence ri^. to my view! 

; • I see jumnd her snowy neck descend 
The l^^esses of her raven hahr, timt shade 
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The form of sculptured loveliness ; I see 
The pale, high-thouglited brow ; the darkening glance 
Of her large lustrous orbs ; I hear the tones 
Of soul-fmught sweetness ! 

Don Manuel. Tis herself ! 

Beathice. This day, 

* Perchance had given me to her ai’ms, and knit 
• Our souls in everlasting love; — such bliss 

i have renounced, yes ! 1 have lost a mother 
For thee ! 

Di.»n Manuel. Console thyself, Messina’s Princess 
Hencefortli shall call thee daughter ; to her feet 
^ J load thee . (^me — she waits. 

Eeateice. • What hast thou said 

Thy mother and Don Ciesar s ? Never ! never ! 

Don M. Thou shud direst! Whence this hoi*i*or? Hast thou 
known 

My moftier ? Speah— 

Deatetce. 0 grief! O dire misfortune! 

Alas I that e’er I live to see this day ! 

Don M. What troubles jhee? Thou inow’df'me, thou hast 
found, * 

In the poor stranger knight, Meiffeina’s Prinee. 

Beat. , Give me the deoi* unknown again 1 With liim, 

On Earth’s remotest wilds 1 could bo blest! 
Doj^Cjssa® (hehmd the seme ). 

Away! What rabble throng is here? 

B^utbick, • That voice ! 

Oh heavens ! Wliore shall I fly I 
Don Manuel. Know’st thou that voice? 

• W<f! thou host never heard it ; to tliine ear 
Tis strange — 

Bbatbice. • Oh, come-^delay not— 

Don Manuel. Wherefore fly ? 

* It is mywother^ voice! He seeks me— how 
Ae tracked my* steps— 

BEATRiCEi By all the holy Saints !. 

* Bi*ave not hie wrathl oh quit this pkc© - avoid him— 
Meet not thy bnother here ! 

Don Manuel. • My seuH thy fears 
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Confound ; tliou liear’st me not ; our- strife is o er ; 
Yes ! we are reconciled. 

Bea'i JUCE. Protect me, Heaven, 

In this dread hour ! ' ^ 

Don Manuel, A sudden dire presage 

Starts in my breast — I shudder at the thought ! 

If it be true ! Oh horror ! Could she know 

That voice 1 Wert thou— my tongue denies to utter 

The words of fearful import — Beatiice ! 

Say, wert thou present at the funeral rites 
Of my dead sire ? 

Beatrick. Alas ! 

Don Manuel. Th^u wert ! 

Beatrice. » Forgive me! 

Don M. Unhappy woman ! — 

Beatr'ce. I was present ! 

Don Manuel. * Horror ! 

Beat. . Some mighty impulse urged me to the scene — 

Oh be not angry — to thyself I o\vned 

The ardent fond desire with darkening brow 

Thou iStenedstr to my praycjr, and I Avas silent. 

But what misguiding inau8pici(ms star 
Allured, I Know not ; from my inmost soul 
The wish, the dear emotion spoke ; and vain 
Aught else Diego gave consent — oh, pardon me ! 

I disobeyed thee. , * 

[SJtc adt'anoes towards him impJormffly ; nt the 
same vioment Don Cjssak mUere, accowpanmi 

hy the whole Chai'us, 

% 

Both Brothers, Both Choruses, Beatrice. 

Seemd Ckoms (Bohemukd) to Don C.esar. 

Thou believ'st us iiot-^ 

Believe thine eyes I 

Don CjiSAB [rushes forward furiously^ and the siabt of* his 
I brother starts hack wUh horror, 

I ^ Some hell-bom magic cheats 

? My senses ; in her arms ! Envenomed snake ! ' 

I Is this thy love ? For this thy treachei?ous heart 
4 Could lure with guise of friendi^p ! O from Heaven 
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Breathed my immortal hate ! Down, down to Hell, 
Thou soul of falsehood I 

[He 8tahs hiniy Don Manuel / aZ/s. 

Df)X ]Manuel. Beatrice ! — my brother ! — 

I die! 

[Dies, Beatihce sinks lifeless at hk side. 

First Clwms (Cajetan). 

• Help ! Help ! To arms ! Avenge with blood 
•The bloody deed ! 

Second Chorus (Bohemund). The fortune of tlie day 

Is ours ! The strife for ever stilled Messina 
Obeys one Lord. 

Fir^Chonis (Cajet^vij, Bebengar, Manfred). 

• Bevenge ! The murderer 
Shall die ! Quick offer to your master’s shade 
Appcfising 4hcrifice ! 

Second Chorus (Bohemund, Roger, Hippolyte). 

• My Prince I fear nothing, 

Thy friends arc true. 

Don CiESAK {steps between looking around), 

» ^ Be stHl ! TBS foe is slain 

That practiced on iny trusting honest heai’t 
With snares^STbrother’s^love I O direful show's 
The deed of death I But righteous Heaven hath judged. 

First Choi'us (Cajetan), 

Alas to thee, Messina! Wo for ever ! 

Sad city ! From thy blood-%tained walls this deed 
Of nameless horror taints the skies : ill fare 
Thy motliers and thy children, youth and age, 

^ And offspring yet unborn ! 

Don CMfkKU. Too late yolir grief — 

Here give your help. [Pointing to Beaituce. 

* Gall her to life, and quick 

Depart Riis scene of terror and of death. 

I must away and seek my sister : — Hence ! 

Conduct her to my mother — 

And tell her that her son, Don Ceesar, sends her ! 

[Exit 

[The senseless Beatrice is plated on a lifter and 
carried by the Second Chorusj^ Ther 

t 
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First CJio7^ rmmins with the hoflijy round 
which the hoys who bmr the bridal present 
range themselves m a semicircle. 

Ch07^US (CAtTETA^'). 

List, how with dreaded mystery 
Was signed to my prophetic soul, 

Of kindred blood the dire decree : — 

Hither with noiseless giant stride 
I saw the hideous Fiend of terror glide ! 

'Tis past ! — I strive not to control 
My shuddering awe — so swift of ill 
The Fates the wraming sign fulfil. 

Lo ! to my sense dismayed. 

Sudden the deed of death has shown 
Whate er my boding fears poRrayed : 

The visioned thought was pain ; 

The present horror curdles evepy vein ! 

One of the Choms (Manfred). 

Soin;d, sound the plaint of wo ! 

BeautifurYouth ! r * 

Outstretched and pale heJLw^, 

Untimely cropped in early bloom ; 

Che heavy night of death has sealed his eyes ; — 

In this glad hour of nuptial joy, 

Snatched by relentless doom, 

He sleeps — while, echoing to the sky, 

Of sorrow bursts the loud despairing crji 

A second (Cajktan). 

We come, w^e come, in festdl pride, 

To greet the beauteous Bride ; 

Belmld ! the nuptial gifts, thef rich attire : 

The banquet waits, the guests are thei^e ; 

They bid tl^e to the soleum rite^ 

Of Hymen quick repedr^ 

Thou hear 'at them niot^the sportive lyre, 

The frolic dance, shall ne’er invite ; 
llor wake thee fisom thy lowly' l)ed,' 

Fhr deep the slumber vf th% d®<id I 
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The whole Chof'tis. 

No more the echoing bom shall cheer, 

Nor bride with tones of sweetness charm his ear ; 
On the cold earth he lies^ 

In death's eternal slumber closed his eyes. 

A third (Cajetan). 

What are tlie hopes, and fond desires 
• Of mortals’ tmnsitory race ? 

This day, with haimony of voice and soul, 

Ye woke the long-extinguished fires 
Of brothers’ love — ^yon flaming orb 
Lit with hi ..earliest beams your dear embrace : 

At eve, upon the gory sand 
Thou liest-*— a reeking corse \ 

StretclicA hy a brother’s murderous hand. 

Yain pif>jects, treacherous hopes, 

Child the fleeting hour, are tliiue ; 

Fond man ! thou rear’st on dust each bold design. 

Chorus (Berengak). _ 

To thy ntotlitf r I will bear 
The huidenia£idanutCerable wo ! ^ 

Quick shall yon c^^ressf blooming fair. 

Bend to the axe’s murderous blow. 

Then twine the mournful bier ! 

For ne’er with yerdant life the tree shall smile 
That^grew on death’s devoted soil ; 

Ne’er in the breeze the branches play. 

Nor shade the wanderer in the noontide ray ; 

TJwas marked to bear the fruits of doom, 

•Cursed to the ser^dce of the tomb, 

• First (CAraTAN), 

Wo to the murderer ! Wo J 
That sped exulting in his pride, 

Behold ! the parched earth drinks the crimson tide ; 
^Down^ down it flows, unceasingly, 

To the dun cavemed halls 
Where tlironed in kindred gloom the sistsaf train, 
Of Themis progeny seyere, 

Brood in tlieir songless silent reign I 
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Stem ministers of wrath’s decree, 

They catch in swarthy cups thy streaming gore. 

And pledge with horrid rites for vengeance evermore ! 

Second (Bekengar). 

Tho’ swift of deeds the traces fade 

From earth, before the enlivening ray ; 

As o’er the brow the tmnsient shade 
Of thought, the hues of fancy flit away 
Yet in the mystic womb unseen, 

Of the dark ruling Hours that sway 
Our mortal lot, whate’er /los been, 

With new creative germ depes decay. 

The blooming field is time, * 

For Nature’s ever-teeming shoot, 

And all is seed, and all is fruit^ 

[T/ifi Charm goes away, bearing the corpse of 
Don Manuel on a bier, • 


Scene. — The tiall of Pillav^, *It is night. 

The stage is lighted frtym above hf^ingle large lamp, 
Donna Isabella and Diego otlvance to the front, 

1.SAB. . As yet no joyful tidings, not a trace 

Found of the lost one ! ' 

Diego. Nothing have we heard, 

My mistress ; yet o’er every track, umfoaried, 

Thy sons pursue. Ere long the rescued maid 
Shall smile at dangers past. 

Isabelia. Alas! Die^o,' 

My heart is sad ; ’twas I that caused thi^ wo ! 

DiJ^o. Vex not thy anxious bosom ; nought escaped 

? Thy thou^tfttl care. . 

Isabella. Oh ! had I earlier shown 

* I Th^ hidden treasure! 

Prudent were thy cot^nsels, 
, Wisely thou left’s! her in retirement’s shade ; 

So^ trust in Heaven. 

I>sa|DeLla. Alas ! no joy is perfect — 

Wiiliiht this chance of ill my bliss were pure. 
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DiKr.o. Thy happiness is but delayed ; enjoy 
The concord of thy sons. 

Isabella. The sight was rapture 

Supreme— when, locked in one another's arms, 

• • They glowed with brothers* love. 

Dieoo. And in the heart 

^ It burns ; for ne’er their princely souls have stooped 
To mean disguise. 

IsAftELLA. Now, too, their bosoms wake 

•To gentler thoughts, and own the softening sway 
Of Love. No more their hot impetuous youth 
Ilevels in liberty untamed, and spurns 
Restraint of Law — ^attempered i)assion’s self, 

With mode,:,twchaste reserve. 

* To thee, Diego, 

I will unfold my secret heart ; this hour 
Of feeling*/ opening bloom, expected long, 

Wakes boaing fears : thou knowst to sudden rage 
Love slirs tumultuous breasts -and if this flame 
With jealousy should rouse the slumbering fires 
Of ancient hate — I shudder at the thought! 

If these disaorcknt souls per<?hanceTiave thrilled 
In fatal unis^jiu— Enough — the clouds, 

That black with thimdeiing meiTace o’er me hung. 
Are past ; some angel sped them tranquil by. 

And my enfranchised spirit breafhes again ! 

Diego, Rejoice, my mistress ; for thy gentle sense, 

And soft prevailing art, more weal have wrought 

. Thaif all thy husband’s power. Bo praise to thee 

And thy auspicious star ! 

IsABEijLA. Yes ! fortune smiled ; 

* •N&r light the task, so long with apt disguise 
To yeil the oherished secret of my heart. 

And cheat hiy ever-jealous lord : moi*e hard 
To stifle mighty Nature’s pleading voice, 

JJ*hat, lite a prisoned fire, for ever strove 
To rend its confines. 

piEoo. ^ All shall yet be well ; 

Fortune, propitious to our hopes, gave pledge 
Of bliss that time will show. 
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Isabella. I praise not yet 

My natal star, while darkening o'er my fate 
This mystery bangs : too well the dire mischance 
Tdls of the Fiend whose never slumbering rage 
Pursues our house. Now list what I have done, 

And praise or blame me as thou wilt; from thee 
My kwom guards no secret : — ill I brook ^ 

This dull repose, while swift o*er land and sea 
My sons unwearied track their sister's flight, * 

Yes ! 1 have sought — ^Heaven counsels oft, Mien vain 
All mortal aid. 

Dieco. What I may know, my Mistress, ' 

Declare. 

IsABELLA. On Etna’s solitary ^height 

A reverend Heimit dwells ; — Renamed of old, 

The Mountain Seer; — ^who to the realms of light 
More near abiding thaii the toifspme race 
Of mortals here l^low, with purer air 
Has cleansed each eaitlily grosser s^nse away ; 

And from the lofty peak of gathered years. 

As from his mountain home, with downward gbince 
Surveys the cfboked paths worldly strife. 

To liim are known tbc'forlqflp of our house ; 

Oft has tM holy Sege besou^t response 

From Heaven, and many a curse with earnest prayer 

Averted : thither at my bidding flew, 

On wings of youthful haste, a messenger, 

To ask some tidings of my child : eacli hour 
I wait his homeward footsteps. *' 

Dikoo. If mine eyes 

Deceive me not, he comes ; and well his 
Has earned thy praise. ' 

Messekgek, tsAB^]|;.LA, Diego. 

ISJiBELTA (to MeSSEKGER). ^ 

Now speak, and nojliing Wc 
- ^ Of weal or woe : be Truth upon thy lips ! 

Wjiat tidings bear'st thou from the mountain Seer*^ 

Mess. . answer, . Quick, retrace thyatepS'— the lost one 
Is found.” 
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Isabella. Auspicious tongue ! Celestial sounds 

Of peace and joy ! thus erver to- my vows, 

Thrice honoured Sage, thy kindly message spoke! 
But say, which heaven-directed brotlier traced 
My daughter *? 

Messei^oeb. ’Twas thy eldest born that found 

^ The deep-'secluded maid. " 

IsADiiLL\. Is it Dm Manuel 

That gives her to my arms *? Oh, lie was ever 
’ The child of blessing ! Tell me, hast thou borne 
My offering to the aged man ? — ^thfe tapers 
To burn before his Saint? for gifts, the pri^se 
Of worldly heai*ts, the man of God disdains. 

]M« . He took the porches from my hands in silence, 

And stepping to the altar — where the lamp 
Burned to his Saint — ^illumed them at its fire, 

And inatapt set in ilames the hermit cell. 

Where he has honoured Ood these ninety years I 

I SAP*. . What tast thou said ?* What horrors fright my soul ? 

5Ii:ss. . And three times shrieking “WoT* with downw^ard 
course, ^ 

He fled ; but sjlcnt with uplifted arm 
Becltoned tef follow, nor regard him ! 

So hither I have liasten^d, terrflr sped. 

IsAB. . O, I am tossed amid the surge again 

Of doubt and anxious fears ; thy tale appals 
With ominous sounds of ill. My daughter found— 
Thou say’st ; and by my eldest born, Don Manuel ? 
The tidings ne’er shall bless, that heralded 
This deed of woe ! 

MESSBNaER. My Mistress 1 look around, 

•Behold the hermit’s message to thine eyes 
Fuliilled. Some charm deludes my sense, or hither 
Tliy daugliter comes, girt by the warlike train 
Of thy^vro sons ! 

[Featricb is carried in by the Second Chorus 
on a liUeTi^nd jdeiced in the front of the s^aye. 
She is Ml without, md motionless. 
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Isabella, Diego, Messbkg^r, BFATfitcE. 

ChoruB (Bohemund, Bogeb, Pippolyte, and the oilier nine 
followers of Don CiESAB). 

Chorus (Bohemund). Here at thy feet we lay ' 

The maid, obedient to our Lord’s command : 

’Twas thus he spoke— “ Conduct her to my Uiotlier; 
And tell her that her son, Don Caesar, sends lier ! ” 
Isabella {is advancing towards her with outstretched arms,' and 
starts hack in horror). 

Heavens ! she is motionless and pale ! 

Charm (Bohemund). She lives, ' 

She will awake, but give her time to rouse 
From the dread shock that holds each sense entlmalled. 
IsAD. . My daughter! Child of ail my dkres and pains I 
And is it thus I see thee once again ? 

Thus thou returnest to thy fathev’s halls ! 

O let my breath relume thy vital spo^k ; 

Yes I I will strain thee to a mother’s arms. 

And hold thee fast — ^till, from the frost of deatli 
Belease^]. thy life^warm cuiTent throbs again 

f <• [To the Chonis. 
Where hast thou found Her ? ^Speak ! Wliat dire mis- 
chance » 

Has caused this sight of woe ? 

Chorus (Bohemund), My lips are dumb ! 

Ask not of me ; thy son will tell thee all — 

Don Cffisar — for ’tis he that sends her. 

Isabella. * Tell me, 

Would’st thou not say D^n Manuel ? 

Ch0ms (Bohemund), , . 'Tis DomCiesar 

That sends her to thee. ^ ' 

IsA)BELLA (to the Messkngeb). How glared the Seer? 

Speak I Was it not Don Manuel ? 

Mi^senger. ’^washe! 

I Thy elder bom. t 

ll^^EiXA. * Be blessings on his head 

Whichever it be ; to him I owe a daughter, t 
Alaa i that m this blissful hour, so long 
Expected, long implored, some envious Fiend 
Should mar my Joy l ,„Oh, I must stem the tid< 
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Of nature's transport!. In her childhood's home 
1 see iaj daughter ; me she knows not-^heeds not — 
Nor answers to a mother's voice of love ! 

Ope, ye dear eyelids — hands he warm — and heave 
Thou lifeless bosom with responsive throbs 
To mine! Tisshe! — Diego, look! 'tis Beatrice ! 
The long-concealed — ^the lost — the rescued one ! 
Before the world I claim her for my own I 
Chorus ^ohemund). 

New signs of terror to my boding soul 
Are pictured ;-^in amazement lost 1 stand I 
What light shall pierce this gloom of mystery ? 
IsABELTA (to the ChotuB, who exhibit marks of confusion and 
embarrassment), 

0 ye hard hJorts I Ye rude unpitying men ! 

A mother’s yansport from your breasts of steel 
Bebounds, 9 s from the rocks the heaving surge ! 

1 look ^und your train, nor mark one glance 
Of soft regard. Where are my sons? Oh tell me 
Why come they not, and from their beaming eyes 
Speak comfort to my soul? For hev;^ environed, 

I stand ami(> the desert’s raging brood. 

Or monsters of we il^ep I 

Diego. • She 8pes her eyes ! 

She moves ! She lives ! 

Isabella. She lives ! On me be thrown 

* Her earliest glance ! 

Diego. See ! They are closed again— 

She sCudders ! 

Isabella (to the Chorus), 

# Quick ! Retire— your aspect frights her. 

• * [Ckonis steps back, 

Bohem, Well pleased I shun her sight 
Diego. * With outstretched eyes, 

, Aud wonderstruck, she seems to measure thee* 

Beat. * Tiot strange those lineaments — where am I ? 
Isabella. Slowly' 

^ per sense returns. 

Diego. BeMd ! updn her knees 

She sinks* 

Beathice. O angel visage of my mother 1 

^ K K 
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IsAB. . Child of my heart ! 

Beatbice. See ! kneeling at thy feet 

The guilty one] 

Isabella. I hold thee in my annsl 

Enough — forgotten all ! 

Diego. Look in my face, 

Canst thou remember me ? ^ 

Beatrice. The reverend brows 

Of honest old Diego ! 

IsABELTJL. Faithful guardian 

Of thy young years. 

Beatrice, And am I once again 

Witli kindred? 

JsABELiA. Nought but death shall part us ! 

Beat. . Will tlion ne’er send me to the stranger? 

IsABELiiA. ^ Never ! 

Fate is appeased. 

Beatrice. Aud am I next thj heart ? 

And was it all a dream— a hideous dream ? 

My mother ! at my feet be fell ! — I know not 
What brought me hither — yet ’tis well. — 0 bliss ! 
That 1 am safe* in thy protecjting^ arms ; 

They would have tacn me t^the Princess Mother — 
Sooner to d4ath ! , 

Isabella. My daughter, calm thy fears ; 

Messina’s Princess — 

Beatrice. Name her not again i 

At that ill-omened sound the chill of death 
Creeps through my trembling frame. * 

Isabella. My child ! but hear me — 

Beat. . She has two sons by mortal hate dissevered, «> 

Don Manuel and Don Csesor — » 

Isabella. ’Tie myself ! 

Bdiiold Iby mother ! 

Beatrice. Dave I heard thee? Speak! 

IsAB. . I am thy mother, and Messina’s PrfucessI ^ 

X^T. , Ar); thou Don ManueTs and Don Csssar’s mother ? 
Is4b. , And thine ! They are thy brethren whom tho^i. nam'st. 
Boiat. . 0 gleam of horrid light] 

IsiBELLA. What troubles thee ? 

^ Say, whepoe this strange emotion? 
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Beatetce, Yes ! *twas they ! 

Now I remexnhet all ; no dream deceived me, 

They met-^’tis fearful truth 1 Unhappy men ! — 
Where have ye hid him? 

She rushes towards the Chorus: they turn away 
from her, A funeral march is heard in the 
distance. 


Chorus, Horror! Horror! 

Isabella. Hid ! 

Speak — 'who is hid ? and what is true ? Ye stand 
In silent dull amaze— as tho* ye fstthomed 
Her V ords of mystery ! — In your falteiing tones — 
Your brows — I read of horrors yet unknown, 

That would refrain my tongue ! What is it ? Tell me ! 
I will knO*f all I Why fix ye on the door 
That awe-fjj-ruck gaze ? What mournful music sounds? 
• [The march is heard nearer. 

Chorus (BoHEjiTJND). 

It comes ! it comes ! and all shall be declared 
With terrible voice. My Mistress ! steel" thy heart ; 
Be firm, and bear with courage wh^t awaits thee — 
For more tiian woman’s soul thy destined griefs 
Demand. « 

Isabella. What comes ?• and wflat awaits me ? Hark ! 

With fearful tones the death-wail smites mine ear — 
3t echoes thro* the house I Wfaiere are my sons ? 

[The first Semiehorus brings in the body of Don 
Mandbl on a Her^ uMeh is placed at the side 
of the stage, A hlmh pall is spread over it. 


Isabella, Beatbige, Diego. 

Both Choruses, 

$ First CAonw (Caoetak). , 

With Soxa^w in his tram, 

From street to street the King of Term glides ; 

With stealthy feed;, ami 
He creeps where’er the fleeting race 
OfomaBhides! 


w Xk, K 'a 
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In turn at ever}" ^te 

Is heard the drained knock of Fate, 

The message of unutterable woe ! 

Bebengab. 

When, in the sere 

And Autumn leaves decayed, 

The mournful forest tells how quickly far! 

The glories of the year ! 

When in the silent tomb opprest. 

Frail man, with weight of days, 

Sinks to his tranquil rest ; 

Contented Nature but ol>eys 
Her everlasting law, — • 

The general doom awakes no shuddering awe ! 

But, mortals, oh I prepare 
For mightier ills : with ruthless'hand, 

Fell murder cuts the holy band — 

The kindred tie : insatiate Death, 

With unrelenting rage. 

Bears to his bark tlie flower of blooming age ! 

Cajeta^t. 

When clouds athwart the loitering sky 

Are driven— wheh bursts with hollow moan 
The thunder’s peal — our trembling bosoms own 
The might of awful Destiny ! 

Yet oft the lightning’s glare 
Darts sudden thro’ the cloudless air 
Then in thy short delusive day 
Of bliss, oh ! dread the treacherous snare ; 

Nor pri^e the fleeting goods ahd vain, 

The flowers that bloom but to decay ! 

Nor wealth, nor joy, nor aught but pain, 

Was e^er to mortal’s lot secure 
Our first best lesson— to enddre 1 1 

Isi^. . Whqt shall I hear? What horrors lurk beneath 
Tbis funeral pall? , - ^ 

^She itmards i&a hut sudfihnli/ 
ahi 9 ia:iujl 8 irresolute. 

Some straage mysterious dread 
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Enthrals my sense. I would approach, and sudden 
The iceeold grasp of terror holds me back ! 

[To BeaTbice, ivho has thrown herself between 
^ her and the bier. 

Whatever it be, I will unveil — 

[On raising the pad, she discovers the body of 
Don Manuel. 

Eternal Powers! It is my sou! 
[She stands in mute kotror. Beatrice sinks to 
the ground with a shriek of anguish near ike 
bier. 

Chorus. Unhappy mother ! ’tis thy son. Thy lips 

Have uttered what my faltering tongue denied! 

. My soul [ My Manuel ! 0 eternal grief! 

And is it thus I see tliee^? Thus thy life 
Has bought thy sister from the spoiler^s rage ? 
Where wrs thy brother V Could no arm he found 
To shield thee be curst the hand that dug 
These gory wounds ! A curse on her that bore 
The murderer of my son ! Ten thousand curses 
On all their race ! . 

Ch^^rus. * t , Wo ! Wo ! 

IsADELiA. • » And is it thus 

Ye keep your word, ye Oods ? Is tliis your truth ? 
Alas ! for him that trusts with honest heart 
Your soothing wiles. Why have I hoped and trem- 
bled? , 

AndLthis the issue of my prayers ! Attend, 

Ye terror-stricken witnesses, that feed 
Your gaze upon my anguish; learn to know 
]pow warning visions cheah Rnd boding seeis 
But mock our credulous hopes : — let none believe 
The voicewof Heaven! 

, ^ When in my teeming womb 
This daughter lay* her ^^er^ in n dreana, 

Saw from his nuptial couch two laurels gmw, 

And in the midst a Illy aU in &tmes. 

That catchhijg swift the bougy ^ knotted stems, 
Burnt fofth ^th cracli^g and the house 
Spread in one mi^ty sea of Iris. Perplex^ 

By ibis terMic 'dmm, my husband ^ 

The cotSisels of the mystic art, and mus > 
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Pronounced tlie Sage — ** If I a daughter bore, 

The murderess of his sons, the destined spring 
Of ruin to out* house, the baleful child 
Should see the light.'* ^ 

Chorus (Gajetae and BoHEMtFKi)). 

What hast thou said, my Mistress ? 

Wo! Wo! 

IsAJiiiLUL. For this her ruthless father spoke 

The dire behest of death. I rescued her, 

The innocent, the doomed one : — from my arms 
The Labe was torn : to stay the curse of Heaven, ^ 
And save my sons, the mother gave her child ; 

And now by robber hands her lather fails ; — 

My child is guiltless ; — O, she Upw him not ! 

Chorus. Wo! Wo! 

IsAB. . No trust the fabling readers of the stars 

Have e'er deserved i Hoar how another spoke 
With comfort to my aoul, and him I deemed 
Inspired to voice the secrets of the skies ! 

“ My daughter ehocdd imite in love the heaits 
Of my dh iovered sons — and thus their tales 
Of curse and blessing oit her<heafd, proclaim 
Each other^falsehood. No<! she ne'er has brought 
A curse — the innoceikit 1 nor time was given 
The blessed promise to fulfil ! Their tongues 
Were fidse alike— their boasted art is vain — 

With trick of words they cheat our credulous ears, 

Or are themselves deceived 1 Nou^t fe may know 
Of dark futurity, the sable streams 
Of Hell ^ fountam of your hidden lore. 

Of yon bright spring of everksri^ 

IPint Ohom» (CajAtan). 

Wo f Wo ! thy ton^ roMn ! 

Ob, pause, mt thus mih impious rage 
.. of fieaven pmiatte ; | 

•Sthe holy dineles are wisis— 

Expect wiili hire ^y cendog desrinies 1 
IsAi|. Hj imske heai*t ^ 

'Seavhnl '^Wny^'do'we lift 
Our fitipplient saored shrines 

Knee\^o edema ? 

FrofUTsith and pbus awe f— to loimh with prayers 
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The tenants of you azure realms on high, 

Were hard as mth an arrow’s point to pierce 
The silvery moon. Hid is the womb of Time, 
Impreraable to mortal glance, and deaf 
The a^mantine walls of Heaven rebound 
The voice of anguish : — O ’tis one, whate’er 
The Bight of birds — ^the aspect of the stars ! 

The Book of Nature is a maze — a dream 
The Sago's art, — and every sign a falsehood ! 

Second Chorus (Boiiemdnd). 

Wol Wo! Ill-fated woman, stay 
Thy maddening blasphemies ; 

Tbou tot disown St, with purblind eyes, 

The flanSiug Orb of day ! 

Confess^the Gods, — they dwell on high-—* 

Tliey oil’d e thee with awful nnyesty! 

• All the Knights, 

Confess the Gods — they dwell on liigh— 

They circle thee with awful majesty I 

Beatiuce, 

Why hast thod saved thy daughter, and defied 
The curse of Heaven, that marked me in tliy womb 
The child of woe ? Short-sighted mother! — vain 
Thy little arts, to cheat the doom declared 
By the all-wise interpreters, that knit 
Tm far and near ; and, with prophetic ken. 

See the late harvest spring in times uhbon). 

O thou hast brought destruction on thy race, 
jSTithholdiug from the avenging .Gods their prey; 
Threefold, wrlth new embittered rage, they ask 
The direlul penalty ; no tlmnks diy boon 
Of life deservQS^-^the foial gift was so^ow I 

^SecqpA €hofm (Bebbboae) tomris the door with 

msm of e^imioih 
. Hark inivi&e sonnd 
The rattiisQg hwma din t h^ ! 

Of toll-hmm ^kes the near i 

Ses—itis the Furies* tread ! 
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Cajtetan. 

In crumbling ruin wide. 

Fall, fall, thou l*oof, and sink thou trembling floor, 
T^t bear’st the dread unearthly stride ! * « 

Ye sable damps arise ! 

Mount from the abyss in smoky spray 
And pall the brightness of the dayl 
Vanish, ye guardian Powers ! 

They come I The avenging Deities 1 


Don Cassab, Isabella, Beatbioe. The Chorus, 

On the entrance of Don CjEsar, the CJUdpis station thetlkAves 
before him imploringly. He remains standing alone in the 
centre of the stage. 

Beat. . Alas ! ’tie he — 

Isatjelia {stepping to meet him). 

My Cassar ! 0, my son ! 

And is it thus I meet thee ? Look ! Behold ! 

The crimi^ of bond accurst ! — ^ 

• [S'fe leads him to the corse. 

First Cltbiiis (C^jetan, Berenoab). 

Break forth once more 
Ye wounds ! Flow, flow, in swarthy flood. 

Thou streaming gore ! 

Isab. . Shuddering with earnest gaze, and motionless, 

Thou stanast : — ^yes ! there my hopes rapose, and all- 
Tbat earth has of thy brother ; in the bud 
Kipp*d is your concordb tender flower, nor evo^ 

With beauteous fruit aball glad a mother's^i^es. 

Don C. Be comforted ; thy sons, with honest hefti% 

To peace aspired, but Heaven’s dScree was blood! 
IsABt, . I know thou lovedst hhn well ; I saw between 
With joyrflie bands of nature sweetij twined^t 
The)! wouldst have bbme Mm in thy heart of heaiiB, 

, With rich atonement of long wasted years ! ^ ^ 

But see^ fell Murder thwarts Ihy dear deaign, 

? Andimt^tremahit butvengeaneal 
Tinurnifc’it, Oome, wy timther. 
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This is no place for thee. Oh, haste and leave 
This sight of woe ! [He endeavours to drag her aivag. 
Isabella (ihrowmg herself into his arms). 

, • Thou liv'st ! 1 liave a sou ! 

Beat. . Alas ! my mother ! 

Don (JjESAE. On this faithful bosom 

► Wedb out thy pains ; — ^nor lost thy son, — ^his love 
Shall dwell immortal in thy Csesar s breast. 

' First Chorus (Cajetan, Berekoab, Manfred). 

Break forth, ye wounds ! — 

Dumb witnesses ! — ^the tmth proclaim ; 

Flow fast, tliou goiy stream ! 

Isabella {claspim4he hands of Don Caesar and Beatrice). 
My chilmen ! 

Don Ojesar. • Oh, ’tis ecstasy ! my mother. 

To see her in thy anus ! — henceforth in love 
A daughter — sister— 

Isabella {interrupting him). 

Thou hast kept thy word, 

My son ;-^to thcc I owe the rtsdhed one ; 

Yes, thou ba«A sent her — 

DoihS^AB (in astonislimeniy 

tVhom, my mother, sayst thou, 

That 1 have sent ? ^ 

Isabella, She stands before thine eyes — 

Thy sister. 

Don CiESAR.* She! My sister ? 

Isabella. Ay, what other ? 

Do^. My sister! 

IsALEaut. Thou bast sent her to me ! 

Don CiESAiL Horror! 

» His sistet, too! 

Cij^ios, ,, . Woe! woeJ 

Beatexoe^ # Alas! myihotherl 

IsAB*. gimak! I amaUamcu;^! 

DonCjssar. ]|e curst the day 

^ WhenlwAsb^J 

IsABELtA. , , Eterjoal Powers i : 

PONCjESAR, « AdtfSpXfA 'j 

if 
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Tho womb tliat bore me ; cumt thy secret arts. 

The spring of all this woe ; instant to crash thee, 
Though the dread thundaer swept — ne’er should this 
arm 

Refrain tlie bolts of death : — I slew my brother ! 
Hear it and tremble ! in her arras I found him— 
She was my love, my chosen bride ; — and he-*- 
My brother — in her arms ! Thou hast heard all J 
If it be true — oh, if she be my sister — 

And his ! — then I have done a deed that mocks 
The power of sacrifice and pmyers to ope 
The gates of Mercy to my soul ! 

Chorus (Bohemuni^). 

The tidings on thy heart dismayed 
Have burst, and nought i cmains ; behold ! 
Tis come, nor long delayed,' 

Whate’er the warning seers foretold : 

They spoke the message from on high, 

Their lips proclaimed resistless' destiny I 
Thai mortal shall the curse^ fulfil, 

AVho seeks to turn, pretlestiued ill. 


IsAB. . The Gods have done their worst ; if they be true 
Or false, ’tis one — for nothing they can add 
To this — the measure of their rage is full. 

Why should I tremble that have noug^it to fear ? 

My darling son lies murdered, and the living 

I call my eon no more. Qh ! I have borne 

And nourished at my breast a baailiek 

That stung my^hest-loved <^ld. My daugKte!*, haste, 

And leave this house of horrors— I devo^ jt 

To the avenging Fiends ! — evit: boor, 

’Twas crime that hroo^t^e hither, and of criiue 
®ie Vicrim I depart Unwillingly * 

I ca)ne— in sorrow I have Uved— deepattSog 
^ese bidfe ; on me, the innocmit, 
descends thfa weight of w©e 1 Enough-*- 'tis shown 
That and orecles are true ! 
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Bea^sioEi Don The Clioms. 

Don Caisak {detaining Bkataig&X 

My sister, wouldst thou leave me ? On this head 
Jl mother’s curse may fall— a brother’s blood 
Cry with accusing voice to Heaven — all Natuie 
InvoRe eternal vengeance on my soul— 

But thou— Oh ! curse me not — I cannot bear it ! 

[Beatrice points with averted eyes to the hody. 
I hare not slain thy lover ! twas thy brother, 

And mine, that fell beneath my sword ; and near 
As Iho departed one, the living owns 
The ties of blood: remember, too, 'tis I 
Tliat most agister’s pity need — for pure 
His spirit waged its flight, and I am guilty ! 

^ [Beatrice hursts into an agony of tears. 
Weep ! T*wiU blend my tears with tbine — nay, more, 
1 willtavenge thy brother ; but the lover — 

Weep not for him^ — thy passionate yearning tears 
My inmost heart. Oh ! from the boundless depths 
Of our affliction, let me gath^ tljjs, 

The last aifd mly comfort— d)ut to know 
That we are dJer alike, Ono lot fulfilled 
Has made our rights and wretS^hedness the same ; 
Entangled in one snare we fall together, 

Three hapless victims of anpitying Fate, 

And sharo the mournful privilege of tears. 

But^when I think that for the lover more 
Thah for the brother bursts thy sorrow’s tide, 

Then rage and envy mingie witti my pain, 

^d Heme’s last bdm forsakes my withering soul !— 
Nor joyful, os beseems, can 1 requite 
This injured Shade : — yet after him content 
To Mercy's throne my contrite spirit shall fly, 

Sped by this hand — ^if dying I may know 
That fh one um our ashes shall re^se, 

With pious office of a sister^ care. 

Ifle his ams atourtA %&r wi^ passionate 
teniemess. 

I loved thee, as I ne'er had loved before, 

When thotf we«*t strange ; and that I bearthe curse 



608 


THE BRIDE OF MESSINA. 


Of brother’s blood, ’tis but because I loved thee 
With measureless transport : love was all my guilt. 
But now thou art my sister, and I claim 
Soft pity’s tnbute. » ^ 

\He reffards her tvUh inquiring ghm'^eSy and an 
air of painful mspense — then turns awag with 
vehemence, 

No ! in this dread presence , 

I cannot bear these tears — my courage flies, . 

And doubt distracts my soul. Go, weep in secret — 
Leave me in error’s maze — but never, never. 

Behold me more : I will not look again 
On thee, nor on thy mother. Oh ! how passion 
Laid bare her secret heart ! &he never loved tie ! 
She mourned her best-loved soii--that was her cry 
Of grief— and nought was mine bgt show of fondness ! 
And thou art false as she ! make r.o disguise — 
Kecoil with horror from my sicht — this form 
Shall never shock thee more— begone for ever! {Exit, 
[She stands irresolute in a tumtdt of confiivting 
pajjitions^then tears herself from the spot. 

Chorus (Cajet^S). 

• * • * • • • • 

H^py the man — his lot I prize— 

That far from pomps and turmoil vain, 
Oh^dike on Nature’s bosom lies 
AnsiA the stillness of the plain.. 

My heart is sad in the princely hatl, 

When from the toireritig pride of state, 

I see wi& headlong rain-mil, 

How swift! the good and great ! 

And he— from Fortune’s stoics at rest — 
Smiles, in the ^iet haven laid, 

Who, timely warned, owned* hew bfet 

. The refuge of the cloistered sha4^ t 
To honour’s race has biuie fate^ 

Its idle joys and empty fihows ; 

Inisatiate wi^es learnt to ^quell, 

And lulled in Wisdom’s calm repose ; — 
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No more shall Passion's maddening brood 
Impel the busy scenes to try, 

Nor on his peaceful cell intrude 
The form of sad Humanity ! 

• *Mid crowds and strife each mortal ill 
Abides — the grisly train of woe 
Shuns like the Pest the breezy hill, 

To haunt the smoky marts below. 

Berenoar, Boiiemund, and Manfred. 

On the mountains is freedom ! the breath of delay 
Never .sullies the fresh flowing air; 

0 Nature is perfect wherever we stray; 

'Tis ixi||in that deforms it with care. 

jP/itf vidiole Chorus repeats. 

On thoi mountains is freedom, dc. 


Don Cassab, ths Chorus. 

Don CjESAR [more collected). 

I use the piincelj rights — ’tiS the^ast time — 

To give this bo4v toHhe ground, and pay 
Fit honours to tne dead.^ So nftirk, my friends, 

My bosom’s firm resolve, and quick fulfil 
Your lord’s behest, fresh in youi* memory lives 
The mournful pomp, when to the tomb ye bore 
So late my royal sire ; scarce in these balls 
Are sfilled the eclioes of the funeral wail ; — 
Another corse succeeds, and in the grave 
Weighs down its fellow-dust— almost our torch, 
A^^th borrowed lustre from the last, may pierce 
The monumental gloom ; and on the stair. 

Blend in oile throng confused each mourning train* 
Then in the sacredtfoyal dome that guards 
The adies of my sire, prepare with speed 
*The funeral rites ; unseen of mortal ^ye, 

And noiseless be your teskr-let all be graced, 

^As then, with circumstiNpe i^ kingly state. 

, My Prince, it shall be qui^y done ; for still 
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Upreared, the gorgeous Cata&lque jfecalls 
The dread solcraiiity : no hand disturbed 
The edifice of Death. 

Dok CAESAR. The j’awniug grave 

Amid the haunts of life ? No goodly sign ^ 

Was this : the rites fulfilled. ^Yhy lingered yet 
Tlie trappings of the fimeral show ? - ^ 

]k>iiE.MUND. Your strife 

With fresh embittered hate o’er all Messina 
Woke Discord’s maddening flames, and from iiio dead 
Our cares withdrew — so desolate remained, 

And closed the sanctuary. 

Doi^ C.ESAB. Make no delay ; 

This very night fulfil your task^ for well 4 • 
Beseems the midnight gloom ! To-morrow s sun 
Shall find this palace cleansed of every stain, 

And light a happier race. ' 

the Second Chorm, with the body of Don 
Manvel. 

Cajetan. Shall I invito 

The Brotherhood of monks, with rites ordained 
By Holy l;hurdh of old, to celebrate 
The office of departed sOulsjAnd hymn 
The buried due to everlasting rest ? 

Don C. Their strains above my tomb shall sound for ever 
Amid the torches’ blaz§ — ijo solemn rites 
Beseem the day when gory murder scares 
Heaven’s pardoning grace. 

Cajetan. O, let notVild despair , 

Tempt thee to impious r^h resolve. My Prince, 

No mortal arm shall e’er avenge this deed ; 

And penance calms, with soft atoning powtT/ 

The wrath on high. 

Don CinsAB. If for etentld justice 

Earth has no minkter, pQrself shall wield 
The avenging sword ; though Heaven, with gracious 
.car, 

Inclines to sinners’ prayers, with blood edme 
Atoned is murder’s guilt. ' 

CAJETANi To stem the tide 
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Of dire misfortune, that with maddening rage 
Bursts o’er your house, were nohler than to pile 
Accumulated woe. 

]^(>N CiESATi. The curse of old 

Stall die with me ! Death self-imposed alone 
Can break the chain of Fate. 

(’.UETAifc. • Tliou ow’st thyself 

A sovereign to this orphaned laud.^hy thee 
Bobbed of its other lord ! * 

Don C.^sAn. Ihe avenging Gods 

Demand their prey — some other Deity 
May guard the living ! 

Cajetan. Wide os e'er the sun 

In glory beams, the realm of Hope extends ; 

But - Oh^rthnemher ! — nothing may wo gain 
From Death ! 

l)ON CiEiSAii. Bemembcr thou thy vossaVs duty 

Eememher, and be silent ! Leave to me 
To follow, as I list, the Spirit of power 
That leads me to the goal. No happy one 
May look into my breast : — but if thy Prince 
Ow’ns not a^suldcci's homage* dread at least 
The murderer V-tlif'* accurst ! — and to the head 
Of the unhappy— sacre^ to th(f Gods— 

Give honours due. The pangs that rend my soul — 
What I have suf£erei— what 1 feel — have left 
• No place for earthly thoughts ! 


• Donna Isabella, Don CjiSAn, The Chom$, 

^ ... 

Isabella with hesitating steps^ and looks irresoUitelg 
toivards Don C^sab; at last she approaches^ 
and dddresses him with collected tones). 

I thought mine eyas should ne’er behold thee more ; — 
Thus i had vow^ despairing \ Oh, my son ! 

' How quickly all a mother’s stem resd^^es 
, Melt into air ! ’Twas hut the cry of rage 
’ That stifled Nature’s pleading voice ; but mow 
What tidings of mysterious import call me 
Forth from iho desolate chambers of my s«nK)w? 
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Shall I helieve it? Is it true? — one day 
Bobs me of both my sons ? 

Chorus, 

Behold ! with willing steps and free, 

Thy son prepares to tread 
The paths of dark eternity — 

The silent mansions of the dead. 

My prayers are vain ; hut thou, with power confest 
Of nature’s holiest passion, storm his brea*^l ! 

IsAD. . I call the curses back — tha( in the frenzy 
Of blind despair on thy beloved head 
T poured. A mother may not curse the child 
That from her nourishing breast drew life, and gave 
Sweet reconiperse for all her travail past : 

Heaven would not hear the impious vows ; they fell 
With quick rebound, and heavy with my tears, 

Down from the flaming vault. 

Live ! live ! my son ! 
For I may rather bear to look on thee — 

The murderer of one child — than weep for both I 
Don C, Heedless and vain, my mother, a’*o thy prayers 
For me and for thyself I luve no place 
Among the lifing : — -jf thine eyes may brook 
The murderer s sight abhorred — I could not bear 
The mute reproach of tUy eternal sorrow’. 

IsAB. . Silent or loud, my son, reproach shall never 

Disturb thy breast — ne'er in these halls sliall sound 
The voice of wailing,- gently on my tears 
My griefs shall flow : — the sport alike 

Of pitiless Fate, together we will mourn, 

And veil the deed of blood. ^ 

Don CiESAB {with a faltering voke, and taking her hand), ^ 

Thus it shall be, 

My mother — thtis with silbnt, gentle woe . 

Thy grief shall fade : but when one common tgiub 
The mhrderer and his victim closes round-^ 

When o'er our dust one monumental stone . 

Is rolled — ^Uie curse shall cease— thy love no moi .. 
Unequal bless thy sons : the precious tears 
Thine eyes of beauty weep, shallMsanctify 
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Alike our luemoiies. Yes ! In doaUi are <|uenclied 
The tires of rage ; and Hatred owns subdued* 

The mighty reconciler. Pity bends 
An angel mnn above the foneral um* 

With weeping dear embrace. Then to the tomb 
Stay not my paamga t~Oh ! forbid me not, 

Th^ with atoning sacnfico to quell 
^ The curse of Heaven. 

Ihauri^la. All Christendom is rich 

in bhruies of mercy, whore the tinublcd heart 
May tind repose Oh ! many a heavy burden 
Have bhincrs in Loretto’s mansion laid ; 

And Heaven -3 peculiar blesbing breathes around 
The grave Jjrfnt has redeemed the world !-*Tlie prayerb 
Of the detnut are precious— fraught with store 
Of grm'c, ehey vNin forgiveness from the skies ; — 
And on the soil by gorj^ murder stained 
ShalJ»rise the purifying fane. 

Don CiBSAn We pluck 

The arrow from the woiuuJ— but the tom heart 
Shall ne'er bo faeidcd. Let*him^ho can, drag on 
A weary lilb of penance and of pain. 

To cleanse the^spot of everlasting guilt ; — 

T would ilgt live the vidtun of despair ; 

No ! I must meet with beaming eye the smile 
Of happy ones, iludlireathe erect the auf 
Of liberty and joy. While yet alike 
We aharod thy love, then o'er my days of youth 
Pale Envy cast his withering idiade ; and now, 
Think’bt thou my lieUrt could brook the dearer ties 
That bind thee in thy sorrow to the dead? 

Death, in his uitdecaying palaao throned* 

To the puie diamond of porfect virtue 
Sublimes the moi]^, ana with chastening ftre 
Each gathered stra o{f frail humanitty 
PuYges and Imms away h%h fs the etfuA’ ^ 

Tower o'er thie earthly ^|itu:e* he Bom ahw me ; 
And m by andtont hate oUaevtored lotlgi « 
Brethren end equul deniaena we ttved^ < 

So now my restless soul with envy pines* 

That he hsa^Won from me the glorioui»prize 

^ LI. 
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Of immortality, and like a God 
In memoiy inarches on to times unborn ! 

IsAii. . My sons ! Why have 1 called you to Messina 

To find for each a grave * I brought ye hither « 
To calm your strife to peace. Lo ^ Fate hks turned 
My hopes to blank despair 

Don Caskar. Whate’er Vas spoke, 

My mother, in fulfilled ! Jllame not the end ^ 
Dy Heaven ordained. Wo trode our fatliors.lialK 
With hopes of peace ; and reconciled for over, 
Together we shall sleep in death. 

Isabella. My eon, 

• Live for thy mother! In the strangers land, 

Say, wouldst thou leave me friAi^dless and alon6, 

To cruel scorn a pr^ — no filial arm 
To shield my helpless age “ * ' 

Don CiESAR. When all the woild 


With heartless iuunts pursues theo, our grave 
For refuge fly, luy mother, and invoke 
Thy sons' divinity — we slmll be Gods ! 

And we will hct>r thy prayers*— and as the I’wdiis 
Of Heaven, a beanmig igtar of cdliifoi t shine 
To the tost sjnpman — we win hover near thee 
With present help, and soothe thy troubled soul ! 

JsAB. . Live — for diy moUier, live, my son — 

Must 1 lose all ? * • ^ 

[She tJuotts 1m anm about him with pas'^ionaie 
emotion. He gently dievngageet himself^ and^ 


turning his face awaijy extends to her his hand, 
Don CjiisAR, Farevyoll f • 

JsAitF.LiA. I c»m no nmre f* 

Too well my tortured bosom owns how weak * 

A mother s prayers , a mightier v^ice shall sound 
Kosistless on thy heart. ^ ^ 

[Sim goes touards the entrance of 
^ My daughteV, come!< 


A brother calls him to the realms of night; 
Perchance with gOldcn hues of earthly joy 
The sister, the beloved, may gently lure 
Hie wanderer to life again, 

J Bisatrtce appean at tke*enirance of the scene. 
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Donna Isabema, Don Cassab, and the Chorus. * 
Don Cas'saii {on seeing her^ rovers his face with his hand^. 

My mother! 

‘JSTbat hast thou done? 

IsABErjA {leading Beatrice fortvards). 

^ A mother’s prayers are vain ! 

Kneel at his feet — conjure him — melt his heart ! 

Oh ! hid him live ! , 

Don C^fiAR Deceitful mother, thus 

Tliou ti iest thy sou ! And wouldbt thou stir my soul 
Again to passion’s strife, and make the sun 
Beloved once more, now when I tread the paths 
Of cvcriastiiig night? Keo where he stands— 

Angel of life! — and wondrous beautiful, 

Shakch from !iis plenteous hom the fragrant store 
Of golden^fniits and flovrers, that breathe around 
Divinest airs of joy ; — my heart awakes 
tn th?* wiunn sunbeam — hoj^e returns, and life 
Tin ills in my breast anew 

I \BrMA ifo Blatrick) Thou wilt prevail! 

Or roue! ^Implore uim thrft he1i\e, nor rob 
The stuff and ipmfort of our days. 

' t\ ATRtrK. e The loved one 

A snerifiro demands, flh, lot mo die 
To soothe a broQiei^ shade ! Yes, 1 will be 
The victim 1 Ere 1 saw the light forewarned 
To death, 1 live a wrong to Heaven ! The curse 
Puriflies mo still : — ’twas I that slew thy sou— 

I waked the slumbering furies of their strife — 

•Be mine the atoning blood ! 

• Ill-fated mother! 
Impatient all thy children haste to doom. 

And loavsTthee on Uie desolate waste alone 
Of joyless life. # 

BfiArRtCP^ • Oh, spare thy precious days 

For Nature s hand. Thy mother needs a son ; 

My brother, live for her! Light were the pang 
To lose a daughter — ^but a moment shown, 

Then snatched away! * 

Don C esar {with defp e^notion). Tis one to live ^Mbdie, 
Blest ^Ih a sister’s love! 
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Beatrice. Bfy^dost thou ©h^ 

Thy brother’s ashes ? 

Don C-ESAR. In thy grief he lives 

A hallowed life ! — my doom is death for ever ! 

Beat. . My brother ! 

Don C^sar. Sister! are thy tears for me? 

Beat. . Live for our mother! 

Don CjESAR {dropping her hand, and $tepping hack). 

For our mother ? • 

Beatrice {hiding her head in his breast)* Live 

For her and for thy sister ! 

Chorus (Bohemund). She has won ! 

Resistless are her prayers. Desjpairing mother. 
Awake to hope again — his choice js made ! 

Thy sou shall Jive ! 

[At this moment an anthem k heard. The fold- 
ing doors are thrown opeUt and in the Church 
is seen the Catafalque erected^ dnd the coffin 
surrounded with candUaiich, 

Don CiESAB {turning to the coffin). I will not rob thee, brother ! 
The sacnfio,/ is thixte: — Hark! frqjii the tomb, 
Mightier than mother s tears, gr sister s love, 

Thy voice resiij^less cries: — my arms enfold 
A treasure, potent with celestial joys, 

To deck this earthly sphere, and make a lot 
Worthy the Gods! but slialfl live in bliss, 

While in the tomb tby sainted innocence 
Sleeps unavenged? Thou, Ruler of oui^'days, 

All just — all wise — let not the world behold . 

Thy partial care! I saw hbr tears! — ^^onoug!: — . 
They? flowed for me! I am content: my bret^erl , 

I come! 

[He stabs himself with a dagger, and falls 
at his sister's feet, ^he throws herself intih§r 
, ' mother's arms, 

Gh^fits, CiiETAN {efter a deep mlence). 

" * In dread amaze I stand, nor kno^ 

diould mpum his fate. One truth revealet’j 
in my breast no good supreme is life ; 
of aSl ea^ly ills the obi^ ! * , 


END. 
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